»»»■»«»  »  »  »  »^ 

Please 

handle  this  volume 

with  care. 

The  University  of  Connecticut 
Libraries,  Storrs 


hbl,  stx 


PR  4772.E72S25  1924 
Essays 


3    T1S3    DDVBTM^ 


D    3 


ho 

W 

CO 


°YVl<uuiJ)  \<juuJ5 


Sj^JX.  \o  }\<\-x.^ 


THE  MODERN  STUDENT'S  LIBRARY 


ESSAYS  BY  WILLIAM  HAZLITT 


THE  MODERN 
STUDENT'S  LIBRARY 

EACH  VOLUME  EDITED  BY  A  LEADING 
AMERICAN  AUTHORITY 

This  series  Is  composed  of  such  works  as 
are  conspicuous  in  the  province  of  literature 
for  their  enduring  influence.  Every  volume 
is  recognized  as  essential  to  a  liberal  edu- 
cation and  will  tend  to  infuse  a  love  for  true 
literature  and  an  appreciation  of  the  quali- 
ties which  cause  it  to  endure. 

A  descriptive  list  of  the  volumes  published  in 

this  series  appears  in  the  last  pages 

of  this  volume 

CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS 


THE  MODERN  STUDENT'S  LIBRARY 


ESSAYS  BY     • 
WILLIAM  HAZLITT 


SELECTED    AND     EDITED 
WITH  AX  INTRODUCTION 

BY 

PERCY  VAN  DYKE  SHELLY 

ASSISTANT   PROFESSOR    OF   ENGLISH 
UNIVERSITY    OF    PENNSYLVANIA 


CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS 

NEW  YORK  CHICAGO  BOSTON 


COPYBIGHT,  1924,  BY 

CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS 


Printed  in  the  United  States  of  America 
A 


INTRODUCTION. 


The   essays   included   in   this   little   book   are   by   an 
author  who  cast  almost  the  entire  product  of  his  literary 
life  in  the  essay  form,  and  in  so  doing  found  the  perfect 
medium  for  the  expression  of  his  genius.     The  essay  is 
a  cloth  of  many  colors,  but  of  all  literary  types  it  is 
the  one  most  suited  to  the  needs  of  the  critical  faculty 
in  its  numerous  activities.     William  Hazlitt  was  essen- 
tially a  critic — one  whose  chief  function  and  delight  it 
was  to  taste  and  judge;  a  critic  of  books  and  pictures 
and  plays,  of  men  and  manners,  and  of  so  much  of  the 
pageant  of  life  as  passed  before  his  eyes.     His  talents, 
moreover,  were  precisely  those  that  are  best  calculated 
to  win  distinction  in  essay  writing.     His  were  a  keenly 
analytical   mind   and   highly   developed   taste,    an   indi- 
viduality spirited  and  alive  at  every  point,  and  a  gift 
of   expressing   himself   in  brief   compass   in   a   brilliant 
and   highly   characteristic    style.      He    wrote    essays    of 
many     kinds — political,     philosophical,      critical,      and 
familiar.      And   in  all   he   has   the   true   essay   "touch. " 
The   selections  here  brought  together   from  the  twelve 
bulky  volumes   of  his   collected  works   are  designed  to 
illustrate    his    art    in    the    fields    in    which    he    unques- 
tionably excelled.      He  is  a  literary  critic  of  the  first 
rank,  to  be  named  with  Dryden,  Coleridge,  and  Arnold. 
As   a   familiar  writer  he  stands   alone,   I   believe,  with 
Montaigne  and  Lamb.     And  his  criticisms  of  the  stage 
and  of  the  art  of  painting  are  among  the  best  in  the 
language. 
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Hazlitt  came  of  Dissenting  stock  on  both  sides.  His 
mother's  family  were  prominent  Nonconformists  in 
Cambridgeshire  even  in  Defoe's  time.  His  father,  born 
of  a  north  of  Ireland  Dissenter,  had  fulfilled  the 
"proudest  wish"  of  a  devout  mother  by  becoming  a  Non- 
conformist minister.  Thus  Hazlitt's  dogged  adherence 
to  principle  and  uncompromising  love  of  truth  seems  to 
have  come  to  him  quite  naturally.  Perhaps,  too,  he  in- 
herited his  splendid  fighting  spirit,  though  of  this  there 
is  less  evidence.  But  the  atmosphere  of  Dissent  into 
which  Hazlitt  was  born  was  not  an  unlovely  one.  There 
was  none  of  the  soured  spirit  of  partisanship  to  cabin, 
crib,  and  confine  his  growing  mind.  It  was  a  noncon- 
formity dignified,  sweet-tempered,  and  liberal.  Haz- 
litt's father,  a  man  of  courage  and  enthusiasm,  pos- 
sessed something  of  the  student's  dreaming  gentleness. 
He  is  described  by  the  essayist  as  having  passed  much 
of  his  life  poring  over  the  Bible  and  the  Commentators 
— "huge  folios,  not  easily  got  through,  one  of  which 
would  outlast  a  winter. "  With  him  "to  read  was  to  be 
content. "  This  was  in  later  years.  Always  keenly  in- 
terested in  civil  and  religious  liberty,  in  his  prime  he 
had  been  a  force  in  the  spread  of  Unitarian  doctrines 
and  an  ardent  advocate  of  American  independence.  He 
was  a  serious-minded,  religious  man,  who  preferred  that 
his  son  should  have  written  a  sermon  than  have  painted 
like  Rembrandt  or  Raphael,  and  he  had  what  the 
painter's  eye  in  Hazlitt  declared  to  be  "as  fine  an  old 
nonconformist  head  as  one  could  hope  to  see  in  these 
degenerate  times."  But  he  raised  his  family  on  Shake- 
speare, loved  the  London  print-shops,  subscribed  to 
Cooke's  edition  of  the  British  novelists,  and  had  the 
art  of  standing  upon  principle  without  sacrificing  the 
graces. 

Hazlitt  was  born  at  Maidstone,  in   Kent,  April   10, 
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1778.  There,  in  the  course  of  a  ten  years'  pastorate, 
his  father  had  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Priestley  and 
Franklin,  and  his  mother  had  been  admired  for  her 
beauty  and  gracious  manners.  In  1783,  when  Hazlitt 
was  five  years  old,  the  family  moved  to  America,  in  the 
ship  that  brought  the  first  account  of  the  treaty  of 
peace.  Of  their  experience  in  the  new  land,  Peggy 
Hazlitt,  the  essayist's  elder  sister,  has  left  an  interest- 
ing diary.  Mr.  Hazlitt  preached  before  the  New  Jer- 
sey Assembly,  spent  fourteen  months  in  Philadelphia — 
where,  at  the  College,1  he  delivered  a  course  of  lectures 
on  the  Evidences  of  Christianity  (afterwards  repeated 
in  Boston) — declined  the  presidency  of  Carlisle  Col- 
lege, was  an  apostle  of  Unitarianism  in  America  before 
Priestley,  and  founded  the  first  Unitarian  church  in 
Boston.  But  this  four  years'  sojourn  in  America  appears 
to  have  made  but  slight  impression  upon  the  future 
essayist.  One  memory  only  seems  to  have  been  vivid. 
"The  taste  of  barberries,"  he  wrote,  "which  have  hung 
out  in  the  snow  during  the  severity  of  a  North  American 
winter,  I  have  in  my  mouth  still,  after  an  interval  of 
thirty  years." 

Hazlitt's  early  memories  are  connected  for  the  most 
part  with  Wem,  near  Shrewsbury  in  Shropshire.  There 
his  father  settled  in  the  year  of  their  return  to  Eng- 
land. At  Wem,  Hazlitt  lived,  save  for  short  absences, 
from  his  tenth  to  his  twenty-second  year;  and  to  Wem, 
the  scene  of  his  youth,  his  memory  was  wont  to  turn, 
in  after  years,  with  passionate  delight.  There  he  was 
taught  by  his  father,  and,  it  seems,  attended  school.  He 
was  eager  to  learn,  and  early  formed  the  notion  of 
being  a  painter,  like  his  brother  John.  At  ten  he  wrote. 
"I  shall  like  to  know  all  the  Latin  and  Greek  I  can. 
I  want  to  learn  how  to  measure  the  stars.  I  shall  not. 
1  Now  the  University  of  Pennsylvania. 
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I  suppose,  paint  the  worse  for  knowing  everything 
else."  His  mind  began  to  busy  itself,  too,  with  problems 
of  an  abstruse  and  speculative  nature.  At  fourteen  he 
set  about  formulating  a  theory  of  the  basis  of  political 
rights  and  civil  government — "the  first  time/'  he  re- 
marks, "I  ever  attempted  to  think."  In  1793  his  father 
sent  him  to  Hackney  Theological  College  in  London, 
with  the  intention  of  preparing  him  for  the  ministry. 
But  in  less  than  two  years  Hazlitt  returned  to  Wem, 
convinced  that  he  was  not  to  be  a  divine.  He  was  led 
to  this  conclusion  partly  no  doubt  by  his  studies,  but 
also  probably  by  his  Sunday  and  holiday  visits  to  his 
brother  John's  studio.  John  Hazlitt  in  London  moved 
in  a  rather  advanced  set — Holcroft,  Godwin,  Joseph 
Fawcett,  and  Stoddart — men  interested  in  arts  and  let- 
ters and  the  success  of  the  French  Revolution.  Godwin 
and  Fawcett  later  came  to  exercise  a  strong  influence 
upon  Hazlitt,  and  that  the  acquaintance  at  least  with 
Fawcett  began  thus  early  seems  altogether  likely  from 
Hazlitt's  subsequent  reference  to  him  as  "the  friend  of 
my  youth  .  .  .  almost  the  first  literary  acquaintance 
I  ever  made." 

Hazlitt  returned  to  Wem  without  fixed  plans.  He 
was  sixteen,  and  for  the  next  eight  years  he  lay  fallow. 
It  was  one  of  the  happiest  and  most  profitable  periods 
of  his  life.  Like  Milton  at  Horton,  he  had  the  ad- 
vantage, before  entering  upon  his  proper  work,  of  de- 
voting years  to  study  and  meditation  in  his  father's 
house  in  the  country.  "For  many  years,"  he  wrote 
later,  "I  did  nothing  but  think.  I  had  nothing  else  to 
do  but  solve  some  knotty  point,  or  dip  in  some  abstruse 
author,  or  look  at  the  sky,  or  wander  by  the  pebbled 
seaside.  ...  There  was  no  printer's  devil  waiting  for 
me."  He  did  no  very  rigorous  or  systematic  studying, 
but  got  through  a  lot  of  reading — reading  of  the  most 
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enthusiastic  kind.  During  these  years  he  must  have 
stored  in  memory  a  large  part  of  that  miscellaneous 
matter  out  of  books  that  he  turned  to  such  good  account 
in  his  essays.  He  plunged  into  philosophy  and  boasted 
that  "there  was  no  question  in  metaphysics  I  could  not 
bandy  to  and  fro  for  twenty,  thirty,  forty  miles  of  the 
great  North  Road."  Novels,  plays,  romances  he  de- 
voured tooth  and  nail.  Tom  Jones,  "the  first  work  that 
broke  the  spell,"  he  had  by  heart,  reading  it  as  it  "came 
down  in  numbers  once<  a  fortnight,  in  Cooke's  pocket- 
edition,  embellished  with  cuts."  He  was  "deep  in 
Peregrine  Pickle/'  and  hand  and  glove  with  "all  the 
heroes  and  heroines  of  Richardson's  romances."  In  1796 
he  came  upon  an  extract  from  Burke's  Letter  to  a  Noble 
Lord  and  was  enchanted  by  the  style,  "forked  and  play- 
ful as  the  lightning,  crested  like  the  serpent."  "This," 
he  exclaimed,  "is  true  eloquence:  this  is  a  man  pouring 
out  his  mind  on  paper."  It  was  the  inarticulate  wor- 
shipping the  supremely  articulate,  for,  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  Hazlitt,  who  was  to  become  the  most  brilliant  and 
eloquent  of  English  essayists,  was  at  this  time  trying  in 
vain,  "year  after  year,  to  write  a  single  essay,  nay,  a 
single  page  or  sentence."  Later  we  see  him  going  to 
Shrewsbury  and  bringing  home  "at  one  proud  swoop"  a 
copy  of  Paradise  Lost  and  another  of  Burke's  Reflec- 
tions on  the  French  Revolution.  The  latter  work  he 
read  "to  himself  and  others  for  months  afterwards." 
Rousseau  was  another  god  of  his  youth.  The  Confes- 
sions and  the  New  Eloise  afforded  "many  a  dainty  re- 
past" to  his  sentimentalism.  "We  spent  two  whole 
years  in  reading  these  two  works;  and  (gentle  reader, 
it  was  when  we  were  young)  in  shedding  tears  over 
them." 

Besides  books  there  were  walking  trips — to  Burleigh 
House  to   see  the   pictures,  to   Wisbeach,   his   mother's 
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birthplace,  to  Llangollen  Vale,  where  at  the  inn  he  "sat 
down  to  a  volume  of  the  New  Eloise  .  .  .  over  a  bottle 
of  sherry  and  a  cold  chicken. "  He  made  visits  to  John 
Hazlitt  in  London,  and  he  began  a  long  struggle  with 
a  refractory  essay  on  the  natural  disinterestedness  of 
the  human  mind. 

Meanwhile,  in  1798,  the  most  important  single  event 
in  his  life  had  taken  place — his  meeting  with  Coleridge. 
Of  that,  Hazlitt's  own  account  must  be  read  in  My  First 
Acquaintance  with  Poets.  From  this,  and  from  that 
apostrophe  to  Coleridge  beginning,  "Thou,  who  didst 
lend  me  speech  when  I  was  dumb,  to  whom  I  owe  it  that 
I  have  not  crept  on  my  belly  all  the  days  of  my  life 
like  the  serpent,  but  sometimes  lift  my  forked  crest  or 

tread  the  empyrean ,"  we  get  an  idea  of  Hazlitt's 

indebtedness  and  the  best  picture  there  is  of  Coleridge 
in  his  youth,  Coleridge  the  poet,  and  the  magic  of  his 
personality  and  talk. 

One  of  the  results  of  this  meeting  with  Coleridge  and 
the  subsequent  visit  to  Nether  Stowey  and  Alfoxden 
was  that  Hazlitt  turned  his  attention  more  definitely  to 
poetry  and  steeped  himself  especially  in  the  poetry  of 
Wordsworth  and  Coleridge.  He  became  a  disciple  of 
the  new  school  and  used  his  powers  of  conversation, 
which  already  seem  to  have  been  pretty  well  developed, 
to  bring  others  under  its  influence.  Crabb  Robinson, 
who  met  him  in  1799  and  declared  him  to  be  the  clever- 
est person  he  knew,  acknowledges  his  obligations  to 
Hazlitt  as  the  director  of  his  taste  and  the  one  who 
first  made  him  acquainted  with  the  poetry  of  Words- 
worth, Coleridge,  Lamb,  and  Southey.  Hazlitt  met 
Lamb,  it  would  seem,  in  1804.  It  was  at  Godwin's, 
and  the  company  were  disputing  as  to  which  is  better, 
man  as  he  is,  or  man  as  he  is  to  be.  "Give  me/'  said 
Lamb,  "man  as  he  is  not  to  be."     That  was  the  begin- 
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ning  of   a   friendship   that   lasted,   save    for   temporary 
estrangement,  through  Hazlitt's  life. 

Thus  by  his  twenty-fifth  or  twenty-sixth  year  Haz- 
litt  had  become  acquainted  with  some  of  the  finest  minds 
of  his  time  and  could  claim  as  intimate  friends  at  least 
two  of  the  immortals  of  early  nineteenth  century  Eng- 
land— Coleridge  and  Lamb.  The  London  circle  to 
which  he  had  thus  gained  entrance  was  essentially  lit- 
erary, and  yet  it  was  not  to  literature  that  he  turned 
when  he  took  up  a  definite  work,  but  to  painting.  He 
had  always  been  strongly  influenced  by  his  brother 
John,  a  protege  of  Reynolds  and  a  successful  miniature 
painter.  At  ten  he  had  drawn  eyes  and  noses  and  faces 
and  talked  of  being  a  painter.  He  had  visited  galleries 
in  London  and  within  walking  distance  of  Wem.  But 
there  is  no  evidence  that  he  had  studied  or  practised 
the  art  seriously.  Yet  in  1802  we  find  him  going  to 
Paris  with  a  commission  to  do  five  copies  for  a  Mr. 
Railton  of  Liverpool  and  several  for  Northcote,  the 
painter.  For  four  months  he  studied  the  masterpieces 
in  the  Louvre, — then  rich  with  the  spoils  lately  brought 
out  of  Italy  by  Napoleon.  It  was  a  time  of  intense  and 
enthusiastic  labor  and  high  pleasure.  His  letters  from 
Paris  are  full  of  gusto.  A  new  world  was  opened  to 
his  imagination.  He  made  at  least  eleven  copies,  among 
them  two  Titians,  a  Raphael,  and  a  Poussin;  and  what 
is  more  important,  he  formed  his  taste.  Though  his 
close  study  of  some  of  the  noblest  of  pictures  gave  him 
an  ideal  that  in  the  end  made  him  despair  and  abandon 
the  art  rather  than  be  less  than  a  master,  it  supplied 
him  with  a  standard,  an  insight  and  a  taste,  that 
enabled  him  to  become  one  of  the  greatest  of  English 
art  critics. 

Returning  to  England  in  1803,  Hazlitt  devoted  sev- 
eral years  to  painting.     He  made  portraits  of  Coleridge, 
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Hartley  Coleridge,  Wordsworth,  his  father,  and  Charles 
Lamb  (that  of  Lamb  now  hangs  in  the  National  Gal- 
lery). What  pains  he  took  and  how  high  and  exacting 
was  the  standard  he  set  for  himself  may  be  seen  in  the 
essay  On  the  Pleasure  of  Painting  where  he  describes 
his  doing  the  head  of  an  old  woman  near  Manchester. 
Sometimes  he  was  less  careful.  Once  while  finishing 
the  portrait  of  a  Manchester  manufacturer,  "who  died 
worth  a  plum,"  he  "lived  on  coffee  (as  an  experiment)1 
for  a  fortnight  together."  The  ideal  succumbed  to  the 
beast  hunger,  and  in  order  to  get  his  five  guineas  Haz- 
litt  "slurred  over  the  coat,  which  was  a  reddish  brown." 
With  the  money  in  his  pocket,  he  went  to  market,  dined 
on  sausages  and  mashed  potatoes,  and  while  they  were 
hissing  in  the  pan  "read  a  volume  of  Gil  Bias,  con- 
taining the  account  of  the  fair  Aurora.  .  .  .  Gentle 
reader,  do  not  smile !  Neither  Monsieur  de  Very,  nor 
Louis  XVIII,  over  an  oyster-pate,  nor  Apicius  him- 
self, ever  understood  the  meaning  of  the  word  luxury, 
better  than  I  did  at  that  moment." 

By  1805  Hazlitt  began  to  turn  more  definitely  to 
literature.  The  decision  was  occasioned  perhaps  by  his 
success  in  getting  published  in  that  year  his  Essay  on 
the  Principles  of  Human  Action,  containing  the  meta- 
physical discovery  over  which  he  had  brooded  so  long. 
For  the  first  few  years  his  work  was  mostly  journeyman 
work.  But  it  was  not  without  promise.  The  one-vol- 
ume abridgement  of  Tucker's  Light  of  Nature  Pursued 
(1807)  showed  excellent  judgment,  and  was  praised 
by  Dr.  Parr  and  Sir  James  Mackintosh.  The  Elo- 
quence of  the  British  Senate,  of  the  same  year,  con- 
tained sketches  of  Chatham,  Burke,  and  Fox  that  dis- 
played Hazlitt's  critical  ability  and  were  good  enough 

1  Rather  more  than  an  experiment,  one  suspects,  as  the  story  is 
told  in  the  essay  On  the  Want  of  Money. 
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to  be  reprinted  in  his  Political  Essays  (1819).  The 
Reply  to  Malthus  (1807)  was  a  work  of  greater  orig- 
inality and  showed  that  the  late  dumb  and  inarticulate 
youth  was  learning  fast  enough  to  "pour  out  his  mind 
on  paper. "  In  1810  he  published  a  New  and  Improved 
English  Grammar,  the  child  of  his  admiration  for 
Home  Tooke  and  of  his  contempt  for  the  pedantry  of 
Lindley  Murray.  And  by  the  same  year  he  had  edited 
the  Life  of  Holer  oft  (pub.  1816). 

Meanwhile  he  was  back  and  forth  between  Wem  and 
his  friends  in  London.  This  was  a  time  of  close 
intimacy  with  the  Lambs.  We  find  him  dropping  in 
and  out,  and  winning  a  warm  place  in  the  heart  of  both 
brother  and  sister.  When  Lamb's  farce  was  produced, 
he  sat  with  the  author  in  the  first  row  in  the  pit,  heard 
him  "roar  with  laughter  at  his  own  wit,"  and,  for  a 
month  after  it  was  damned,  dreamed  that  it  had  been 
revived  with  great  success.  He  was  a  regular  attendant 
at  Lamb's  Wednesday  parties,  those  evenings  of  whist 
and  cribbage,  of  veal  pie  or  a  haunch  of  mutton,  and 
of  talk  that  Barry  Cornwall  says  frequently  "took  half 
way  to  the  stars" ;  meetings  which  the  uninformed  might 
have  mistaken  for  "a  scene  of  vulgar  confusion  and 
uproar."  Mary  Lamb,  who  was  as  fond  of  Hazlitt  as 
was  Charles,  wrote,  "Hazlitt  was  most  brilliant,  most 
ornamental,  as  a  Wednesday-man,  but  he  was  a  more 
useful  one  on  common  days,  when  he  dropt  in  after  a 
quarrel,  or  a  fit  of  the  glooms."  Indeed,  this  "most 
incomparable  of  old  maids"  took  such  an  interest  in 
Hazlitt  and  in  the  successive  love-affairs  of  a  certain 
Miss  Sarah  Stoddart,  as  well  as  in  the  delicate  art  of 
match-making,  that  she  proceeded  to  bring  them  to- 
gether, and  in  1808  had  the  satisfaction  of  being  brides- 
maid at  their  wedding.  Charles  was  best  man.  He 
told  Southey  afterward  that  he  was  "like  to  have  been 
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turned   out   several   times   during  the   ceremony.      Any- 
thing awful  makes  me  laugh." 

Miss  Stoddart  was  an  heiress  in  a  small  way,  and 
the  newly  married  couple  settled  in  a  cottage  at  Win- 
terslow, a  village  on  Salisbury  Plain.  Winterslow 
thenceforth  played  a  large  part  in  Hazlitt's  life.  There 
he  spent  some  of  his  happiest  days,  and  thither,  after 
he  had  moved  to  London  and  plunged  into  the  turmoil 
of  his  journalistic  career,  he  frequently  returned,  to 
"gather  up  the  fragments  of  his  early  recollections,"  and 
find  the  quiet  most  conducive  to  literary  composition. 
There  the  Lambs  visited  them  in  October,  1809,  and  in 
July,  1810.  The  time  was  spent  in  "daily  walks  from 
eight  to  twenty  miles  a  day,"  visiting  Salisbury,  Stone- 
henge,  and  Oxford,  and  seeing  the  pictures  at  Blen- 
heim; or  in  walking  out  of  an  evening  "to  look  at  the 
Claude  Lorraine  skies  over  our  heads  .  .  .  and  to  gather 
mushrooms  to  throw  into  our  hashed  mutton  at  supper." 
On  returning  to  London  Miss  Lamb  wrote  to  Mrs.  Haz- 
litt,  "The  dear,  quiet,  lazy,  delicious  month  we  spent 
with  you  is  remembered  by  me  with  such  regret  that  I 
feel  quite  discontent  and  Winterslow-sick.  I  assure  you 
I  never  passed  such  a  pleasant  time  in  the  country  in 
my  life,  both  in  the  house  and  out  of  it."  And  later  the 
Lambs'  memory  of  Winterslow  was  kept  green  by  the 
gift  of  a  Winterslow  pig.  "We  have  received  your  pig," 
wrote  Lamb  to  Hazlitt,  "and  return  you  thanks;  it  will 
be  drest,  in  due  form,  with  appropriate  sauce  this  day." 
And  in  a  postscript,  "I  just  open  to  say  the  pig  upon 
proof  hath  turned  out  as  good  as  I  predicted.  My 
fauces  yet  retain  the  sweet  porcine  odor."  The  Dis- 
sertation upon  Roast  Pig  was  written  twelve  years 
later,  but  the  palate's  memory  is  long,  and  to  that 
immortal  composition,  that  grace  after  meat,  no  doubt 
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Hazlitt's  pig,  with  many  another,  contributed  its  sweet 
savor. 

The  year  1812  is  a  turning-point  in  Hazlitt's  career. 
He  had  long  been  a  student  of  philosophy,  and  in  the 
winter  evenings  at  Winterslow  he  had  supplemented  his 
early  studies  at  his  father's  house  by  going  through 
Hobbes,  Locke,  and  other  English  philosophers.  Late 
in  1811  Hazlitt  proposed  to  the  authorities  of  the  Rus- 
sell Institution  a  course  of  ten  lectures  on  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  Modern  Philosophy.  He  delivered  the  first 
lecture  in  January,  1812.  It  was  probably  the  desire 
to  be  on  the  ground  for  these  lectures,  as  well  as  the 
necessity  of  adding  to  his  income,  that  led  him  to  move 
to  London  in  that  year.  He  occupied  number  19  York 
Street,  Westminster,  a  house  that  Milton  had  lived  in 
for  six  years. 

Hazlitt  was  thirty-four  years  old,  and  had  as  yet 
done  little  or  none  of  his  original  and  characteristic 
work.  His  books  had  attracted  some  slight  attention, 
but  none  had  proved  profitable.  He  had  abandoned 
painting  as  a  profession  and  was  under  the  necessity 
of  making  a  living  by  his  pen.  He  therefore  turned  to 
journalism. 

His  first  engagement  was  as  parliamentary  reporter 
for  the  Morning  Chronicle.  He  knew  no  shorthand,  but 
he  had  a  sound  memory,  and  he  wrote  out  his  reports 
from  that  and  a  few  hastily  scribbled  notes.  The  ex- 
perience was  a  valuable  one.  To  his  firmly  rooted 
political  principles  it  added  knowledge  of  particular 
measures  and  party  leaders,  and  supplied  him  with 
matter  for  his  political  essays.  The  employment,  how- 
ever, was  distasteful,  and  as  early  as  1813  we  find  him 
doing  political  articles  and  theatrical  criticism  for  the 
same  paper.  Apparently  he  took  hold  rapidly.  His 
strong    political    convictions,    his    enthusiasm    for    the 
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French  Revolution  and  the  cause  of  liberty,  his  hatred 
of  kings,  especially  of  the  Bourbons,  his  worship  of 
Napoleon  as  the  destroyer  of  kings  and  the  chief  hope 
of  freedom,  his  opposition  to  the  Government  for  join- 
ing in  the  war  against  France — "the  war  for  the  Bour- 
bons/ '  as  Cobbett  called  it — these  things,  hot  within 
him  like  deep  internal  fires,  led  him  to  write  with  a 
vigor  and  passion  that  attracted  the  attention  of  editors 
and  public,  and  won  the  enmity  of  ministers  and  of 
the  Government  tools  on  the  Quarterly  Review.  As  a 
dramatic  critic  Hazlitt's  fame  began  with  the  first  Lon- 
don appearance  of  Edmund  Kean.  His  notices  of 
Kean's  performances  of  Shylock,  Hamlet,  Othello,  Mac- 
beth, and  the  rest, — brilliant,  discriminating,  and  highly 
favorable, — established  the  critic's  reputation  no  less 
than  the  actor's. 

Hazlitt's  services  as  a  writer  were  thus  coming  into 
demand.  He  gained  fluency  and  found  his  style.  "I 
perceived  that  with  the  necessity  the  fluency  came/'  he 
wrote.  "Something  I  did,  took,  and  I  was  called  upon 
to  do  a  number  of  things  all  at  once.  I  was  in  the 
middle  of  the  stream,  and  must  sink  or  swim."  In 
1814  he  began  contributing  to  the  Champion,  the  Ex- 
aminer (Leigh  Hunt's  paper),  and  the  Edinburgh 
Review.  To  the  last  mentioned  periodical  he  was  a 
regular  contributor  from  then  to  the  time  of  his  death. 
In  the  Round  Table  column  of  the  Examiner  he  began 
those  familiar  essays  on  which  his  fame  so  largely 
rests.  By  1817  he  had  gained  a  reputation  as  a  ready 
and  brilliant  political  writer,  reviewer,  critic,  and  gen- 
eral essayist.  In  that  year  he  published  the  Round 
Table,  consisting  chiefly  of  his  literary  essays  in  the 
Examiner,  and  the  Characters  of  Shakespeare's  Plays, 
a  book  that  grew  out  of  his  theatrical  criticism  as  well 
as  his  long  and  close  familiarity  with  Shakespeare.     In 
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1818  he  gathered  up  his  dramatic  criticisms  under  the 
title  A  View  of  the  English  Stage.  The  Political  Es- 
says appeared  in  1819. 

Hazlitt's  literary  criticism  was  produced  for  the  most 
part  in  the  form  of  lectures  delivered  at  the  Surrey  In- 
stitution in  the  years  1818  and  1819.  There  were  three 
courses:  The  English  Poets,  The  English  Comic  Writ- 
ers, and  The  Dramatic  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Eliza- 
beth. His  audiences,  according  to  Talfourd,  were  of  a 
mixed  and  not  altogether  sympathetic  kind.  But  Haz- 
litt  went  on,  occasionally  shocking  their  prejudices,  or 
startling  them  with  a  paradox.  On  one  occasion  he  was 
enumerating  the  things  that  endeared  Dr.  Johnson  to 
him,  and  mentioned  "his  carrying  the  poor  victim  of 
disease  and  dissipation  on  his  back  through  Fleet 
Street. "  At  this,  says  Talfourd,  "a  titter  arose  from 
some,  who  were  struck  by  the  picture  as  ludicrous,  and 
a  murmur  from  others,  who  deemed  the  allusion  unfit 
for  ears  polite.  He  paused  for  an  instant,  and  then 
added  in  his  sturdiest  and  most  impressive  manner,  'an 
act  which  realizes  the  parable  of  the  Good  Samaritan/ 
at  which  his  moral  and  delicate  hearers  shrunk  rebuked 
into  deep  silence. "  The  incident  shows  how  great  was 
the  need  at  the  time  of  just  such  a  liberalizing  in- 
fluence as  Hazlitt's  lectures  provided.  But  there  was 
also  present  a  leaven  of  choicer  spirits  who  fully  ap- 
preciated Hazlitt's  talent  and  the  services  he  was  ren- 
dering to  English  literature  by  reviving  an  interest  in 
the  older  writers  and  approaching  them  in  a  spirit  of 
imaginative  sympathy  and  insight.  Talfourd,  P.  G. 
Patmore,  and  Crabb  Robinson  were  there,  and  possibly 
the  Montagus  and  the  Procters.  Keats  attended  the 
first  course  regularly. 

Hazlitt  continued  to  write  many  familiar  essays.  In 
1821-1822   appeared   the   two   volumes   of   Table    Talk, 
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containing  some  of  his  most  characteristic  and  mature 
work  in  that  kind,  and  indeed  some  of  the  finest  essays 
in  the  English  language.  It  is  perhaps  the  best  of  his 
books,  and  yet  it  was  written  in  a  period  of  great  agita- 
tion and  strain.  "The  Jackals  of  the  North,"  the  writ- 
ers in  Blackwood's  and  the  Quarterly — especially  Gif- 
ford — were  making  his  life  miserable.  His  marriage 
had  proved  unhappy,  and  since  1819  he  and  his  wife 
had  lived  apart.  There  had  been  little  love  between 
them  at  any  time,  it  seems,  and  when  in  1820  Hazlitt 
saw  and  became  infatuated  with  Sarah  Walker,  the 
daughter  of  a  London  lodging-house  keeper,  Mrs.  Haz- 
litt in  a  quite  business-like  fashion  agreed  to  accompany 
him  to  Scotland,  procure  a  divorce  and  enable  him  to 
marry  his  newly  found  goddess.  The  program  was  car- 
ried out  without  a  hitch,  save  in  the  last  article;  Miss 
Walker  refused  to  have  him.  It  was  a  strange  but  not 
inexplicable  passion,  but  that  Hazlitt's  infatuation  was 
genuine,  though  temporary,  there  can  be  no  doubt.  The 
upshot  of  it  was  that  Hazlitt  worked  off  the  perilous 
stuff  which  weighed  upon  his  heart  by  writing,  in  the 
manner  of  Rousseau,  the  Liber  Arnoris  (1823).  It  is  a 
book  that  many  have  regretted,  but  it  is  not  without  its 
poetry,  and  it  is  as  much  Hazlitt  as  is  The  Fight  or 
The  Pleasure  of  Hating,  or  the  noble  discourse  On  the 
Fear  of  Death. 

In  1824  appeared  the  Sketches  of  the  Principal  Pic- 
ture Galleries  in  England,  and  in  the  following  year, 
The  Spirit  of  the  Age,  a  series  of  masterly  criticisms  of 
twenty-four  of  the  leading  men  of  the  time.  Two  vol- 
umes of  essays  (largely  reprinted  from  the  New 
Monthly  and  the  London  magazines)  appeared  in  1826 
as  The  Plain  Speaker,  a  worthy  companion  to  Table 
Talk.  Hazlitt  in  these  years  was  putting  through  a 
prodigious  amount  of  work.     His  health  was  not  good, 
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but  he  still  had  to  earn  a  living,  and  his  courage  never 
flagged.  In  1826  he  began  what  was  to  be  his  monu- 
mental work,  a  Life  of  Napoleon,  and  he  pushed  on 
with  such  effect — meanwhile  doing  essays  and  articles 
to  keep  the  pot  boiling — that  by  1830  he  had  finished 
four  bulky  volumes.  Hazlitt  did  not  pretend  to  be  a 
historian.  He  wrote  frankly  as  a  partisan,  not  as  the 
dispassionate  scholar.  He  held  a  brief  for  Napoleon, 
and  against  the  whole  weight  of  national  sentiment 
sought  to  vindicate  his  unswerving  faith  in  that  leader. 
Hazlitt's  last  book  was  the  Boszcell  Redivivus,  or  Con- 
versations of  James  Northcote  (1830),  a  work  contain- 
ing perhaps  rather  more  that  is  Hazlitt's  than  North- 
cote^. The  reminiscences  of  the  old  painter  take  us 
back  to  Johnson  and  Reynolds,  and  its  lively  gossip 
and  good  talk  are  sufficient  warrant  for  its  first  title. 
Thus  Hazlitt  worked  to  the  last,  and  never  harder, 
it  seems,  than  just  before  the  end.  He  died  September 
18,  1830,  and  Charles  Lamb,  his  old  friend,  was  at  his 
bedside. 

It  was  Carlyle's  opinion  that  "the  biographies  of 
men  of  letters  are  the  wretchedest  chapters  in  our  his- 
tory, except  perhaps  the  Newgate  Calendar,"  and  Burns 
expressed  much  the  same  thought  when  he  said,  "There 
are  not  among  the  martyrologies  so  rueful  a  narrative 
as  the  lives  of  the  poets."  Hazlitt  was  not  a  poet,  but 
his  life  is  usually  considered  to  have  been  one  of  the  un- 
happiest.  Certainly  it  was  not  of  the  happiest.  He 
was  a  man  alone,  who  found  acquaintance  and  friend- 
ship, but  not  love.  His  temper  was  difficult,  and  when 
Lamb  greeted  the  birth  of  Hazlitt's  son  with  the  hope 
that  he  might  have  "a  better  temper  and  a  smoother 
head  of  hair"  than  his  father,  he  was  both  jocular  and 
serious.     Hazlitt's  nature  was  not  free  from  suspicion, 
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and  at  times  he  saw  slights  where  there  were  none. 
His  friendships  were  unstable  affairs.  He  once  wrote, 
"Most  of  the  friends  I  have  seen  have  turned  out  the 
bitterest  enemies,  or  cold  uncomfortable  acquaintance. " 
If  that  was  true,  the  fault  was  no  doubt  chiefly  his, 
although  of  course  he  could  not  see  it.  He  asks  Hunt 
to  "write  a  character'*  of  him — "I  want  to  know  why 
everybody  has  such  a  dislike  to  me" — and  we  feel  that 
at  times  his  position  was  pathetic.  Moreover,  he  was 
embittered  by  political  affairs  and  by  the  brutal  and 
quite  undeserved  abuse  heaped  upon  him  by  party 
organs.  In  his  youth  he  had  stood  with  Wordsworth, 
Coleridge,  and  Southey,  and  hailed  the  French  Revolu- 
tion as  man's  great  hope,  but  whereas  through  all  the 
subsequent  events  he  held  to  his  revolutionary  principles 
and  boldly  proclaimed  them,  he  saw  Southey,  Coleridge, 
and  Wordsworth  turn  renegade.  "Patriots  in  1793  and 
royalists  in  1816,"  he  was  unable  to  credit  them  with 
sincerity,  and  he  hated  them  for  their  apostasy.  "If  I 
have  sacrificed  my  friends,"  he  wrote  later,  "it  has  al- 
ways been  to  a  theory."  In  a  word,  Hazlitt  took  his 
stand  on  consistency  and  set  principle  above  friend- 
ship. He  never  achieved  Lamb's  wisdom.  Detachment 
and  indifference  were  not  in  the  parcel  of  his  Dissenter 
heritage.  He  could  not  stand  by  and  be  amused,  and 
Leigh  Hunt  was  right  in  judging  him  to  be  "a  disinter- 
ested and  suffering  man,  who  feels  public  calamities 
as  other  men  do  private  ones."  He  had  a  passion  for 
truth  and  for  proclaiming  it  (as  he  saw  it)  regardless 
of  results.  When,  in  the  Conversations  of  Northcote, 
he  makes  Northcote  ask,  "Why  do  you  so  constantly  let 
your  temper  get  the  better  of  your  reason?"  he  answers, 
"Because  I  hate  a  hypocrite,  a  time-server,  and  a 
slave."  And  for  all  tyranny,  humbug,  and  hypocrisy 
he  had  a  scent  as  keen  as  Thackeray's.     Such  talents 
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do  not  make  for  happiness.  To  be  quite  happy,  as 
things  go,  a  man,  if  not  made  of  leather,  must  be  rather 
more  than  blind  of  one  eye  and  deaf  in  one  ear.  Haz- 
litt  was  neither,  and  he  suffered  further  from  that 
scourge  of  the  genus  irritabile,  bad  digestion.  These 
things  sufficiently  account  for  his  fits  of  "cursed  ill 
humour,,  and  occasional  "outrageousness  of  stomach. " 

But  Hazlitt  himself  said — indeed  they  were  his  dy- 
ing words — "I've  had  a  happy  life,''  and  on  this  point 
he  is,  conceivably,  the  best  judge.  Rather  too  much,  I 
suspect,  has  been  made  of  his  bitterness  and  misery.1 
All  the  world  remembers  his  "dark  looks"  but  has  quite 
forgotten  those  "shouts  of  laughter"  that  Patmore  men- 
tions— "in  the  thorough  heartiness  of  which  no  one  sur- 
passed him."  In  friends  Hazlitt  was  by  no  means  so 
poor  as  some  of  his  statements  and  many  accounts  of 
him  might  lead  one  to  suppose.  He  lacked  Lamb's 
genius  for  friendship,  it  is  true,  but  the  list  of  those 
whom  at  one  time  or  another  he  could  call  friends  is  a 
noble  one.  It  includes,  among  others,  Coleridge,  God- 
win, and  the  Lambs,  Holcroft,  Northcote,  and  Fawcett, 
the  Hunts,  the  Montagus,  the  Procters,  and  the  Rey- 
nells,  Patmore,  Talfourd,  and  Knowles.  From  some  of 
these  we  learn  of  the  finer  qualities  of  Hazlitt's  nature. 
Patmore  speaks  of  his  most  open,  beautifully  simple 
and  natural  cast  of  character,  and  compares  him  with 
Lamb  in  his  habitual  delicacy  in  considering  the  feel- 
ings of  others.  Cowden  Clarke  writes  of  the  "depth 
of  gentleness"  "under  that  straight-forward,  hard- 
hitting, direct-telling  manner  of  his  .  .  .  Manly  friend- 
ship, womanly  sympathy,  touched  him  to  the  core ;  and 
any  token   of  either   would  bring  a   sudden   expression 

1  The  present  introduction  was  written  before  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  P.  P.  Howe's  admirable  Life  of  William  Hazlitt  (London,  1922), 
which  largely  corrects  the  old  one-sided  view. 
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into  his  eyes  very  beautiful  as  well  as  very  heart-stir- 
ring to  look  upon."  Sheridan  Knowles  recalls  Haz- 
litt's  kindly  and  painstaking  criticism  of  his  early  at- 
tempts at  play-writing,  and  speaks  of  the  "most  stead- 
fast friendship  and  single-hearted  disinterestedness" 
that  Hazlitt  had  displayed  toward  him.  But  Lamb's 
eulogy,  in  the  famous  letter  to  Southey,  is  most  memo- 
rable: "I  should  belie  my  own  conscience,  if  I  said  less 
than  that  I  think  William  Hazlitt  to  be,  in  his  natural 
and  healthy  state,  one  of  the  finest  and  wisest  spirits 
breathing." 

That  Hazlitt's  youth  was  happy  there  can  be  no 
doubt.  He  reverts  to  it  again  and  again  in  fondest 
memories.  And  there  are  quite  as  many  passages  that 
testify  to  joys  in  maturer  years  after  he  had  begun  his 
work  in  London.  There  was  his  delight  in  pictures,  in 
the  theater  and  the  world  of  books.  His  was  a  rare 
power  of  enjoyment,  a  tremendous  zest.  If  we  accept 
the  evidence  of  his  writings — and  accept  it  we  must — 
Hazlitt's  life  was  one  long  and  continuous  "palating," 
a  career  of  tasting  and  relishing.  His  list  of  "brave 
sublunary  things"  that  beget  in  all  vigorous  minds  that 
goodly  pagan  hatred  of  death1  is  worthy  to  set  beside 
Elia's  in  New  Year's  Eve. 

Then,  too,  his  delight  in  good  talk,  and  in  the  society 
begotten  of  it.  Hazlitt  was  one  of  the  great  masters 
in  the  art  of  conversation,  and  he  knew  and  tasted  to 
the  full  the  joy  that  comes  "when  a  set  of  adepts,  of 
illuminati,  get  about  a  question  .  .  .  snarl  and  quarrel 
over  it  like  dogs  .  .  .  and  pick  it  to  the  bone."  He  could 
enter  into  the  give  and  take,  the  dust  and  noise  and 
smoke  of  conflict,  with  the  best  of  them,  and  hold  his 
own  with  Coleridge,  Hunt,  and  Lamb.  Brilliant,  pene- 
trating, profound,  his  range  was  enormous.  He  rode 
1  See  the  essay  On  the  Feeling  of  Immortality  in  Youth,  p.  375,  below. 
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the  high  horse  of  philosophy  with  Coleridge,  discussed 
the  old  masters  and  the  art  of  painting  with  Xorthcote, 
and  ranged  through  the  great  writers  with  Lamb  or 
Hunt.  We  catch  a  glimpse  of  him  at  Lamb's  parties. 
We  see  him  at  the  Southampton — "in  the  hours  that 
usher  in  the  morn,  when  a  select  few  are  left  in  twos 
and  threes  like  stars  before  the  break  of  day" — dis- 
cussing the  beauties  of  Charles  II's  court  and  the 
memoirs  of  Count  Grammont.  Again,  on  the  top  of 
the  coach  going  down  to  the  fight  in  the  dead  of  winter, 
we  find  him  talking  gaily  with  the  driver.  He  has  a 
"lively  discourse"  with  Tom  Turtle  the  trainer  and 
another  follower  of  the  ring;  and  at  the  Crown  in 
Newberry  he  sits  up  all  night  before  the  kitchen  fire 
delighted  with  the  tall  yeoman  who  talked  as  well  as 
Cobbett  wrote. 

Hazlitt  also  had  his  game — rackets.  And  he  played 
with  the  same  fierce  energy  and  enthusiasm  with  which 
he  copied  pictures  at  the  Louvre  or  hated  the  Bour- 
bons. Sometimes  he  played  all  day,  and  sometimes — 
the  true  test  of  the  enthusiast^lay  awake  the  whole 
night  serving  over  again  a  ball  he  had  missed.  His 
fondness  for  fives  was  almost  as  great,  and  his  account 
of  Jack  Cavanagh,  the  famous  fives-player,  ranks  high 
in  the  literature  of  sport.  As  a  pedestrian  he  could 
do  his  forty  or  fifty  miles  a  day  with  ease ;  and  with 
what  delight,  is  shown  in  the  essay  On  Going  a  Journey, 
praised  so  highly  by  that  other  apostle  of  the  open 
road,  Stevenson. 

Besides  these  things  there  was  the  joy  of  writing. 
That  he  took  joy  in  it  no  one  can  doubt.  Hazlitt  him- 
self says,  "I  have  not  much  pleasure  in  writing  these 
essays."  But  we  do  not  believe  it.  His  pen  belies  him. 
There  is  not  an  insipid  page  in  the  twelve  volumes  of 
his  works,  and  many  an  essay  glows  from  beginning  to 
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end  with  the  quick  pulse  of  his  zest.  He  generalized 
from  his  own  experience,  no  doubt,  when  he  wrote,  "If 
the  reader  .  .  .  relishes  an  author's  'fancies  and  good 
nights/  the  last  may  be  supposed  to  have  relished  them 
no  less.  If  he  laughed  at  a  joke,  the  inventor  chuckled 
over  it  to  the  full  as  much.  If  he  is  delighted  with  a 
phrase,  he  may  be  sure  the  writer  jumped  at  it;  if  he  is 
pleased  to  cull  a  straggling  flower  from  the  page,  he 
may  believe  that  it  was  plucked  with  no  less  fondness 
from  the  face  of  nature. "  Hazlitt  suffered  much  at 
the  hands  of  Gifford,  but  I  suspect  that  the  savage  joy 
with  which  he  wrote  that  splendid  piece  of  invective, 
the  Letter  to  William  Gilford,  Esq.,  was  in  itself  almost 
complete  amends. 

If  these  or  other  resources  failed  to  smooth  the  ruf- 
fled temper  and  allay  the  heat  of  political  and  literary 
warfare  in  the  metropolis,  there  was  always  Winterslow 
Hut  and  the  magic  and  quiet  of  the  country.  At  the 
little  public-house  standing  alone  on  the  London  road 
a  few  miles  from  Salisbury,  Hazlitt  was  immune  from 
all  attacks  of  enemies. and,  what  is  more,  from  all  pri- 
vate and  internal  devils.  There  in  the  wainscoted 
parlor,  looking  out  at  boys  tending  a  flock  of  sheep  and 
old  women  weeding  the  corn,  or  over  the  wide  bare 
heath  to  "the  woods  that  wave  over  the  top  of  Winter- 
slow/'  he  wrote  some  of  his  most  delightful  essays,  and 
perhaps  came  nearest  to  finding  serenity.  There  his 
style  "flowed  like  a  river."  Thoughts  and  images  came 
of  themselves,  and  the  silent  groves  were  "vocal  with  a 
thousand  recollections/' 

Of  Hazlitt's  appearance  and  way  of  life  we  have  a 
good  many  details  both  from  his  writings  and  the  recol- 
lections of  friends.  His  spare  yet  symmetrical  form 
was  set  off  by  a  fine  head  and  face.  The  magnificent 
forehead   was    crowned   by   unruly   dark   hair,   in   later 
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years  sprinkled  with  gray.  The  somewhat  sharp 
features  and  piercing  eyes  told  of  depth  and  power  of 
intellect  and  highly  cultivated  taste.  Something  about 
the  nostrils  suggested  "those  of  a  fiery  and  unruly 
horse. "  The  mouth  resembled  Kean's  in  its  varied 
power  of  expression.  These  are  Patmore's  details. 
For  the  most  part,  Hazlitt  was  quite  indifferent  to 
clothes.  He  describes  himself  as  "a  loose  dresser/' 
and  says,  "I  commonly  wear  a  large  slouching  hat  over 
my  eyebrows  ...  'a  melancholy  hat/  ' '  Once  he  seems  to 
have  incurred  the  displeasure  of  Perry,  the  editor  of 
the  Morning  Chronicle,  by  failing,  among  other  things, 
"to  get  a  new  velvet  collar  to  an  old-fashioned  great- 
coat." It  was  his  custom  to  lie  abed  till  one  or  two 
o'clock,  breakfast  on  tea  and  a  French  roll,  write  ten 
or  fifteen  pages  octavo  with  the  breakfast  things  still 
on  the  table,  and  at  four  or  five  go  to  dinner  at  the 
Southampton  or  Munday's.  There  he  would  sit  and 
talk  till  dawn.  "Scores  of  times,"  says  Patmore,  "have 
I  seen  the  daylight  peep  through  the  crevices  of  the 
window-shutters  upon  'Table-Talk'  that  was  worthy 
an  intellectual  feast  of  the  gods."  Sometimes  after  din- 
ner he  would  return  home  for  tea,  sit  over  it  two  or 
three  hours,  and  then  go  to  the  play.  Hazlitt's  tea 
was  everlasting,  and  he  consumed  it  in  huge  quantities, 
using  four  ounces  a  day.  With  tea  and  an  opportunity 
for  conversation  such  as  he  loved  he  was  happy.  His 
needs  were  simple  and  he  believed  in  the  life  unencum- 
bered. The  only  pieces  of  property  that  Patmore  knew 
him  to  possess  during  the  years  of  their  acquaintance 
were  two  of  his  own  copies  of  Titian.  At  this  time  he  did 
not  even  own  books,  and  we  find  him  going  into  a  shop 
in  Paternoster  Row  "to  see  for  some  lines  in  Mr. 
Wordsworth's  Excursion  to  interlard  some  prose  with." 
As  Montaigne  wrote  maxims  on  the  rafters  of  his  study, 
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Hazlitt  scribbled  topics  for  essays  on  the  mantelpiece 
of  his  York  street  house,  and  troubled  the  soul  of  land- 
ladies by  writing  memoranda  on  the  walls  of  his  rooms. 

II. 

Hazlitt's  genius,  we  have  noted,  was  essentially 
critical.  He  possessed  in  preeminent  degree  the  faculty 
of  perceiving  the  qualities  and  characteristics  of  things 
— whether  it  was  the  tone  and  texture  of  the  flesh  in 
Titian's  pictures,  the  workings  of  the  mind  of  Hamlet, 
Mrs.  Siddons'  way  of  rubbing  her  hands  in  the  night 
scene  in  Macbeth,  or  the  art  with  which  Bill  Neat  made 
"red  ruin"  of  the  face  of  Mr.  Thomas  Hickman.  Haz- 
litt's power  of  analyzing  the  phenomena  of  life  and  all 
the  complex  and  subtle  impressions  they  make  upon  the 
mind,  of  noting  the  shades  of  difference  in  the  elements 
of  which  they  are  composed,  is  at  once  the  chief  faculty 
of  his  intellect  and  that  in  which  he  excels  all  other 
writers  in  English.  It  is  by  that  principally  that  he  be- 
came, as  Mr.  Saintsbury  considers,  "the  greatest  of 
English  critics,"  and  also  one  of  the  greatest  of  essay- 
ists. 

It  is  written  of  him  that  when  attending  a  play,  even 
in  the  capacity  of  professional  critic,  he  invariably  sat 
in  the  back  corner  of  a  box,  paid,  or  seemed  to  pay,  but 
little  attention  to  the  stage,  and  largely  based  his  criti- 
cisms on  "a  few  hasty  glances  and  a  few  half-heard 
phrases."  The  story  illustrates  Hazlitt's  method.  He 
proceeded  by  a  kind  of  intuition.  He  possessed  taste- — 
a  highly  sensitive  intellectual  and  aesthetic  palate,  on 
which  all  things  made  an  instantaneous  and  charac- 
teristic impression.  With  him,  to  see  was  to  discrim- 
inate, and  in  a  glance  he  possessed  the  whole  and  its 
parts.     Therefore,  it  is  idle  to  hold  it  against  him  that 
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after  he  was  thirty  he  never  read  a  book  through. 
Genius  doesn't  have  to.  Moreover,  he  had  read  many 
a  book  through  in  youth,  poring  over  them  with  the 
fondness  of  a  lover. 

Such  a  critical  method  is  liable  to  produce  false  judg- 
ments. But  so  is  every  other  method.  There  is  no 
formula  for  infallibility.  It  is  often  said  that  Hazlitt 
must  be  read  with  caution.  But  what  writer  dare  one 
read  without  caution?  If  Hazlitt  was  wrong  about 
Shelley,  so  was  the  elaborately  careful  and  methodical 
Arnold.  Hazlitt's  criticism  does  not  ignore  the  broad 
canons  of  art.  It  is  well  grounded,  and  he  has  left  ad- 
mirable essays  on  such  subjects  as  the  Imitation  of 
Nature,  the  Ideal,  and  Taste.  It  is  simply  that  his 
criticism  is  more  concerned  with  specific  works  and 
writers  than  with  general  laws.  In  one  of  his  lectures 
he  described  his  purpose  as  being  "to  read  over  a  set 
of  authors  with  the  audience,  as  I  would  do  with  a 
friend,  to  point  out  a  favourite  passage,  to  explain  an 
objection.  ...  I  do  not  come  to  the  book  with  a  pair 
of  compasses  or  a  ruler  in  my  pocket,  to  see  whether  a 
poem  is  round  or  square. "  In  a  word,  we  have  in  Haz- 
litt the  criticism  that  in  Andrew  Lang's  opinion  is  the 
only  criticism  worth  writing  or  reading — "that  which 
narrates  the  adventures  of  an  ingenious  and  educated 
mind  in  contact  with  masterpieces. "  There  is  no  Eng- 
lish critic  whose  range  of  appreciation  is  greater,  and 
none  jwho  has  left  a  larger  number  of  literary  judg- 
ments that  have  endured.  From  Chaucer,  through  Spen- 
ser, Shakespeare,  and  Milton  to  Dryden,  Pope,  and 
his  own  contemporaries  Wordsworth  and  Coleridge,  he 
shows  a  taste  unnarrowed  by  the  limitations  of  any 
school.  His  enthusiasm  for  Chaucer,  shown  in  many 
places  besides  his  lecture  on  Chaucer,  makes  Matthew 
Arnold's    estimate    seem    doubly    cold.      While    Words- 
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worth,  Coleridge,  and  Souther  could  find  no  excellence 
in  Dryden  or  Pope  (Hazlitt  says  it  was  mortifying  to 
hear  Wordsworth  speak  of  Pope  and  Dryden),  he  recog- 
nized their  greatness  as  well  as  Spenser's  and  Milton's. 
He  covered  the  English  drama  from  Elizabethan  times, 
through  the  Restoration  comedy,  to  the  plays  of  the 
eighteenth  century  and  his  own  day;  and  many  of  the 
leading  novelists  from  Richardson  and  Fielding  to 
Scott.  While  Coleridge  liked  Richardson  but  not  Field- 
ing, Hazlitt  liked  both,  and  had  years  of  difficulty,  he 
says,  "in  persuading  Lamb  that  Fielding  was  better 
than   Smollett." 

An  example  of  Hazlitt's  critical  breadth  is  seen  in 
his  study  of  the  Restoration  comedy.1  His  is  the  only 
criticism  of  these  plays  that  I  know  of  that  is  not 
spoiled  by  what  Lamb  might  call  "the  sophisticating 
medium  of  moral  uses."  Macaulay  and  even  Taine 
are  overcome  by  an  offended  moral  sense.  Lamb's 
essay,  though  ingenious,  is  but  an  apology,  an  attempt 
to  beat  the  devil  round  the  bush,  and  to  show  that  these 
comedies  cannot  be  immoral  for  they  are  altogether 
without  morals.  Hazlitt  makes  no  apology.  He  ap- 
proaches his  subject  not  as  a  preacher  who  has  in  his 
care  the  welfare  of  the  English-reading  public  at  large, 
but  as  the  dramatic  and  literary  critic.  He  is  con- 
cerned with  these  plays  as  manifestations  of  the  genius 
of  comedy,  as  studies  of  manners.  He  dwells  upon 
their  plots,  characters,  dialogue,  and  wit  with  the 
finest  gusto  and  discrimination,  and  concludes  the  lec- 
ture with  a  vigorous  thrust  at  Jeremy  Collier,  who,  he 
considers,  by  pretending  to  reform  the  stage,  "that  is, 
by  making  it  an  echo  of  the  pulpit,  instead  of  a  reflec- 
tion  of    the    manners    of    the    world,"    largely    brought 

1See    the    lecture    "On    Wycherley,    Congreve,    Vanbrugh,    and 
Farquhar"  in  The  English  Comic  Writers. 
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about  the  decline  of  English  comedy  and  was  re- 
sponsible for  "those  do-me-good,  lack-a-daisical,  whin- 
ing,  make-believe    comedies    in    the    next    age." 

It  will  be  seen  from  what  has  been  said  that  one  of 
Hazlitt's  critical  virtues  was  independence.  The  old 
charge  that  in  his  literary  opinions  he  was  little  more 
than  a  parasite  on  the  brains  of  Lamb  and  Coleridge 
is  as  ridiculous  as  it  is  outrageous.  Hazlitt's  debt  to 
these  friends  was  great,  and  he  acknowledged  it  often. 
But  their  debt  to  him,  I  am  convinced,  was  equally 
great.  His  opinions  are  quite  his  own,  and  he  avowed 
his  likes  and  dislikes  with  equal  frankness.  Against 
the  weight  of  authority  in  his  day,  he  preferred  Chau- 
cer to  Spenser,  Steele  to  Addison.  His  detachment 
appears  to  particular  advantage  in  his  treatment  of 
contemporaries.  He  allows  neither  the  claims  of  friend- 
ship nor  (in  literary  criticism)  his  political  hatreds  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  his  judgment.  His  account  of 
Southey  in  the  Spirit  of  the  Age  shows  how  the  critic 
could  master  the  politician  in  him.  He  hated  Scott 
the  man  (that  was  before  Lockhart's  Life),  but  he 
hailed  the  Waverley  novels,  and  wrote  appreciations 
of  them  that  to  this  day  remain  unexcelled.  On  the 
one  hand  he  could  say  that  "From  the  Lyrical  Ballads, 
it  does  not  appear  that  men  eat  or  drink,  marry  or  are 
given  in  marriage,"  and  on  the  other  (anticipating 
Arnold)  that  Wordsworth,  "if  he  had  written  only  half 
of  what  he  has  done,  would  have  deserved  to  be  im- 
mortal." Of  Coleridge,  where  shall  one  find  an  esti- 
mate more  brilliant,  more  eloquent  and  complete,  than 
that  scattered  here  and  there  in  the  essays  of  his  con- 
temporary ? 

But  after  all,  it  is  the  intensity  of  Hazlitt's  enjoy- 
ment of  books,  more  than  anything  else,  that  makes  his 
criticism  what  it  is.     No  critic  has  shown  a  greater  rel- 
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ish  for  books,  or  a  finer  zest  and  instinct  for  the  things 
that  make  great  books  great.  He  is  not  much  con- 
cerned with  laying  down  laws,  nor  even  with  arriving 
at  judgments  that  shall  prove  to  be  immortal.  He  is 
far  too  busy  enjoying  himself.  At  least  so  it  seems. 
His  chief  aim,  apparently,  is  to  convey  his  impressions 
to  the  reader,  if  it  be  at  all  possible,  in  language  that 
shall  leave  them  undimmed  and  still  trailing  clouds  of 
glory.  He  is  enamored  of  Burke's  style,  irritated  by 
Sidney's  Arcadia,  delighted  with  old  Signor  Orlando 
Friscobaldo,  enchanted  with  Millamant,  and  forthwith 
he  opens  his  store  of  words  and  employs  his  brilliant, 
far-reaching  powers  of  expression  to  paint  them  as  he 
sees  them,  to  try  these  old  wines  on  his  palate.  Thus, 
his  criticism,  like  Lamb's,  has  a  strong  personal  ele- 
ment. And  this,  in  spite  of  Arnold's  dictum  against 
the  personal  standard,  is  one  of  its  virtues  and  does 
much  to  explain  its  vitality.  His  delight  in  books  is 
contagious,  and  his  criticism  has  the  power  of  making 
the  reader  turn  to  the  work  itself.  Moreover,  his  inter- 
est in  literature  centers  always  in  its  most  human 
aspects,  in  the  stuff  of  life  of  which  it  is  made.  In 
Shakespeare  what  engages  him  most  is  the  characters. 
Likewise,  whether  he  is  studying  Congreve  or  Fielding, 
Milton  or  Wordsworth,  it  is  the  portrayal  and  illustra- 
tion of  character  and  the  varied  traits  of  the  human 
mind  that  he  dwells  upon.  With  matters  of  technique 
he  has  little  concern,  but  he  spends  his  fine  enthusiasm 
most  prodigally  upon  those  things  that  "come  home  to 
men's   business   and  bosoms." 

Hazlitt's  sense  for  poetic  values  is  of  the  keenest, 
and  his  appreciation  of  fine  passages  is  often  most 
eloquent,  but  on  the  whole  the  passion  for  truth  is 
stronger  in  him  than  the  passion  for  beauty.  His  in- 
stinct for  truth  enables  him  again  and  again  to  pene- 
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trate  to  the  very  heart  of  the  matter,  to  summarize  a 
man  or  an  epoch  in  a  sentence,  a  book  or  character  in 
a  phrase.  His  pages  are  full  of  brilliant  generaliza- 
tions that  show  the  profound  insight,  the  sure  touch. 
Of  Iago  he  says,  "his  mind  digests  only  poisons" ;  of 
Coleridge,  "he  threw  a  great  stone  into  the  standing 
pool  of  contemporary  thought" ;  and  of  Montaigne,  "he 
may  be  said  to  have  been  the  first  who  had  the  cour- 
age to  say  as  an  author  what  he  felt  as  a  man."  Of 
Shakespeare's  complete  knowledge  of  his  characters 
and  of  their  reaction  to  dramatic  circumstance,  he  re- 
marks, "All  the  persons  concerned  must  have  been  pres- 
ent in  the  poet's  imagination,  as  at  a  kind  of  rehearsal"; 
and  of  the  Compleat  Angler,  "In  the  description  of  a 
fishing-tackle,  you  perceive  the  piety  and  humanity  of 
the  author's  mind."  In  addition  to  this  suggestive 
condensation  there  is  much  intellectual  gaiety  and  high 
animal  spirits.  Hazlitt's  wit,  fancy,  and  humor  sport 
and  play  about  the  subject,  and  range  through  time 
and  space,  plucking  a  metaphor  from  the  stars  or  a 
simile  from  the  nursery.  He  possessed  also  a  genius 
for  phrase-making,  and  to  this  many  a  subsequent  critic 
has  paid  silent  tribute.  Long  before  Arnold,  he  dis- 
covered and  named  Wordsworth's  "healing  power" ;  and 
before  Lowell,  spoke  of  the  "rocking-horse"  metre  of 
Dryden   and    Pope. 

Hazlitt's  criticism  of  painting  and  of  the  stage  is 
characterized  by  the  same  fervid  imagination,  the  same 
brilliancy  and  eloquence  and  discriminating  judgment. 
Here,  too,  he  is  the  lover  who  is  not  blind.  As  an  art 
critic  Hazlitt  was  both  painter  and  writer,  and  thus 
gives  us  a  rare  combination  of  the  powers  of  vision  and 
expression.  No  one  has  shown  greater  love  for  the 
masters  or  discovered  their  excellences  to  the  reader 
with  greater  charm.     He  was  one  of  the  first  to  popu- 
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larize  the  study  and  appreciation  of  art.  In  this  respecl 
he  anticipated  Ruskin,  but  there  was  in  him  nothing 
of  the  doctrinaire.  He  is  concerned  only  with  giv 
ing  his  own  intense  perceptions  of  the  beauty  and  powei 
of  the  masterpieces  that  he  loved,  and  he  attracts  th( 
reader  to  his  subject  not  by  seeking  to  impose  hi; 
ideas  upon  him,  but  by  communicating  joy. 

Hazlitt's  theatrical  criticism  stands  easily  alone 
Among  men  who  have  written,  I  suppose  there  ha! 
never  been  a  keener  zest  for  the  theatre  than  his— 
not  even  Lamb's.  His  argument  is  a  mighty  one,  th< 
old  actors  in  the  old  plays — Kean  and  Mrs.  Siddons 
Macready,  the  Kembles,  Miss  O'Neill,  and  the  rest,  ii 
Shakespeare,  Jonson,  Massinger,  Congreve  and  Far 
quhar,  Otway  and  Sheridan — and  Hazlitt  is  equal  t< 
his  argument.  His  feeling  for  the  minutiae  of  acting 
and  for  the  fine  shades  and  gradations  of  characte: 
and  feeling  is  extraordinary.  His  critical  faculty  em 
braces  at  once  the  actor's  physical  characteristics — de 
tails  of  figure,  voice,  gesture,  and  facial  expression— 
and  his  central  idea  or  conception  of  the  part,  whicl 
may  or  may  not  have  given  to  his  impersonation  th< 
requisite  truth  and  consistency.  Hazlitt  was  equippec 
both  to  compare  the  interpretation  with  the  origina 
and  to  judge  of  it  as  a  bit  of  nature  or  a  comment  01 
life,  for  he  sat  at  the  play  as  a  student  and  critic  o 
dramatic  literature  and  as  a  metaphysician  and  write 
of  essays  who  pried  into  and  examined  the  springs  o 
character.  His  View  of  the  English  Stage,  thoug] 
merely  a  collection  of  theatrical  notices  contributed  t< 
periodicals  of  the  day,  is  still  readable  after  a  hundrec 
years.  Its  grasp  upon  fundamentals,  its  fine  thought; 
on  plays  and  players  and  their  relation  to  literature 
and  life,  make  it  an  admirable  introduction  to  dramath 
criticism.      It   presents    a    vivid   picture   of   a    brillian 
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epoch  in  the  history  of  the  English  stage,  and  has  re- 
vived for  us  something  of  the  glory  of  the  old  actors, 
prolonged  their  too  brief  reputation,  and  given  them  a 
share  of  immortality. 

But  Hazlitt's  fame  rests  chiefly  upon  his  more  inti- 
mate essays,  those  familiar  discourses  on  men,  manners, 
and  things  in  which  the  writer  weighs  the  values  of 
life,  talks  of  his  likes  and  dislikes,  and  discloses  his 
personality  to  the  reader  in  a  frank  and  quite  engaging 
way.  The  list  of  English  writers  in  this  kind  is  a  long 
and  distinguished  one,  but  none  has  so  great  a  range 
as  Hazlitt,  and  none  excels  him  in  vigor  of  personality 
or  in  the  fidelity  of  his  revelation  of  self.  The  volumes 
of  Table-Talk  and  The  Plain  Speaker  alone  are  suffi- 
cient to  rank  Hazlitt  as  one  of  the  greatest  essayists  of 
all  time.  We  have  only  to  read  the  table  of  contents 
to  see  how  strong  was  his  penchant  for  this  kind  of 
writing.  The  bare  titles  suggest  how  truly  his  genius 
was  fitted  for  it.  The  reader  is  delighted,  expands  with 
anticipated  pleasure,  and  says  here  will  be  rare  and 
ingenious  discourse  and  much  tasting  of  life. 

The  mood  of  the  true  essayist  is  that  of  the  spec- 
tator. Since  Montaigne  abandoned  the  life  of  camp 
and  court  to  read  the  old  writers  and  meditate  on 
human  affairs  on  his  paternal  estate  in  Gascony,  the 
familiar  writer  has  ever  been  the  disinterested  observer, 
holding  only  to  truth  and  the  riches  of  his  mind.  Haz- 
litt once  suggested  that  a  good  title  for  a  periodical 
would  be  The  Bystander,  with  the  motto,  "Bystanders 
see  most  of  the  game/'  And  in  his  essay  On  Living  to 
One's-Self,  he  describes  the  idea  of  the  man  who  "looks 
at  the  world  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat,  and  does 
not  want  to  mingle  in  the  fray/'  who  sees  in  the  uni- 
verse, "in  the  mighty  scene  of  things/'  enough  to  absorb 
his  interest.     Hazlitt  himself  largely  realized  this  ideal. 
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These  miscellaneous  essays  are  in  great  part  a  record 
of  the  adventures  of  a  wise  and  thoughtful  mind  whose 
pleasures  leave  no  room  for  bitterness,  who  finds  the 
world  so  brave  a  place  as  to  feel  no  passion  for  chang- 
ing it.  This  is  the  Hazlitt  of  the  Pleasure  of  Painting, 
On  Going  a  Journey,  The  Fight,  The  Indian  Jugglers, 
and  a  dozen  more;  the  Hazlitt  whose  delight  in  analyz- 
ing the  clerical  character  or  the  causes  of  Methodism 
made  hatred  or  contempt  impossible;  and  who  found  it 
better  to  go  to  hear  the  Rev.  Mr.  Irving  preach  than 
to  miss  so  precious  a  spectacle. 

But  the  philosopher  cannot  always  be  calm,  and 
Hazlitt  is  often  quick  "to  mingle  in  the  fray."  The 
very  essay  in  which  he  extols  the  habit  of  living  to 
one's  self,  he  concludes  with  a  magnificent  tirade 
against  the  "stupid,  dastardly,  pitiful,  selfish,  spite- 
ful, envious,  ungrateful,"  pigeon-livered  Public.  The 
serene  bystander  becomes  the  public  scold;  the  spirit 
of  enjoyment  gives  way  to  hate.  And  we  find  that  in 
Hazlitt,  as  so  often  happens,  the  passion  for  truth  is 
accompanied  by  the  passion  to  make  it  prevail.  At 
heart  he  is  a  reformer,  though  a  reformer  without  any 
great  expectations  that  things  will  mend;  he  is  no 
"perfectibility  man."  He  cannot  laugh  at  folly, 
knavery,  sophistry.  Such  things  nettle  him,  rouse  his 
"asperities,"  and  stir  within  him  the  fighting  blood 
of  generations  of  Dissent.  That  this  is  a  wicked  old 
world  he  knew  perfectly  and  could  show  in  a  most 
convincing  way,  but  he  could  not  quite  add,  "Thank 
God!"  Hence,  beside  the  passionate  enjoyment,  fine 
wisdom  or  exquisite  sentiment  of  some  of  his  most 
eloquent  passages,  we  have  in  these  essays  much 
satire  and  invective,  floods  of  bitterness  and  scorn, 
magnificent  hatreds  and  splendid  wrath.  This  also  is 
Hazlitt,    and    your   true    reader,    so    far    from    wishing 
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this  "unpleasantness"  away,  finds  in  it  evidence  of 
that  "vigour  of  intellect,  which  perceives  the  beauty  of 
truth."  Hazlitt  hated  not  always  wisely,  and  some- 
times is  merely  irritable  and  splenetic,  but  for  the  most 
part  his  unpleasantness  arises  out  of  his  fearless  and 
uncompromising  pursuit  of  truth,  his  following  the 
subject  wherever  it  may  lead,  and  writing  down  the 
thing  as  it  is.  He  says,  "It  has  been  my  business  all 
my  life  to  get  at  the  truth  as  well  as  I  could" ;  and 
again,  "I  could  no  more  live  without  daring  to  speak, 
to  look,  to  feel  what  I  thought,  than  I  could  hold  in 
my  breath  for  any  length  of  time."  Hazlitt  persisted 
in  speaking  out  the  truth  that  was  in  him  though  he 
knew  perfectly  that  the  world  wants  only  so  much 
of  the  truth  as  is  pleasant.  Hence  those  who  fear  life 
or  prefer  what  Bagehot  calls  "a  delicate  unreality"  to 
life  as  it  is,  in  its  beauty  and  ugliness,  find  this  side 
of  Hazlitt  intolerable.  They  cannot  forgive  his  strip- 
ping naked  our  common  human  nature,  for  example, 
when  he  says,  "If  mankind  had  wished  for  what  is 
right,  they  might  have  had  it  long  ago" ;  or  "It  is  as 
natural  to  hate  as  to  love,  to  despise  as  to  admire; 
to  express  our  hatred  or  contempt,  as  our  love  or 
admiration";  or  again,  "there  is  a  secret  affinity,  a 
hankering  after  evil  in  the  human  mind,  and  ...  it 
takes  a  perverse,  but  a  fortunate  delight  in  mischief, 
since  it  is  a  never-failing  source  of  satisfaction.  Pure 
good  soon  grows  insipid,  wants  variety  and  spirit." 
Hazlitt,  in  a  word,  is  not  one  who,  as  he  said  of  George 
Dyer,  "reads  the  world,  like  a  favourite  volume,  only 
to  find  beauties  in  it."  Like  Thackeray,  he  saw  too 
much  and  was  of  too  honest  a  mind  to  be  always 
"pleasant."  And  his  hatred  of  all  humbug  and  cant, 
of  all  intellectual  and  moral  trimming,  is  a  stimulating 
thing.  In  once  defending  his  essays  against  the  at- 
tacks of  reviewers,  he  remarked,  "if  there  is  haste  or 
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want  of  method,  there  is  no  commonplace,  nor  a  line 
that  licks  the  dust;  and  if  I  do  not  appear  to  more 
advantage,  I  at  least  appear  such  as  I  am."  It  is 
true  and  it  is  much.  It  is  also  much  to  be  able  to  say 
of  any  author,  but  especially  of  one  who  has  written 
upon  so  many  and  such  varied  subjects,  that  from 
beginning  to  end  there  is  in  him  no  touch  of  hypocrisy. 
Moreover,  it  is  of  the  very  essence  of  the  familiar 
essay  that  the  author  should  be  free  to  write  as  he 
thinks.  From  Montaigne  down,  the  greatest  essayists 
have  thought  as  they  pleased,  valued  truth  more  than 
convention,  and  risked  unpopularity  rather  than  be 
false  to  themselves  or  to  human  nature  as  they  find  it. 
Hazlitt's  "Pure  good  soon  grows  insipid"  is  but  an 
echo  of  Lamb's  "Give  me  man  as  he  is  not  to  be." 
When  Hazlitt  says,  "For  my  own  part  ...  I  like 
a  friend  the  better  for  having  faults  one  can  talk 
about,"  we  are  reminded  that  one  of  the  ingredients 
of  Lamb's  incomparable  conversation,  according  to 
Hazlitt,  was  its  "choice  venom."  Hazlitt  wrote  on  the 
Pleasure  of  Hating  and  Lamb  on  Imperfect  Sym- 
pathies. And  those  admirers  who,  like  Coleridge  and 
Thackeray,  bestowed  upon  Lamb  such  epithets  as 
"gentle-hearted,"  "Saint  Charles,"  or  "Thrice  Be- 
loved," paid  but  unacceptable  compliments.  Wrote 
Lamb  to  Coleridge,  "For  God's  sake  (I  never  was  more 
serious)  don't  make  me  ridiculous  any  more  by  term- 
ing me  gentle-hearted  in  print,  or  do  it  in  better 
verses  ...  I  can  scarce  think  but  you  meant  it  in 
joke.  I  hope  you  did,  for  I  should  be  ashamed  to  be- 
lieve that  you  could  think  to  gratify  me  by  such  praise, 
fit  only  to  be  a  cordial  to  some  green-sick  sonneteer." 
Both  Lamb  and  Hazlitt  were  far  too  vigorous  and 
original  thinkers  to  have  any  sympathy  with  the  self- 
deluding  cant,  cheap  sentiment,  or  rule-of-thumb  wis- 
dom of  commonplace  minds. 
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In  this  habit  of  independent  thought  Hazlitt  appeals 
to  the  intellect,  but  there  is  another  side  of  his  genius 
that  reaches  the  heart:  Hazlitt  the  lover  of  pictures, 
of  old  books,  of  Shakespeare  and  Milton;  Hazlitt 
dwelling  upon  the  memories  of  youth  and  the  love  of 
the  country;  the  poetic,  tender,  and  most  eloquent 
Hazlitt  in  such  essays  as  Why  Distant  Objects  Please. 
In  no  essayist  is  there  a  richer  sentiment,  or  finer  veins 
of  poetry.  How  touching  is  the  account  of  his  paint- 
ing his  father's  portrait !  With  what  veneration  he 
describes  his  father's  life,  and,  with  the  old  gentleman 
in  mind,  sketches  that  proud  character  of  the  Dissenting 
Minister !  There  are  passages  of  profound  feeling  in 
which  we  hear  "the  still  sad  music  of  humanity/'  and 
here  and  there  touches  of  sublimity  that  sound  of  life 
and  death,  of  time  and  immortality.  The  "old  pugna- 
cious habit''  is  forgotten,  and  we  find  the  essayist  in 
chastened  mood,  "a  pure  spirit"  such  as  he  describes, 
interested  "in  the  affairs  of  men,  calm,  contemplative, 
passive,  distant,  touched  with  pity  for  their  sorrows, 
smiling  at  their  follies  without  bitterness,  sharing  their 
affections,  but  not  troubled  by  their  passions." 

It  remains  to  say  a  word  of  Hazlitt's  style.  Steven- 
son was  of  opinion  that  "though  we  are  mighty  fine 
fellows  nowadays,  we  cannot  write  like  Hazlitt."  There 
have  been  few  who  could  at  any  time.  His  is  in- 
dubitably one  of  the  supreme  capacities  for  expression 
in  the  history  of  English  prose.  Whether  it  be  in  the 
racy,  nervous  energy  of  a  letter  to  Leigh  Hunt,  the 
colloquial  vigor  of  The  Fight,  or  the  impassioned  elo- 
quence of  pages  that  take  us  back  to  Jeremy  Taylor, 
his  mastery  is  complete;  and  of  all  the  essayists  he  is 
perhaps  the  one  to  read  to  gain  an  adequate  conception 
of  the  riches  and  resources  of  the  English  language. 
In  the  evolution  of  prose  style  toward  greater  colloquial- 
ism, Hazlitt's   has   approached   nearest   to  the   natural- 
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ness  of  cultivated  talk.  "No  style/'  he  says,  "is  worth 
a  farthing  that  is  not  calculated  to  be  read  out,  or  that 
is  not  allied  to  spirited  conversation. "  His  own  bends 
to  the  subject,  is  supple  and  responsive  to  the  mood, 
but  it  always  has  in  it  the  vitality  of  the  spoken  word. 
It  is  the  perfection  of  the  familiar  style,  and  appears  to 
be  a  copy  of  his  own  varied  and  brilliant  conversation. 
Hazlitt  seems  never  to  be  at  a  loss.  No  distinctions 
are  too  fine  to  baffle  his  powers  of  expression.  Objection 
has  been  made  to  his  frequent  quotations.  But  these 
spoils  of  his  reading  were  really  part  of  his  vocabulary 
and  lived  in  his  memory  like  ordinary  words.  Their 
occasional  inaccuracy  proves  as  much.  They  spring 
not  from  poverty  but  from  the  riches  of  a  full  mind. 
Hazlitt  had  no  need  of  borrowed  feathers.  Fine  things 
are  scattered  over  his  pages  in  profusion.  His  wit, 
glancing  at  the  subject  from  a  dozen  angles,  his  trick 
of  epigram  and  paradox,  his  unquestionable  force 
(often  equal  to  Carlyle's  own)  are  sufficient  in  them- 
selves. He  can  wield  the  bludgeon  with  Swift  or  Cob- 
bett,  or  luxuriate  in  sentiment  with  Rousseau  at  his  best. 
He  is  as  good  a  hand  at  a  humorous  character  sketch, 
done  with  a  few  swift  strokes,  as  Lamb  or  Carlyle. 
And  in  another  mood  his  eloquence,  in  long-sustained 
flight,  will  sweep  through  the  philosophers  and  theolo- 
gians, prose  writers,  poets,  and  painters,  to  portray  the 
multifarious  mind  of  Coleridge.  Or  with  sudden  trans- 
ition he  will  turn  from  angry  thoughts  of  politics  to 
describe  with  poetic  touch  the  green  fields  after  a 
shower,  the  rosy  cloud  that  "hangs  over  the  brow  of  the 
hill,"  the  lily  "dressed  in  its  lovely  green  and  white," 
and  a  shepherd-boy  "bringing  pieces  of  turf  with  daisies 
and  grass  for  his  young  mistress  to  make  a  bed  for  her 
sky  lark,  not  doomed  to  dip  its  wings  in  the  dappled 
dawn."  No  one  can  be  dull  while  reading  Hazlitt,  and 
no  one  need  go  from  him  with  love  of  beauty  unrequited. 

Percy  V.  D.  Shelly. 
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ESSAYS  BY  WILLIAM  HAZLITT 


MY  FIRST  ACQUAINTANCE  WITH  POETS 

My   father   was   a   Dissenting   Minister   at   W m   in 

Shropshire;  and  in  the  year  1798  (the  figures  that  com- 
pose that  date  are  to  me  like  the  "dreaded  name  of 
Demogorgon")  Mr.  Coleridge  came  to  Shrewsbury,  to 
succeed  Mr.  Rowe  in  the  spiritual  charge  of  a  Unitarian 
congregation  there.  He  did  not  come  till  late  on  the 
Saturday  afternoon  before  he  was  to  preach;  and  Mr. 
Rowe,  who  himself  went  down  to  the  coach  in  a  state 
of  anxiety  and  expectation,  to  look  for  the  arrival  of 
his  successor,  could  find  no  one  at  all  answering  the 
description  but  a  round-faced  man  in  a  short  black  coat 
(like  a  shooting  jacket)  which  hardly  seemed  to  have 
been  made  for  him,  but  who  seemed  to  be  talking  at  a 
great  rate  to  his  fellow-passengers.  Mr.  Rowe  had 
scarce  returned  to  give  an  account  of  his  disappoint- 
ment, when  the  round-faced  man  in  black  entered,  and 
dissipated  all  doubts  on  the  subject,  by  beginning  to 
talk.  He  did  not  cease  while  he  staid;  nor  has  he  since, 
that  I  know  of.  He  held  the  good  town  of  Shrewsbury 
in  delightful  suspense  for  three  weeks  that  he  remained 
there,  "fluttering  the  proud  Salopians  like  an  eagle  in 
a  dove-cote;"  and  the  Welsh  mountains  that  skirt  the 
horizon  with  their  tempestuous  confusion,  agree  to  have 
heard  no  such  mystic  sounds  since  the  days  of 

"High-born  HoeFs  harp  or  soft  Llewellyn's  lay !" 

As  we  passed  along  between  W m  and  Shrewsbury, 

and   I   eyed   their   blue   tops    seen   through   the    wintry 
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branches,  or  the  red  rustling  leaves  of  the  sturdy  oak- 
trees  by  the  roadside,  a  sound  was  in  my  ears  as  of  a 
Siren's  song;  I  was  stunned,  startled  with  it,  as  from 
deep  sleep;  but  I  had  no  notion  then  that  I  should  ever 
be  able  to  express  my  admiration  to  others  in  motley 
imagery  or  quaint  allusion,  till  the  light  of  his  genius 
shone  into  my  soul,  like  the  sun's  rays  glittering  in  the 
puddles  of  the  road.  I  was  at  that  time  dumb,  in- 
articulate, helpless,  like  a  worm  by  the  way-side, 
crushed,  bleeding,  lifeless ;  but  now,  bursting  from  the 
deadly  bands  that  "bound  them, 

"With    Styx   nine    times    round   them," 

my  ideas  float  on  winged  words,  and  as  they  expand 
their  plumes,  catch  the  golden  light  of  other  years. 
My  soul  has  indeed  remained  in  its  original  bondage, 
dark,  obscure,  with  longings  infinite  and  unsatisfied; 
my  heart,  shut  up  in  the  prison-house  of  this  rude  clay, 
has  never  found,  nor  will  it  ever  find,  a  heart  to  speak 
to;  but  that  my  understanding  also  did  not  remain 
dumb  and  brutish,  or  at  length  found  a  language  to 
express  itself,  I  owe  to  Coleridge.  But  this  is  not  to 
my  purpose. 

My  father  lived  ten  miles  from  Shrewsbury,  and  was 
in  the  habit  of  exchanging  visits  with  Mr.  Rowe,  and 
with  Mr.  Jenkins  of  Whitchurch  (nine  miles  farther 
on)  according  to  the  custom  of  Dissenting  Ministers  in 
each  other's  neighbourhood.  A  line  of  communication 
is  thus  established,  by  which  the  flame  of  civil  and  re- 
ligious liberty  is  kept  alive,  and  nourishes  its  smoulder- 
ing fire  unquenchable,  like  the  fires  in  the  Agamemnon 
of  ^Eschylus,  placed  at  different  stations,  that  waited 
for  ten  long  years  to  announce  with  their  blazing  pyra- 
mids the  destruction  of  Troy.  Coleridge  had  agreed  to 
come  over  to  see  my  father,  according  to  the  courtesy 
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of  the  country,  as  Mr.  Rowe's  probable  successor;  but 
in  the  meantime  I  had  gone  to  hear  him  preach  the 
Sunday  after  his  arrival.  A  poet  and  a  philosopher 
getting  up  into  a  Unitarian  pulpit  to  preach  the  Gospel, 
was  a  romance  in  these  degenerate  days,  a  sort  of  re- 
vival of  the  primitive  spirit  of  Christianity,  which  was 
not  to  be  resisted. 

It  was  in  January,  1798,  that  I  rose  one  morning 
before  daylight,  to  walk  ten  miles  in  the  mud,  and  went 
to  hear  this  celebrated  person  preach.  Never,  the 
longest  day  I  have  to  live,  shall  I  have  such  another 
walk  as  this  cold,  raw,  comfortless  one,  in  the  winter  of 
the  year  1798.  II  y  a  des  impressions  que  ni  le  terns 
ni  les  circonstances  peuveni  effacer.  Dusse-je  vivre 
des  siecles  entiers,  le  doux  terns  de  ma  jeunesse  ne  peut 
renaitre  pour  moi,  ni  s'effacer  jamais  dans  ma  memoire. 
When  I  got  there,  the  organ  was  playing  the  100th 
psalm,  and,  when  it  was  done,  Mr.  Coleridge  rose  and 
gave  out  his  text,  "And  he  went  up  into  the  mountain 
to  pray,  himself,  alone."  As  he  gave  out  this  text, 
his  voice  "rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distilled  perfumes," 
and  when  he  came  to  the  two  last  words,  which  he  pro- 
nounced loud,  deep,  and  distinct,  it  seemed  to  me,  who 
was  then  young,  as  if  the  sounds  had  echoed  from  the 
bottom  of  the  human  heart,  and  as  if  that  prayer  might 
have  floated  in  solemn  silence  through  the  universe. 
The  idea  of  St.  John  came  into  mind,  "of  one  crying 
in  the  wilderness,  who  had  his  loins  girt  about,  and 
whose  food  was  locusts  and  wild  honey. "  The  preacher 
then  launched  into  his  subject,  like  an  eagle  dallying 
with  the  wind.  The  sermon  was  upon  peace  and  war ; 
upon  church  and  state — not  their  alliance,  but  their 
separation — on  the  spirit  of  the  world  and  the  spirit 
of  Christianity,  not  as  the  same,  but  as  opposed  to  one 
another.      He  talked  of  those  who   had   "inscribed  the 
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cross  of  Christ  on  banners  dripping  with  human  gore." 
He  made  a  poetical  and  pastoral  excursion, — and  to 
shew  the  fatal  effects  of  war,  drew  a  striking  contrast 
between  the  simple  shepherd  boy,  driving  his  team  afield, 
or  sitting  under  the  hawthorn,  piping  to  his  flock,  "as 
though  he  should  never  be  old,"  and  the  same  poor 
country-lad,  crimped,  kidnapped,  brought  into  town, 
made  drunk  at  an  alehouse,  turned  into  a  wretched 
drummer-boy,  with  his  hair  sticking  on  end  with  powder 
and  pomatum,  a  long  cue  at  his  back,  and  tricked  out  in 
the  loathsome  finery  of  the  profession  of  blood. 

"Such  were  the  notes   our  once-lov'd  poet   sung." 

And  for  myself,  I  could  not  have  been  more  delighted 
if  I  had  heard  the  music  of  the  spheres.  Poetry  and 
Philosophy  had  met  together.  Truth  and  Genius  had 
embraced,  under  the  eye  and  with  the  sanction  of  Re- 
ligion. This  was  even  beyond  my  hopes.  I  returned 
home  well  satisfied.  The  sun  that  was  still  labouring 
pale  and  wan  through  the  sky,  obscured  by  thick  mists, 
seemed  an  emblem  of  the  good  cause;  and  the  cold  dank 
drops  of  dew  that  hung  half  melted  on  the  beard  of  the 
thistle,  had  something  genial  and  refreshing  in  them; 
for  there  was  a  spirit  of  hope  and  youth  in  all  nature, 
that  turned  everything  into  good.  The  face  of  nature 
had  not  then  the  brand  of  Jus  Divinum  on  it: 

"Like  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscrib'd  with  woe." 

On  the  Tuesday  following,  the  half-inspired  speaker 
came.  I  was  called  down  into  the  room  where  he  was, 
and  went  half-hoping,  half-afraid.  He  received  me 
very  graciously,  and  I  listened  for  a  long  time  without 
uttering  a  word.  I  did  not  suffer  in  his  opinion  by  my 
silence.  "For  those  two  hours,"  he  afterwards  was 
pleased  to  say,  "he  was  conversing  with  W.  H.'s  fore- 
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head!"  His  appearance  was  different  from  what  I  had 
anticipated  from  seeing  him  before.  At  a  distance,  and 
in  the  dim  light  of  the  chapel,  there  was  to  me  a  strange 
wildness  in  his  aspect,  a  dusky  obscurity,  and  I  thought 
him  pitted  with  the  small-pox.  His  complexion  was  at 
that  time  clear,  and  even  bright— 

"As  are  the  children  of  yon  azure  sheen/' 

His  forehead  was  broad  and  high,  light  as  if  built  of 
ivory,  with  large  projecting  eyebrows,  and  his  eyes 
rolling  beneath  them  like  a  sea  with  darkened  lustre. 
"A  certain  tender  bloom  his  face  o'erspread,"  a  purple 
tinge  as  we  see  it  in  the  pale  thoughtful  complexions  of 
the  Spanish  portrait-painters,  Murillo  and  Velasquez. 
His  mouth  was  gross,  voluptuous,  open,  eloquent ;  his 
chin  good-humoured  and  round;  but  his  nose,  the  rudder 
of  the  face,  the  index  of  the  will,  was  small,  feeble, 
nothing — like  what  he  has  done.  It  might  seem  that 
the  genius  of  his  face  as  from  a  height  surveyed  and 
projected  him  (with  sufficient  capacity  and  huge  aspira- 
tion) into  the  world  unknown  of  thought  and  imag- 
ination, with  nothing  to  support  or  guide  his  veering 
purpose,  as  if  Columbus  had  launched  his  adventurous 
course  for  the  New  World  in  a  scallop,  without  oars  or 
compass.  So  at  least  I  comment  on  it  after  the  event. 
Coleridge  in  his  person  was  rather  above  the  common 
size,  inclining  to  the  corpulent,  or  like  Lord  Hamlet, 
"somewhat  fat  and  pursy."  His  hair  (now,  alas!  grey) 
was  then  black  and  glossy  as  the  raven's,  and  fell  in 
smooth  masses  over  his  forehead.  This  long  pendulous 
hair  is  peculiar  to  enthusiasts,  to  those  whose  minds 
tend  heavenward;  and  is  traditionally  inseparable 
(though    of    a    different    colour)    from    the    pictures    of 
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Christ.  It  ought  to  belong,  as  a  character,  to  all  who 
preach  Christ  crucified,  and  Coleridge  was  at  that  time 
one  of  those ! 

It  was  curious  to  observe  the  contrast  between  him 
and  my  father,  who  was  a  veteran  in  the  cause,  and  then 
declining  into  the  vale  of  years.  He  had  been  a  poor 
Irish  lad.  carefully  brought  up  by  his  parents,  and  sent 
to  the  University  of  Glasgow  (where  he  studied  under 
Adam  Smith)  to  prepare  him  for  his  future  destination. 
It  was  his  mother's  proudest  wish  to  see  her  son  a  Dis- 
senting Minister.  So  if  we  look  back  to  past  genera- 
tions (as  far  as  eye  can  reach)  we  see  the  same  hopes, 
fears,  wishes,  followed  by  the  same  disappointments, 
throbbing  in  the  human  heart ;  and  so  we  mav  see  them 
(if  we  look  forward)  rising  up  for  ever,  and  disappear- 
ing, like  vapourish  bubbles,  in  the  human  breast !  After 
being  tossed  about  from  congregation  to  congregation 
in  the  heats  of  the  Unitarian  controversy,  and  squabbles 
about  the  American  war.  he  had  been  relegated  to  an 
obscure  village,  where  he  was  to  spend  the  last  thirty 
years  of  his  life,  far  from  the  only  converse  that  he 
loved,  the  talk  about  disputed  texts  of  Scripture  and 
the  cause  of  civil  and  religious  liberty.  Here  he  passed 
his  days,  repining  but  resigned,  in  the  study  of  the 
Bible,  and  the  perusal  of  the  Commentators. — huge 
folios,  not  easily  got  through,  one  of  which  would  out- 
last a  winter  !  Why  did  he  pore  on  these  from  morn 
to  night  (with  the  exception  of  a  walk  in  the  fields  or 
a  turn  in  the  garden  to  gather  broccoli-plants  or  kidney- 
beans  of  his  own  rearing,  with  no  small  degree  of  pride 
and  pleasure)  ?  Here  were  "no  figures  nor  no  fan- 
tasies."— neither  poetry  nor  philosophy — nothing  to 
dazzle,  nothing  to  excite  modern  curiosity;  but  to  his 
lack-lustre  eyes  there  appeared,  within  the  pages  of  the 
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ponderous,  unwieldy,  neglected  tomes,  the  sacred  name 
of  JEHOVAH  in  Hebrew  capitals:  pressed  down  by 
the  weight  of  the  style,  worn  to  the  last  fading  thinness 
of  the  understanding,  there  were  glimpses,  glimmering 
notions  of  the  patriarchal  wanderings,  with  palm-trees 
hovering  in  the  horizon,  and  processions  of  camels  at 
the  distance  of  three  thousand  years;  there  was  Moses 
with  the  Burning  Bush,  the  number  of  the  Twelve 
Tribes,  types,  shadows,  glosses  on  the  law  and  the 
prophets;  there  were  discussions  (dull  enough)  on  the 
age  of  Methuselah,  a  mighty  speculation !  there  were 
outlines,  rude  guesses  at  the  shape  of  Noah's  Ark  and 
of  the  riches  of  Solomon's  Temple ;  questions  as  to  the 
date  of  the  creation,  predictions  of  the  end  of  all  things ; 
the  great  lapses  of  time,  the  strange  mutations  of  the 
globe  were  unfolded  with  the  voluminous  leaf,  as  it 
turned  over ;  and  though  the  soul  might  slumber  with 
an  hieroglyphic  veil  of  inscrutable  mysteries  drawn 
over  it,  yet  it  was  in  a  slumber  ill-exchanged  for  all 
the  sharpened  realities  of  sense,  wit,  fancy,  or  reason. 
My  father's  life  was  comparatively  a  dream;  but  it  was 
a  dream  of  infinity  and  eternity,  of  death,  the  resurrec- 
tion, and  a  judgment  to  come! 

No  two  individuals  were  ever  more  unlike  than  were 
the  host  and  his  guest.  A  poet  was  to  my  father  a  sort 
of  nondescript :  yet  whatever  added  grace  to  the  Uni- 
tarian cause  was  to  him  welcome.  He  could  hardly 
have  been  more  surprised  or  pleased,  if  our  visitor  had 
worn  wings.  Indeed,  his  thoughts  had  wings;  and  as 
the  silken  sounds  rustled  round  our  little  wainscoted 
parlour,  my  father  threw  back  his  spectacles  over  his 
forehead,  his  white  hairs  mixing  with  its  sanguine  hue; 
and  a  smile  of  delight  beamed  across  his  rugged  cordial 
face,   to   think   that    Truth    had    found    a    new    ally    in 
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Fancy  P  Besides.  Coleridge  seemed  to  take  consider- 
able notice  of  me.  and  that  of  itself  was  enough.  He 
talked  very  familiarly,  but  agreeably,  and  glanced  over 
a  variety  of  subjects.  At  dinner-time  he  grew  more 
animated,  and  dilated  in  a  very  edifying  manner  on 
Mary  Wolstonecraft  and  Mackintosh.  The  last,  he 
said,  he  considered  (on  my  father's  speaking  of  his 
V indicia  Gatticm  as  a  capital  performance)  as  a  clever 
scholastic  man — a  master  of  the  topics, — or  as  the  ready 
warehouseman  of  letters,  who  knew  exactlv  where  to  lav 
his  hand  on  what  he  wanted,  though  the  goods  were  not 
his  own.  He  thought  him  no  match  for  Burke,  either 
in  style  or  matter.  Burke  was  a  metaphysician,  Mack- 
intosh a  mere  logician.  Burke  was  an  orator  (almost 
a  poet)  who  reasoned  in  figures,  because  he  had  an  eye 
for  nature :  Mackintosh,  on  the  other  hand,  was  a 
rhetorician,  who  had  only  an  eye  to  commonplaces.  On 
this  I  ventured  to  say  that  I  had  always  entertained  a 
great  opinion  of  Burke,  and  that  (as  far  as  I  could 
find)  the  speaking  of  him  with  contempt  might  be  made 
the  test  of  a  vulgar  democratical  mind.  This  was  the 
first  observation  I  ever  made  to  Coleridge,  and  he  said 
it  was  a  very  just  and  striking  one.  I  remember  the 
leg  of  Welsh  mutton  and  the  turnips  on  the  table  that 
day  had  the  finest  flavour  imaginable.  Coleridge  added 
that  Mackintosh  and  Tom  Wedgwood  (of  whom,  how- 
ever, he  spoke  highly)  had  expressed  a  very  indifferent 
opinion  of  his  friend  Mr.  Wordsworth,  on  which  he  re- 
marked to  them — "He  strides  on  so  far  before  you, 
that  he  dwindles  in  the  distance !"  Godwin  had  once 
boasted  to  him  of  having  carried  on  an  argument  with 

1  My  father  was  one  of  those  who  mistook  his  talent  after  all. 
He  used  to  be  very  much  dissatisfied  that  I  preferred  his  Letters  to 
his  Sermons.  The  last  were  forced  and  dry;  the  first  came  naturally 
from  him.  For  ease,  half-plays  on  words,  and  a  supine,  monkish, 
indolent  pleasantry,  I  have  never  seen  them  equalled. 
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Mackintosh  for  three  hours  with  dubious  success; 
Coleridge  told  him — "If  'there  had  been  a  man  of 
genius  in  the  room,  he  would  have  settled  the  question 
in  five  minutes. "  He  asked  me  if  I  had  ever  seen  Mary 
Wolstonecraft,  and  I  said,  I  had  once  for  a  few 
moments,  and  that  she  seemed  to  me  to  turn  off  God- 
win's objections  to  something  she  advanced  with  quite 
a  playful,  easy  air.  He  replied,  that  "this  was  only  one 
instance  of  the  ascendancy  which  people  of  imagination 
exercised  over  those  of  mere  intellect. "  He  did  not 
rate  Godwin  very  high1  (this  was  caprice  or  prejudice, 
real  or  affected)  but  he  had  a  great  idea  of  Mrs.  Wol- 
stonecraft's  powers  of  conversation,  none  at  all  of  her 
talent  for  book-making.  We  talked  a  little  about  Hol- 
croft.  He  had  been  asked  if  he  was  not  much  struck 
with  him,  and  he  said,  he  thought  himself  in  more 
danger  of  being  struck  by  him.  I  complained  that  he 
would  not  let  me  get  on  at  all,  for  he  required  a  defini- 
tion of  every  the  commonest  word,  exclaiming,  "What 
do  you  mean  by  a  sensation,  Sir?  What  do  you  mean 
by  an  idea?"  This,  Coleridge  said,  was  barricadoing 
the  road  to  truth: — it  was  setting  up  a  turnpike-gate 
at  every  step  we  took.  I  forget  a  great  number  of 
things,  many  more  than  I  remember ;  but  the  day  passed 
off  pleasantly,  and  the  next  morning  Mr.  Coleridge  was 
to  return  to  Shrewsbury.  When  I  came  down  to  break- 
fast, I  found  that  he  had  just  received  a  letter  from  his 
friend  T.  Wedgwood,  making  him  an  offer  of  £l50 
a-year  if  he  chose  to  wave  his  present  pursuit,  and 
devote  himself  entirely  to  the  study  of  poetry  and 
philosophy.     Coleridge  seemed  to  make  up  his  mind  to 

1  He  complained  in  particular  of  the  presumption  of  attempting 
to  establish  the  future  immortality  of  man,  "without"  (as  he  said) 
"knowing  what  Death  was  or  what  Life  was" — and  the  tone  in  which 
he  pronounced  these  two  words  seemed  to  convey  a  complete  image 
of  both. 
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close  with  this  proposal  in  the  act  of  tying  on  one  of 
his  shoes.  It  threw  an  additional  damp  on  his  de- 
parture. It  took  the  wayward  enthusiast  quite  from 
us  to  cast  him  into  Deva's  winding  vales,  or  by  the 
shores  of  old  romance.  Instead  of  living  at  ten  miles 
distance,  of  being  the  pastor  of  a  Dissenting  congrega- 
tion at  Shrewsbury,  he  was  henceforth  to  inhabit  the 
Hill  of  Parnassus,  to  be  a  Shepherd  on  the  Delectable 
Mountains.  Alas !  I  knew  not  the  way  thither,  and 
felt  very  little  gratitude  for  Mr.  Wedgwood's  bounty. 
I  was  presently  relieved  from  the  dilemma ;  for  Mr. 
Coleridge,  asking  for  a  pen  and  ink,  and  going  to  a 
table  to  write  something  on  a  bit  of  card,  advanced 
towards  me  with  undulating  step,  and  giving  me  the 
precious  document,  said  that  that  was  his  address, 
Mr.  Coleridge,  N ether-Stowey ,  Somersetshire ;  and  that 
he  should  be  glad  to  see  me  there  in  a  few  weeks'  time, 
and,  if  I  chose,  would  come  half-way  to  meet  me.  I 
was  not  less  surprised  than  the  shepherd-boy  (this 
simile  is  to  be  found  in  Cassandra)  when  he  sees  a 
thunder-bolt  fall  close  at  his  feet.  I  stammered  out 
my  acknowledgments  and  acceptance  of  this  offer  (I 
thought  Mr.  Wedgwood's  annuity  a  trifle  to  it)  as  well 
as  I  could ;  and  this  mighty  business  being  settled,  the 
poet-preacher  took  leave,  and  I  accompanied  him  six 
miles  on  the  road.  It  was  a  fine  morning  in  the  middle 
of  winter,  and  he  talked  the  whole  way.  The  scholar 
in  Chaucer  is  described  as  going 

"Sounding   on   his    way." 

So  Coleridge  went  on  his.  In  digressing,  in  dilating, 
in  passing  from  subject  to  subject,  he  appeared  to  me 
to  float  in  air,  to  slide  on  ice.  He  told  me  in  confidence 
(going  along)  that  he  should  have  preached  two  ser- 
mons before  he  accepted  the  situation  at  Shrewsbury, 
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one  on  Infant  Baptism,  the  other  on  the  Lord's  Supper, 
shewing  that  he  could  not  administer  either,  which 
would  have  effectually  disqualified  him  for  the  object 
in  view.  I  observed  that  he  continually  crossed  me  on 
the  way  by  shifting  from  one  side  of  the  foot-path  to 
the  other.  This  struck  me  as  an  odd  movement;  but  I 
did  not  at  that  time  connect  it  with  any  instability  of 
purpose  or  involuntary  change  of  principle,  as  I  have 
done  since.  He  seemed  unable  to  keep  on  in  a  straight 
line.  He  spoke  slightingly  of  Hume  (whose  Essay  on 
Miracles  he  said  was  stolen  from  an  objection  started 
in  one  of  South's  sermons — Credat  Judaeus  Apella!) 
I  was  not  very  much  pleased  at  this  account  of  Hume, 
for  I  had  just  been  reading,  with  infinite  relish,  that 
completest  of  all  metaphysical  choke-pears,  his  Treatise 
on  Human  Nature,  to  which  the  Essays,  in  point  of 
scholastic  subtlety  and  close  reasoning,  are  mere  elegant 
trifling,  light  summer-reading.  Coleridge  even  denied 
the  excellence  of  Hume's  general  style,  which  I  think 
betrayed  a  want  of  taste  or  candour.  He  however  made 
me  amends  by  the  manner  in  which  he  spoke  of  Ber- 
keley. He  dwelt  particularly  on  his  Essay  on  Vision  as  a 
masterpiece  of  analytical  reasoning.  So  it  undoubtedly 
is.  He  was  exceedingly  angry  with  Dr.  Johnson  for 
striking  the  stone  with  his  foot,  in  allusion  to  this 
author's  Theory  of  Matter  and  Spirit,  and  saying, 
"Thus  I  confute  him,  Sir."  Coleridge  drew  a  parallel 
(I  don't  know  how  he  brought  about  the  connection)  be- 
tween Bishop  Berkeley  and  Tom  Paine.  He  said  the  one 
was  an  instance  of  a  subtle,  the  other  of  an  acute  mind, 
than  which  no  two  things  could  be  more  distinct.  The 
one  was  a  shop-boy's  quality,  the  other  the  character- 
istic of  a  philosopher.  He  considered  Bishop  Butler 
as  a  true  philosopher,  a  profound  and  conscientious 
thinker,  a  genuine  reader  of  nature  and  of  his  own  mind. 
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He  did  not  speak  of  his  Analogy,  but  of  his  Sermons  at 
the  Rolls'  Chapel,  of  which  I  had  never  heard.  Cole- 
ridge somehow  always  contrived  to  prefer  the  unknown 
to  the  known.  In  this  instance  he  was  right.  The 
Analogy  is  a  tissue  of  sophistry,  of  wire-drawn,  theo- 
logical special-pleading;  the  Sermons  (with  the  Preface 
to  them)  are  in  a  fine  vein  of  deep,  matured  reflection, 
a  candid  appeal  to  our  observation  of  human  nature, 
without  pedantry  and  without  bias.  I  told  Coleridge 
I  had  written  a  few  remarks,  and  was  sometimes  foolish 
enough  to  believe  that  I  had  made  a  discovery  on  the 
same  subject  (the  Natural  Disinterestedness  of  the 
Human  Mind) — and  I  tried  to  explain  my  view  of  it 
to  Coleridge,  who  listened  with  great  willingness,  but 
I  did  not  succeed  in  making  myself  understood.  I  sat 
down  to  the  task  shortly  afterwards  for  the  twentieth 
time,  got  new  pens  and  paper,  determined  to  make  clear 
work  of  it,  wrote  a  few  meagre  sentences  in  the  skeleton- 
style  of  a  mathematical  demonstration,  stopped  half 
way  down  the  second  page;  and,  after  trying  in  vain 
to  pump  up  any  words,  images,  notions,  apprehensions, 
facts,  or  observations,  from  that  gulph  of  abstraction  in 
which  I  had  plunged  myself  for  four  or  five  years  pre- 
ceding, gave  up  the  attempt  as  labour  in  vain,  and  shed 
tears  of  helpless  despondency  on  the  blank  unfinished 
paper.  I  can  write  fast  enough  now.  Am  I  better  than 
I  was  then?  Oh  no!  One  truth  discovered,  one  pang 
of  regret  at  not  being  able  to  express  it,  is  better  than 
all  the  fluency  and  flippancy  in  the  world.  Would  that 
I  could  go  back  to  what  I  then  was !  Why  can  we  not, 
revive  past  times  as  we  can  revisit  old  places?  If  I 
had  the  quaint  Muse  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney  to  assist  me, 

I  would  write  a  Sonnet  to  the  Road  between  W m 

and  Shrewsbury,  and  immortalise  every  step  of  it  by 
some  fond  enigmatical  conceit.     I  would  swear  that  the 
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very  milestones  had  ears,  and  that  Harmer-hill  stooped 
with  all  its  pines,  to  listen  to  a  poet,  as  he  passed !  I 
remember  but  one  other  topic  of  discourse  in  this  walk. 
He  mentioned  Paley,  praised  the  naturalness  and  clear- 
ness of  his  style,  but  condemned  his  sentiments,  thought 
him  a  mere  time-serving  casuist,  and  said  that  "the  fact 
of  his  work  on  Moral  and  Political  Philosophy  being 
made  a  text-book  in  our  Universities  was  a  disgrace  to 
the  national  character. "  We  parted  at  the  six-mile 
stone ;  and  I  returned  homeward,  pensive  but  much 
pleased.  I  had  met  with  unexpected  notice  from  a 
person,  whom  I  believed  to  have  been  prejudiced 
against  me.  "Kind  and  affable  to  me  had  been  his 
condescension,  and  should  be  honoured  ever  with  suit- 
able regard."  He  was  the  first  poet  I  had  known,  and 
he  certainly  answered  to  that  inspired  name.  I  had 
heard  a  great  deal  of  his  powers  of  conversation,  and 
was  not  disappointed.  In  fact,  I  never  met  with  any 
thing  at  all  like  them,  either  before  or  since.  I  could 
easily  credit  the  accounts  which  were  circulated  of  his 
holding  forth  to  a  large  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
an  evening  or  two  before,  on  the  Berkeleian  Theory, 
when  he  made  the  whole  material  universe  look  like  a 
transparency  of  fine  words ;  and  another  story  (which 
I  believe  he  has  somewhere  told  himself)  of  his  being 
asked  to  a  party  at  Birmingham,  of  his  smoking  tobacco 
and  going  to  sleep  after  dinner  on  a  sofa,  where  the 
company  found  him  to  their  no  small  surprise,  which 
was  increased  to  wonder  when  he  started  up  of  a  sud- 
den, and  rubbing  his  eyes,  looked  about  him,  and 
launched  into  a  three-hours'  description  of  the  third 
heaven,  of  which  he  had  had  a  dream,  very  different 
from  Mr.  Southey's  Vision  of  Judgment,  and  also  from 
that  other  Vision  of  Judgment,  which  Mr.  Murray,  the 
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Secretary  of  the  Bridge-street  Junto,  has  taken  into  his 
especial  keeping ! 

On  my  way  back,  I  had  a  sound  in  my  ears,  it  was 
the  voice  of  Fancy:  I  had  a  light  before  me,  it  was  the 
face  of  Poetry.  The  one  still  lingers  there,  the  other 
has  not  quitted  my  side !  Coleridge  in  truth  met  me 
half-way  on  the  ground  of  philosophy,  or  I  should  not 
have  been  won  over  to  his  imaginative  creed.  I  had  an 
uneasy,  pleasurable  sensation  all  the  time,  till  I  was 
to  visit  him.  During  those  months  the  chill  breath  of 
winter  gave  me  a  welcoming;  the  vernal  air  was  balm 
and  inspiration  to  me.  The  golden  sun-sets,  the  silver 
star  of  evening,  lighted  me  on  my  way  to  new  hopes 
and  prospects.  /  was  to  visit  Coleridge  in  the  spring. 
This  circumstance  was  never  absent  from  my  thoughts, 
and  mingled  with  all  my  feelings.  I  wrote  to  him  at  the 
time  proposed,  and  received  an  answer  postponing  my 
intended  visit  for  a  week  or  two,  but  very  cordially 
urging  me  to  complete  my  promise  then.  This  delay  did 
not  damp,  but  rather  increased  my  ardour.  In  the  mean- 
time I  went  to  Llangollen  Vale,  by  way  of  initiating 
myself  in  the  mysteries  of  natural  scenery;  and  I  must 
say  I  was  enchanted  with  it.  I  had  been  reading  Cole- 
ridge's description  of  England,  in  his  fine  Ode  on  the 
Departing  Year,  and  I  applied  it,  con  amore,  to  the 
objects  before  me.  That  valley  was  to  me  (in  a  man- 
ner) the  cradle  of  a  new  existence:  in  the  river  that 
winds  through  it,  my  spirit  was  baptised  in  the  waters 
of  Helicon ! 

I  returned  home,  and  soon  after  set  out  on  my  jour- 
ney with  unworn  heart  and  untired  feet.  My  way  lay 
through  Worcester  and  Gloucester,  and  by  Upton, 
where  I  thought  of  Tom  Jones  and  the  adventure  of  the 
muff.  I  remember  getting  completely  wet  through  one 
day,  and  stopping  at  an  inn  (I  think  it  was  at  Tewkes- 


FIRST  ACQUAINTANCE   WITH   POETS     15 

bury)  where  I  sat  up  all  night  to  read  Paul  and  Vir- 
ginia. Sweet  were  the  showers  in  early  youth  that 
drenched  my  body,  and  sweet  the  drops  of  pity  that  fell 
upon  the  books  I  read !  I  recollect  a  remark  of  Cole- 
ridge's upon  this  very  book,  that  nothing  could  shew 
the  gross  indelicacy  of  French  manners  and  the  entire 
corruption  of  their  imagination  more  strongly  than  the 
behaviour  of  the  heroine  in  the  last  fatal  scene,  who 
turns  away  from  a  person  on  board  the  sinking  vessel, 
that  offers  to  save  her  life,  because  he  has  thrown 
off  his  clothes  to  assist  him  in  swimming.  Was  this  a 
time  to  think  of  such  a  circumstance?  I  once  hinted  to 
Wordsworth,  as  we  were  sailing  in  his  boat  on  Grasmere 
lake,  that  I  thought  he  had  borrowed  the  idea  of  his 
Poems  on  the  Naming  of  Places  from  the  local  inscrip- 
tions of  the  same  kind  in  Paul  and  Virginia.  He  did  not 
own  the  obligation,  and  stated  some  distinction  without 
a  difference,  in  defence  of  his  claim  to  originality.  Any 
the  slightest  variation  would  be  sufficient  for  this  pur- 
pose in  his  mind;  for  whatever  he  added  or  omitted 
would  inevitably  be  worth  all  that  any  one  else  had 
done,  and  contain  the  marrow  of  the  sentiment.  I  was 
still  two  days  before  the  time  fixed  for  my  arrival,  for 
I  had  taken  care  to  set  out  early  enough.  I  stopped 
these  two  days  at  Bridgewater,  and  when  I  was  tired 
of  sauntering  on  the  banks  of  its  muddy  river,  returned 
to  the  inn,  and  read  Camilla.  So  have  I  loitered  my 
life  away,  reading  books,  looking  at  pictures,  going  to 
plays,  hearing,  thinking,  writing  on  what  pleased  me 
best.  I  have  wanted  only  one  thing  to  make  me  happy; 
but  wanting  that,  have  wanted  everything ! 

I  arrived,  and  was  well  received.  The  country  about 
Nether  Stowey  is  beautiful,  green  and  hilly,  and  near 
the  sea-shore.  I  saw  it  but  the  other  day,  after  an 
interval   of   twenty   years,    from    a    hill    near    Taunton. 
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How  was  the  map  of  my  life  spread  out  before  me,  as 
the  map  of  the  country  lay  at  my  feet !  In  the  after- 
noon Coleridge  took  me  over  to  All-Foxden,  a  romantic 
old  family-mansion  of  the  St.  Aubins,  where  Words- 
worth lived.  It  was  then  in  the  possession  of  a  friend 
of  the  poet's,  who  gave  him  the  free  use  of  it.  Some- 
how that  period  (the  time  just  after  the  French  Revolu- 
tion) was  not  a  time  when  nothing  was  given  for  noth- 
ing. The  mind  opened,  and  a  softness  might  be 
perceived  coming  over  the  heart  of  individuals,  beneath 
"the  scales  that  fence"  our  self-interest.  Wordsworth 
himself  was  from  home,  but  his  sister  kept  house,  and 
set  before  us  a  frugal  repast;  and  we  had  free  access 
to  her  brother's  poems,  the  Lyrical  Ballads,  which  were 
still  in  manuscript,  or  in  the  form  of  Sybilline  Leaves. 
I  dipped  into  a  few  of  these  with  great  satisfaction, 
and  with  the  faith  of  a  novice.  I  slept  that  night  in  an 
old  room  with  blue  hangings,  and  covered  with  the 
round-faced  family-portraits  of  the  age  of  George  I. 
and  II.  and  from  the  wooded  declivity  of  the  adjoining 
park  that  overlooked  my  window,  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
could 

"hear  the  loud  stag  speak/' 

In  the  outset  of  life  (and  particularly  at  this  time  I 
felt  it  so)  our  imagination  has  a  body  to  it.  We  are  in 
a  state  between  sleeping  and  waking,  and  have  indis- 
tinct but  glorious  glimpses  of  strange  shapes,  and  there 
is  always  something  to  come  better  than  what  we  see. 
As  in  our  dreams  the  fulness  of  the  blood  gives  warmth 
and  reality  to  the  coinage  of  the  brain,  so  in  youth  our 
ideas  are  clothed,  and  fed,  and  pampered  with  our  good 
spirits;  we  breathe  thick  with  thoughtless  happiness, 
the  weight  of  future  years  presses  on  the  strong  pulses 
of  the  heart,  and  we  repose  with  undisturbed  faith  in 
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truth  and  good.  As  we  advance,  we  exhaust  our  fund 
of  enjoyment  and  of  hope.  We  are  no  longer  wrapped 
in  lamb's-wool,  lulled  in  Elysium.  As  we  taste  the 
pleasures  of  life,  their  spirit  evaporates,  the  sense  palls ; 
and  nothing  is  left  but  the  phantoms,  the  lifeless 
shadows  of  what  has  been! 

That  morning,  as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over,  we 
strolled  out  into  the  park,  and  seating  ourselves  on  the 
trunk  of  an  old  ash-tree  that  stretched  along  the  ground, 
Coleridge  read  aloud  with  a  sonorous  and  musical  voice 
the  ballad  of  Betty  Foy.  I  was  not  critically  or  scepti- 
cally inclined.  I  saw  touches  of  truth  and  nature,  and 
took  the  rest  for  granted.  But  in  the  Thorn,  the  Mad 
Mother,  and  the  Complaint  of  a  Poor  Indian  Woman, 
I  felt  that  deeper  power  and  pathos  which  have  been 
since  acknowleged, 

"In  spite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's   spite," 

as  the  characteristics  of  this  author ;  and  the  sense  of  a 
new  style  and  a  new  spirit  in  poetry  came  over  me.  It 
had  to  me  something  of  the  effect  that  arises  from  the 
turning  up  of  the  fresh  soil,  or  of  the  first  welcome 
breath  of  Spring: 

"While  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unconfirmed. " 

Coleridge  and  myself  walked  back  to  Stowey  that  eve- 
ning, and  his  voice  sounded  high 

"Of   Providence,   foreknowledge,   will,   and   fate, 
Fix'd  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute," 

as  we  passed  through  echoing  grove,  by  fairy  stream 
or  waterfall,  gleaming  in  the  summer  moonlight !  He 
lamented  that  Wordsworth  was  not  prone  enough  to 
believe  in  the  traditional  superstitions  of  the  place,  and 
that  there  was  a  something  corporeal,  a  matter-of-fact- 
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ness,  a  clinging  to  the  palpable,  or  often  to  the  petty, 
in  his  poetry,  in  consequence.  His  genius  was  not  a 
spirit  that  descended  to  him  through  the  air;  it  sprung 
out  of  the  ground  like  a  flower,  or  unfolded  itself  from 
a  green  spray,  on  which  the  gold-finch  sang.  He  said, 
however,  (if  I  remember  right)  that  this  objection  must 
be  confined  to  his  descriptive  pieces,  that  his  philosophic 
poetry  had  a  grand  and  comprehensive  spirit  in  it,  so 
that  his  soul  seemed  to  inhabit  the  universe  like  a  palace, 
and  to  discover  truth  by  intuition,  rather  than  by  de- 
duction. The  next  day  Wordsworth  arrived  from 
Bristol  at  Coleridge's  cottage.  I  think  I  see  him  now. 
He  answered  in  some  degree  to  his  friend's  description 
of  him,  but  was  more  gaunt  and  Don  Quixote-like.  He 
was  quaintly  dressed  (according  to  the  costume  of  that 
unconstrained  period)  in  a  brown  fustian  jacket  and 
striped  pantaloons.  There  was  something  of  a  roll,  a 
lounge  in  his  gait,  not  unlike  his  own  Peter  Bell.  There 
was  a  severe,  worn  pressure  of  thought  about  his 
temples,  a  fire  in  his  eye  (as  if  he  saw  something  in 
objects  more  than  the  outward  appearance),  an  intense 
high  narrow  forehead,  a  Roman  nose,  cheeks  furrowed 
by  strong  purpose  and  feeling,  and  a  convulsive  inclina- 
tion to  laughter  about  the  mouth,  a  good  deal  at  variance 
with  the  solemn,  stately  expression  of  the  rest  of  his 
face.  Chantry's  bust  wants  the  marking  traits ;  but  he 
was  teazed  into  making  it  regular  and  heavy:  Haydon's 
head  of  him,  introduced  into  the  Entrance  of  Christ 
into  Jerusalem,  is  the  most  like  his  drooping  weight  of 
thought  and  expression.  He  sat  down  and  talked  very 
naturally  and  freely,  with  a  mixture  of  clear  gushing 
accents  in  his  voice,  a  deep  guttural  intonation,  and 
a  strong  tincture  of  the  northern  burr,  like  the  crust  on 
wine.  He  instantly  began  to  make  havoc  of  the  half 
of  a  Cheshire  cheese  on  the  table,  and  said  triumphantly 
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that  "his  marriage  with  experience  had  not  been  so  un- 
productive as  Mr.  Southey's  in  teaching  him  a  knowl- 
edge of  the  good  things  of  this  life."  He  had  been  to  see 
the  Castle  Spectre,  by  Monk  Lewis,  while  at  Bristol, 
and  described  it  very  well.  He  said  "it  fitted  the  taste 
of  the  audience  like  a  glove. "  This  ad  captandum  merit 
was  however  by  no  means  a  recommendation  of  it,  ac- 
cording to  the  severe  principles  of  the  new  school, 
which  reject  rather  than  court  popular  effect.  Words- 
worth, looking  out  of  the  low,  latticed  window,  said, 
"How  beautifully  the  sun  sets  on  that  yellow  bank!" 
I  thought  within  myself,  "With  what  eyes  these  poets 
see  nature  \"  and  ever  after,  when  I  saw  the  sun-set 
stream  upon  the  objects  facing  it,  conceived  I  had  made 
a  discovery,  or  thanked  Mr.  Wordsworth  for  having 
made  one  for  me  !  We  went  over  to  All-Foxden  again 
the  day  following,  and  Wordsworth  read  us  the  story 
of  Peter  Bell  in  the  open  air;  and  the  comment  made 
upon  it  by  his  face  and  voice  was  very  different  from 
that  of  some  later  critics  !  Whatever  might  be  thought 
of  the  poem,  "his  face  was  a  book  where  men  might 
read  strange  matters,"  and  he  announced  the  fate  of  his 
hero  in  prophetic  tones.  There  is  a  chaunt  in  the  reci- 
tation both  of  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth,  which  acts 
as  a  spell  upon  the  hearer,  and  disarms  the  judgment. 
Perhaps  they  have  deceived  themselves  by  making 
habitual  use  of  this  ambiguous  accompaniment.  Cole- 
ridge's manner  is  more  full,  animated,  and  varied; 
Wordsworth's  more  equable,  sustained,  and  internal. 
The  one  might  be  termed  more  dramatic,  the  other  more 
lyrical.  Coleridge  has  told  me  that  he  himself  liked 
to  compose  in  walking  over  uneven  ground,  or  break- 
ing through  the  straggling  branches  of  a  copsewood; 
whereas  Wordsworth  always  wrote  (if  he  could)  walk- 
ing up  and  down  a  straight  gravel-walk,  or  in  some  spot 
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where  the  continuity  of  his  verse  met  with  no  collateral 
interruption.     Returning  that  same  evening,  I  got  into  a 
metaphysical   argument   with   Wordsworth,   while   Cole- 
ridge was  explaining  the  different  notes   of  the  night- 
ingale to  his  sister,  in  which  we  neither  of  us  succeeded 
in    making    ourselves    perfectly    clear    and    intelligible. 
Thus   I   passed  three  weeks   at   Nether   Stowey   and  in 
the   neighbourhood,   generally    devoting   the    afternoons 
to  a  delightful  chat  in  an  arbour  made  of  bark  by  the 
poet's   friend   Tom   Poole,   sitting   under   two   fine   elm- 
trees,  and  listening  to  the  bees  humming  round  us,  while 
we  quaffed  our  flip.     It  was  agreed,  among  other  things, 
that  we  should  make  a  jaunt  down  the  Bristol-Channel, 
as  far  as  Linton.     We  set  off  together  on  foot,  Cole- 
ridge, John  Chester,  and  I.     This  Chester  was  a  native 
of  Nether  Stowey,  one  of  those  who  were  attracted  to 
Coleridge's  discourse  as  flies  are  to  honey,  or  bees  in 
swarming-time  to  the  sound  of  a  brass  pan.     He  "fol- 
lowed in  the  chace  like  a  dog  who  hunts,  not  like  one 
that   made   up   the   cry."      He   had   on   a   brown   cloth 
coat,  boots,  and  corduroy  breeches,  was  low  in  stature, 
bow-legged,  had  a  drag  in  his  walk  like  a  drover,  which 
he  assisted  by  a   hazel   switch,  and  kept  on  a   sort  of 
trot  by  the  side  of  Coleridge,  like  a  running  footman 
by  a  state  coach,  that  he  might  not  lose  a  syllable  or 
sound,  that  fell  from  Coleridge's  lips.     He  told  me  his 
private  opinion,  that  Coleridge  was  a  wonderful  man. 
He    scarcely    opened    his    lips,    much    less    offered    an 
opinion  the  whole  way:  yet  of  the  three,  had  I  to  chuse 
during  that  journey,   I   would  be   John   Chester.      He 
afterwards  followed  Coleridge  into  Germany,  where  the 
Kantean  philosophers  were  puzzled  how  to  bring  him 
under  any  of  their  categories.     When  he  sat  down  at 
table   with  his   idol,   John's   felicity  was   complete;    Sir 
Walter  Scott's,  or  Mr.  Blackwood's,  when  they  sat  down 
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at  the  same  table  with  the  King,  was  not  more  so.  We 
passed  Dunster  on  our  right,  a  small  town  between  the 
brow  of  a  hill  and  the  sea.  I  remember  eying  it  wist- 
fully as  it  lay  below  us:  contrasted  with  the  woody 
scene  around,  it  looked  as  clear,  as  pure,  as  embrowned 
and  ideal  as  any  landscape  I  have  seen  since,  of  Gaspar 
Poussin's  or  Domenichino's.  We  had  a  long  day's 
march — (our  feet  kept  time  to  the  echoes  of  Coleridge's 
tongue) — through  Minehead  and  by  the  Blue  Anchor, 
and  on  to  Linton,  which  we  did  not  reach  till  near  mid- 
night, and  where  we  had  some  difficulty  in  making  a 
lodgment.  We  however  knocked  the  people  of  the 
house  up  at  last,  and  we  were  repaid  for  our  apprehen- 
sions and  fatigue  by  some  excellent  rashers  of  fried 
bacon  and  eggs.  The  view  in  coming  along  had  been 
splendid.  We  walked  for  miles  and  miles  on  dark 
brown  heaths  overlooking  the  channel,  with  the  Welsh 
hills  beyond,  and  at  times  descended  into  little  sheltered 
valleys  close  by  the  sea-side,  with  a  smuggler's  face 
scowling  by  us,  and  then  had  to  ascend  conical  hills 
with  a  path  winding  up  through  a  coppice  to  a  barren 
top,  like  a  monk's  shaven  crown,  from  one  of  which  I 
pointed  out  to  Coleridge's  notice  the  bare  masts  of  a 
vessel  on  the  very  edge  of  the  horizon  and  within  the 
red-orbed  disk  of  the  setting  sun,  like  his  own  spectre- 
ship  in  the  Ancient  Mariner,  At  Linton  the  character 
of  the  sea-coast  becomes  more  marked  and  rugged. 
There  is  a  place  called  the  Valley  of  Rocks  (I  suspect 
this  was  only  the  poetical  name  for  it)  bedded  among 
precipices  overhanging  the  sea,  with  rocky  caverns  be- 
neath, into  which  the  waves  dash,  and  where  the  sea- 
gull forever  wheels  its  screaming  flight.  On  the  tops 
of  these  are  huge  stones  thrown  transverse,  as  if  an 
earthquake  had  tossed  them  there,  and  behind  these  is  a 
fretwork    of    perpendicular    rocks,    something    like    the 
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Giant's  Causeway .  A  thunderstorm  came  on  while  we 
were  at  the  inn,  and  Coleridge  was  running  out  bare- 
headed to  enjoy  the  commotion  of  the  elements  in  the 
Valley  of  Rocks,  but  as  if  in  spite,  the  clouds  only 
muttered  a  few  angry  sounds,  and  let  fall  a  few  refresh- 
ing drops.  Coleridge  told  me  that  he  and  Words- 
worth were  to  have  made  this  place  the  scene  of  a 
prose-tale,  which  was  to  have  been  in  the  manner  of, 
but  far  superior  to,  the  Death  of  Abel,  but  they  had 
relinquished  the  design.  In  the  morning  of  the  second 
day,  we  breakfasted  luxuriously  in  an  old-fashioned 
parlour,  on  tea,  toast,  eggs,  and  honey,  in  the  very 
sight  of  the  bee-hives  from  which  it  had  been  taken, 
and  a  garden  full  of  thyme  and  wild  flowers  that  had 
produced  it.  On  this  occasion  Coleridge  spoke  of 
Virgil's  Georgics,  but  not  well.  I  do  not  think  he  had 
much  feeling  for  the  classical  or  elegant.  It  was  in 
this  room  that  we  found  a  little  worn-out  copy  of  the 
Seasons,  lying  in  a  window  seat,  on  which  Coleridge 
exclaimed,  "That  is  true  fame !"  He  said  Thomson 
was  a  great  poet,  rather  than  a  good  one;  his  style 
was  as  meretricious  as  his  thoughts  were  natural.  He 
spoke  of  Cowper  as  the  best  modern  poet.  He  said 
the  Lyrical  Ballads  were  an  experiment  about  to  be 
tried  by  him  and  Wordsworth,  to  see  how  far  the  public 
taste  would  endure  poetry  written  in  a  more  natural 
and  simple  style  than  had  hitherto  been  attempted; 
totally  discarding  the  artifices  of  poetical  diction,  and 
making  use  only  of  such  words  as  had  probably  been 
common  in  the  most  ordinary  language  since  the  days 
of  Henry  II.  Some  comparison  was  introduced  between 
Shakespeare  and  Milton.  He  said  "he  hardly  knew 
which  to  prefer.  Shakespeare  appeared  to  him  a  mere 
stripling  in  the  art;  he  was  as  tall  and  as  strong,  with 
infinitely  more  activity  than  Milton^,  but  he  never  ap- 
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peared  to  have  come  to  man's  estate;  or  if  he  had,  he 
would  not  have  been  a  man,  but  a  monster/'  He  spoke 
with  contempt  of  Gray,  and  with  intolerance  of  Pope. 
He  did  not  like  the  versification  of  the  latter.  He 
observed  that  "the  ears  of  these  couplet-writers  might 
be  charged  with  having  short  memories,  that  could  not 
retain  the  harmony  of  whole  passages."  He  thought 
little  of  Junius  as  a  writer;  he  had  a  dislike  of  Dr. 
Johnson;  and  a  much  higher  opinion  of  Burke  as  an 
orator  and  politician,  than  of  Fox  or  Pitt.  He  how- 
ever thought  him  very  inferior  in  richness  of  style  and 
imagery  to  some  of  our  elder  prose-writers,  particularly 
Jeremy  Taylor.  He  liked  Richardson,  but  not  Field- 
ing; nor  could  I  get  him  to  enter  into  the  merits  of 
Caleb  Williams}  In  short,  he  was  profound  and  dis- 
criminating with  respect  to  those  authors  whom  he 
liked,  and  where  he  gave  his  judgment  fair  play;  capri- 
cious, perverse,  and  prejudiced  in  his  antipathies  and 
distastes.  We  loitered  on  the  "ribbed  sea-sands,"  in 
such  talk  as  this,  a  whole  morning,  and  I  recollect  met 
with  a  curious  sea-weed,  of  which  John  Chester  told  us 
the  country  name !  A  fisherman  gave  Coleridge  an 
account  of  a  boy  that  had  been  drowned  the  day  before, 
and  that  they  had  tried  to  save  him  at  the  risk  of  their 
own  lives.  He  said  "he  did  not  know  how  it  was  that 
they  ventured,  but,  Sir,  we  have  a  nature  towards  one 
another."  This  expression,  Coleridge  remarked  to  me, 
was  a  fine  illustration  of  that  theory  of  disinterested- 

1  He  had  no  idea  of  pictures,  of  Claude  or  Raphael,  and  at  this 
time  I  had  as  little  as  he.  He  sometimes  gives  a  striking  account 
at  present  of  the  Cartoons  at  Pisa,  by  Buffamalco  and  others;  of 
one  in  particular  where  Death  is  seen  in  the  air  brandishing  his  scythe, 
and  the  great  and  mighty  of  the  earth  shudder  at  his  approach,  while 
the  beggars  and  the  wretched  kneel  to  him  as  their  deliverer.  He 
would  of  course  understand  so  broad  and  fine  a  moral  as  this  at  any 
time. 
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ness  which  I  (in  common  with  Butler)  had  adopted. 
I  broached  to  him  an  argument  of  mine  to  prove  that 
likeness  was  not  mere  association  of  ideas.  I  said  that 
the  mark  in  the  sand  put  one  in  mind  of  a  man's  foot, 
not  because  it  was  part  of  a  former  impression  of  a 
man's  foot  (for  it  was  quite  new)  but  because  it  was 
like  the  shape  of  a  man's  foot.  He  assented  to  the 
justness  of  this  distinction  (which  I  have  explained  at 
length  elsewhere,  for  the  benefit  of  the  curious)  and 
John  Chester  listened;  not  from  any  interest  in  the 
subject,  but  because  he  was  astonished  that  I  should 
be  able  to  suggest  anything  to  Coleridge  that  he  did 
not  already  know.  We  returned  on  the  third  morning, 
and  Coleridge  remarked  the  silent  cottage-smoke  curling 
up  the  valleys  where,  a  few  evenings  before,  we  had 
seen  the  lights  gleaming  through  the  dark. 

In  a  day  or  two  after  we  arrived  at  Stowey,  we  set 
out,  I  on  my  return  home,  and  he  for  Germany.  It  was 
a  Sunday  morning,  and  he  was  to  preach  that  day  for 
Dr.  Toulmin  of  Taunton.  I  asked  him  if  he  had  pre- 
pared anything  for  the  occasion?  He  said  he  had  not 
even  thought  of  the  text,  but  should  as  soon  as  we 
parted.  I  did  not  go  to  hear  him, — this  was  a  fault, — 
but  we  met  in  the  evening  at  Bridgewater.  The  next 
day  we  had  a  long  day's  walk  to  Bristol,  and  sat  down, 
I  recollect,  by  a  well-side  on  the  road,  to  cool  ourselves 
and  satisfy  our  thirst,  when  Coleridge  repeated  to  me 
some  descriptive  lines  from  his  tragedy  of  Remorse; 
which  I  must  say  became  his  mouth  and  that  occasion 
better  than  they,  some  years  after,  did  Mr.  Elliston's 
and  the  Drury-lane  boards, — 

"Oh  memory !  shield  me  from  the  world's  poor  strife, 
And  give  those  scenes  thine  everlasting  life." 
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I  saw  no  more  of  him  for  a  year  or  two,  during 
which  period  he  had  been  wandering  in  the  Hartz 
Forest  in  Germany;  and  his  return  was  cometary, 
meteorous,  unlike  his  setting  out.  It  was  not  till  some 
time  after  that  I  knew  his  friends  Lamb  and  Southey. 
The  last  always  appears  to  me  (as  I  first  saw  him)  with 
a  commonplace-book  under  his  arm,  and  the  first  with 
a  bon-mot  in  his  mouth.  It  was  at  Godwin's  that  I  met 
him  with  Holcroft  and  Coleridge,  where  they  were  dis- 
puting fiercely  which  was  the  best — Man  as  he  was,  or 
man  as  he  is  to  be.  "Give  me/'  says  Lamb,  "man  as 
he  is  not  to  be."  This  saying  was  the  beginning  of  a 
friendship  between  us,  which  I  believe  still  continues. 
— Enough  of  this   for  the   present. 

"But  there  is  matter  for  another  rhyme, 
And  I  to  this  may  add  a  second  tale." 


ON    THE    PLEASURE    OF    PAINTING 

"There  is  a  pleasure  in  painting  which  none  but 
painters  know."  In  writing,  you  have  to  contend  with 
the  world;  in  painting,  you  have  only  to  carry  on  a 
friendly  strife  with  Nature.  You  sit  down  to  your 
task,  and  are  happy.  From  the  moment  that  you  take 
up  the  pencil,  and  look  Nature  in  the  face,  you  are  at 
peace  with  your  own  heart.  No  angry  passions  rise  to 
disturb  the  silent  progress  of  the  work,  to  shake  the 
hand,  or  dim  the  brow:  no  irritable  humours  are  set 
afloat:  you  have  no  absurd  opinions  to  combat,  no  point 
to  strain,  no  adversary  to  crush,  no  fool  to  annoy — you 
are  actuated  by  fear  or  favour  to  no  man.  There  is 
"no  juggling  here,"  no  sophistry,  no  intrigue,  no  tam- 
pering with  the  evidence,  no  attempt  to  make  black 
white,  or  white  black:  but  you  resign  yourself  into  the 
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hands  of  a  greater  power,  that  of  Nature,  with  the 
simplicity  of  a  child,  and  the  devotion  of  an  enthusiast 
— "study  with  joy  her  manner,  and  with  rapture  taste  ! 
her  style."  The  mind  is  calm,  and  full  at  the  same 
time.  The  hand  and  eye  are  equally  employed.  In 
tracing  the  commonest  object,  a  plant  or  the  stump  of 
a  tree,  you  learn  something  every  moment.  You  per- 
ceive unexpected  differences,  and  discover  likenesses 
where  you  looked  for  no  such  thing.  You  try  to  set 
down  what  vou  see — find  out  vour  error,  and  correct 
it.  You  need  not  play  tricks,  or  purposely  mistake: 
with  all  your  pains,  you  are  still  far  short  of  the  mark. 
Patience  grows  out  of  the  endless  pursuit,  and  turns 
it  into  a  luxurv.  A  streak  in  a  flower,  a  wrinkle  in  a 
leaf,  a  tinge  in  a  cloud,  a  stain  in  an  old  wall  or  ruin 
grey,  are  seized  with  avidity  as  the  spolia  opima  of 
this  sort  of  mental  warfare,  and  furnish  out  labour  for 
another  half  day.  The  hours  pass  away  untold,  with- 
out chagrin,  and  without  weariness ;  nor  would  you  ever 
wish  to  pass  them  otherwise.  Innocence  is  joined  with 
industry,  pleasure  with  business ;  and  the  mind  is  satis- 
fied, though  it  is  not  engaged  in  thinking  or  in  doing 
any  mischief.1 

1  There  is  a  passage  in  Werter  which  contains  a  very  pleasing  illus- 
tration of  this  doctrine,  and  is  as  follows: — 

"About  a  league  from  the  town  is  a  place  called  Walheim.  It  is 
very  agreeably  situated  on  the  side  of  a  hill:  from  one  of  the  paths 
which  leads  out  of  the  village,  you  have  a  view  of  the  whole  country; 
and  there  is  a  good  old  woman  who  sells  wine,  coffee,  and  tea  there: 
but  better  than  all  this  are  two  lime-trees  before  the  church,  which 
spread  their  branches  over  a  little  green,  surrounded  by  barns  and 
cottages.  I  have  seen  few  places  more  retired  and  peaceful.  I  send 
for  a  chair  and  table  from  the  old  woman's,  and  there  I  drink  my 
coffee  and  read  Homer.  It  was  by  accident  that  I  discovered  this 
place  one  fine  afternoon:  all  was  perfect  stillness;  everybody  was  in 
the  fields,  except  a  little  boy  about  four  years  old,  who  was  sitting 
on  the  ground,  and  holding  between  his  knees  a  child  of  about  six 
months;  he  pressed  it  to  his  bosom  with  his  little  arms,  which  made 
a  sort  of  great  chair  for  it;  and  notwithstanding  the  vivacity  which 
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I   have  not  much  pleasure  in   writing  these   Essays, 
or  in  reading  them   afterwards;   though   I   own   I   now 
and  then  meet  with  a  phrase  that  I  like,  or  a  thought 
that  strikes  me  as  a  true  one.     But  after  I  begin  them, 
I  am  only  anxious  to  get  to  the  end  of  them,  which  I 
am  not  sure  I  shall  do,  for  I  seldom  see  my  way  a  page 
or  even  a  sentence  beforehand;  and  when  I  have  as  by 
a  miracle  escaped,   I   trouble   myself  little   more   about 
them.      I    sometimes    have    to    write    them    twice    over: 
then  it  is  necessary  to  read  the  proof,  to  prevent  mis- 
takes by  the  printer;  so  that  by  the  time  they  appear 
in  a  tangible  shape,  and  one   can  con  them   over   with 
a  conscious,  sidelong  glance  to  the  public  approbation, 
they  have  lost  their  gloss  and  relish,  and  become  "more 
tedious  than  a  twice-told  tale."     For  a  person  to  read 
his  own  works  over  with  any  great  delight,  he  ought  first 
to  forget  that  he  ever  wrote  them.    Familiarity  naturally 
breeds  contempt.     It  is,  in  fact,  like  poring  fondly  over 
a  piece  of  blank  paper;  from  repetition,  the  words  con- 
vey  no    distinct    meaning   to   the    mind,    are    mere    idle 
sounds,  except  that  our   vanity  claims  an  interest  and 
property  in  them.     I  have  more  satisfaction  in  my  own 
thoughts  than  in   dictating  them   to   others :   words   are 
necessary  to   explain  the   impression   of   certain  things 
upon   me   to   the   reader,   but   they   rather    weaken   and 
draw  a  veil  over  than  strengthen  it  to  myself.      How- 
sparkled  in  his  eyes,  he  sat  perfectly  still.     Quite  delighted  with 
the  scene,  I  sat  down  on  a  plough  opposite,  and  had  great  pleasure 
in  drawing  this  little  picture  of    brotherly   tenderness.     I  added  a 
bit  of  the  hedge,  the  barn-door,  and  some  broken  cart-wheels,  with- 
out any  order,  just  as  they  happened  to  lie;  and  in  about  an  hour  I 
found  I  had  made  a  drawing  of  great  expression  and  very  correct 
design,  without  having  put  in  anything  of  my  own.     This  confirmed 
me  in  the  resolution  I  had  made  before,  only  to  copy  Nature  for  the 
future.     Nature    is    inexhaustible,    and    alone    forms    the    greatest 
masters.     Say  what  you  will  of  rules,  they  alter  the  true  features  and 
the  natural  expression." 
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ever  I  might  say  with  the  poet,  "My  mind  to  me  a 
kingdom  is,"  yet  I  have  little  ambition  "to  set  a  throne 
or  chair  of  state  in  the  understandings  of  other  men." 
The  ideas  we  cherish  most,  exist  best  in  a  kind  of 
shadowy  abstraction, 

"Pure  in  the  last  recesses  of  the  mind," 

and  derive  neither  force  nor  interest  from  being  ex- 
posed to  public  view.  They  are  old  familiar  acquaint- 
ance, and  any  change  in  them,  arising  from  the  ad- 
ventitious ornaments  of  style  or  dress,  is  little  to  their 
advantage.  After  I  have  once  written  on  a  subject,  it 
goes  out  of  my  mind:  my  feelings  about  it  have  been 
melted  down  into  words,  and  them  I  forget.  I  have, 
as  it  were,  discharged  my  memory  of  its  old  habitual 
reckoning,  and  rubbed  out  the  score  of  real  sentiment. 
For  the  future,  it  exists  only  for  the  sake  of  others. — 
But  I  cannot  say,  from  my  own  experience,  that  the 
same  process  takes  place  in  transferring  our  ideas  to 
canvas ;  they  gain  more  than  they  lose  in  the  mechanical 
transformation.  One  is  never  tired  of  painting,  be- 
cause you  have  to  set  down  not  what  you  knew  already, 
but  what  you  have  just  discovered.  In  the  former  case, 
you  translate  feelings  into  words;  in  the  latter,  names 
into  things.  There  is  a  continual  creation  out  of  noth- 
ing going  on.  With  every  stroke  of  the  brush,  a  new 
field  of  inquiry  is  laid  open;  new  difficulties  arise,  and 
new  triumphs  are  prepared  over  them.  By  comparing 
the  imitation  with  the  original,  you  see  what  you  have 
done,  and  how  much  you  have  still  to  do.  The  test  of 
the  senses  is  severer  than  that  of  fancy,  and  an  over- 
match even  for  the  delusions  of  our  self-love.  One  part 
of  a  picture  shames  another,  and  you  determine  to 
paint  up  to  yourself,  if  you  cannot  come  up  to  nature. 
Every  object  becomes  lustrous  from  the  light  thrown 
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back  upon  it  by  the  mirror  of  art:  and  by  the  aid  of 
the  pencil  we  may  be  said  to  touch  and  handle  the 
objects  of  sight.  The  air-drawn  visions  that  hover  on 
the  verge  of  existence  have  a  bodily  presence  given 
them  on  the  canvas :  the  form  of  beauty  is  changed  into 
a  substance:  the  dream  and  the  glory  of  the  universe 
is  made  "palpable  to  feeling  as  to  sight. " — And  see ! 
a  rainbow  starts  from  the  canvas,  with  all  its  humid 
train  of  glory,  as  if  it  were  drawn  from  its  cloudy  arch 
in  heaven.  The  spangled  landscape  glitters  with  drops 
of  dew  after  the  shower.  The  "fleecy  fools"  show  their 
coats  in  the  gleam  of  the  setting  sun.  The  shepherds 
pipe  their  farewell  notes  in  the  fresh  evening  air.  And 
is  this  bright  vision  made  from  a  dead  dull  blank,  like 
a  bubble  reflecting  the  mighty  fabric  of  the  universe? 
Who  would  think  this  miracle  of  Rubens'  pencil  pos- 
sible to  be  performed?  Who,  having  seen  it,  would  not 
spend  his  life  to  do  the  like?  See  how  the  rich  fallows, 
the  bare  stubble-field,  the  scanty  harvest-home,  drag  in 
Rembrandt's  landscapes  !  How  often  have  I  looked  at 
them  and  nature,  and  tried  to  do  the  same,  till  the  very 
"light  thickened,,,  and  there  was  an  earthiness  in  the 
feeling  of  the  air !  There  is  no  end  of  the  refinements 
of  art  and  nature  in  this  respect.  One  may  look  at  the 
misty  glimmering  horizon  till  the  eye  dazzles  and  the 
imagination  is  lost,  in  hopes  to  transfer  the  whole  inter- 
minable expanse  at  one  blow  upon  canvas.  Wilson 
said,  he  used  to  try  to  paint  the  effect  of  the  motes  danc- 
ing in  the  setting  sun.  At  another  time,  a  friend,  com- 
ing into  his  painting-room  when  he  was  sitting  on  the 
ground  in  a  melancholy  posture,  observed  that  his  pic- 
ture looked  like  a  landscape  after  a  shower:  he  started 
up  with  the  greatest  delight,  and  said,  "That  is  the 
effect  I  intended  to  produce,  but  thought  I  had  failed." 
Wilson  was  neglected;  and,  by  degrees,  neglected  his 
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art  to  apply  himself  to  brandy.  His  hand  became  un- 
steady, so  that  it  was  only  by  repeated  attempts  that 
he  could  reach  the  place  or  produce  the  effect  he  aimed 
at;  and  when  he  had  done  a  little  to  a  picture,  he  would 
say  to  any  acquaintance  who  chanced  to  drop  in,  "I 
have  painted  enough  for  one  day:  come,  let  us  go  some- 
where." It  was  not  so  Claude  left  his  pictures,  or  his 
studies  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber,  to  go  in  search  of 
other  enjoyments,  or  ceased  to  gaze  upon  the  glittering 
sunny  vales  and  distant  hills ;  and  while  his  eye  drank 
in  the  clear  sparkling  hues  and  lovely  forms  of  nature, 
his  hand  stamped  them  on  the  lucid  canvas  to  last  there 
for  ever !  One  of  the  most  delightful  parts  of  my  life 
was  one  fine  summer,  when  I  used  to  walk  out  of  an 
evening  to  catch  the  last  light  of  the  sun,  gemming  the 
green  slopes  or  russet  lawns,  and  gilding  tower  or  tree, 
while  the  blue  sky,  gradually  turning  to  purple  and 
gold,  or  skirted  with  dusky  grey,  hung  its  broad  marble 
pavement  over  all,  as  we  see  it  in  the  great  master  of 
Italian  landscape.  But  to  come  to  a  more  particular 
explanation  of  the  subject. 

The  first  head  I  ever  tried  to  paint  was  an  old 
woman  with  the  upper  part  of  the  face  shaded  by  her 
bonnet,  and  I  certainly  laboured  it  with  great  per- 
severance. It  took  me  numberless  sittings  to  do  it. 
I  have  it  by  me  still,  and  sometimes  look  at  it  with 
surprise,  to  think  how  much  pains  were  thrown  away 
to  little  purpose, — yet  not  altogether  in  vain  if  it  taught 
me  to  see  good  in  every  thing,  and  to  know  that  there 
is  nothing  vulgar  in  nature  seen  with  the  eye  of  science 
or  of  true  art.  Refinement  creates  beauty  everywhere: 
it  is  the  grossness  of  the  spectator  that  discovers  noth- 
ing but  grossness  in  the  object.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I 
spared  no  pains  to  do  my  best.  If  art  was  long,  I 
thought  that  life  was  so  too  at  that  moment.     I  got  in 


ON    THE    PLEASURE    OF    PAINTING       31 

the  general  effect  the  first  day;  and  pleased  and  sur- 
prised enough  I  was  at  my  success.  The  rest  was  a 
work  of  time — of  weeks  and  months  (if  need  were)  of 
patient  toil  and  careful  finishing.  I  had  seen  an  old 
head  by  Rembrandt  at  Burleigh  House,  and  if  I  could 
produce  a  head  at  all  like  Rembrandt  in  a  year,  in  my 
lifetime,  it  would  be  glory  and  felicity  and  wealth  and 
fame  enough  for  me !  The  head  I  had  seen  at  Bur- 
leigh was  an  exact  and  wonderful  facsimile  of  nature, 
and  I  resolved  to  make  mine  (as  nearly  as  I  could)  an 
exact  facsimile  of  nature.  I  did  not  then,  nor  do  I 
now  believe,  with  Sir  Joshua,  that  the  perfection  of  art 
consists  in  giving  general  appearances  without  indi- 
vidual details,  but  in  giving  general  appearances  with 
individual  details.  Otherwise,  I  had  done  my  work  the 
first  day.  But  I  saw  something  more  in  nature  than 
general  effect,  and  I  thought  it  worth  my  while  to  give 
it  in  the  picture.  There  was  a  gorgeous  effect  of  light 
and  shade ;  but  there  was  a  delicacy  as  well  as  depth 
in  the  chiaroscuro  which  I  was  bound  to  follow  into  all 
its  dim  and  scarce  perceptible  variety  of  tone  and 
shadow.  Then  I  had  to  make  the  transition  from  a 
strong  light  to  as  dark  a  shade,  preserving  the  masses, 
but  gradually  softening  off  the  intermediate  parts.  It 
was  so  in  nature ;  the  difficulty  was  to  make  it  so  in  the 
copy.  I  tried,  and  failed  again  and  again ;  I  strove 
harder,  and  succeeded  as  I  thought.  The  wrinkles  in 
Rembrandt  were  not  hard  lines,  but  broken  and  irregu- 
lar. I  saw  the  same  appearance  in  nature,  and  strained 
every  nerve  to  give  it.  If  I  could  hit  off  this  edgy  ap- 
pearance, and  insert  the  reflected  light  in  the  furrows 
of  old  age  in  half  a  morning,  I  did  not  think  I  had  lost 
a  day.  Beneath  the  shrivelled  yellow  parchment  look 
of  the  skin,  there  was  here  and  there  a  streak  of  the 
blood  colour  tinging  the   face ;   this   I   made   a   point   of 


32  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

conveying,  and  did  not  cease  to  compare  what  I  saw 
with  what  I  did  (with  jealous  lynx-eyed  watchfulness) 
till  I  succeeded  to  the  best  of  my  ability  and  judgment. 
How  many  revisions  were  there !  How  many  attempts 
to  catch  an  expression  which  I  had  seen  the  day  before ! 
How  often  did  we  try  to  get  the  old  position,  and  wait 
for  the  return  of  the  same  light !  There  was  a  pucker- 
ing up  of  the  lips,  a  cautious  introversion  of  the  eye 
under  the  shadow  of  the  bonnet,  indicative  of  the  feeble- 
ness and  suspicion  of  old  age,  which  at  last  we  man- 
aged, after  many  trials  and  some  quarrels,  to  a  toler- 
able nicety.  The  picture  was  never  finished,  and  I 
might  have  gone  on  with  it  to  the  present  hour.1  I 
used  to  set  it  on  the  ground  when  my  day's  work  was 
done,  and  saw  revealed  to  me  with  swimming  eyes  the 
birth  of  new  hopes  and  of  a  new  world  of  objects.  The 
painter  thus  learns  to  look  at  nature  with  different 
eyes.  He  before  saw  her  "as  in  a  glass  darkly,  but 
now  face  to  face."  He  understands  the  texture  and 
meaning  of  the  visible  universe,  and  "sees  into  the  life 
of  things,"  not  by  the  help  of  mechanical  instruments, 
but  of  the  improved  exercise  of  his  faculties,  and  an 
intimate  sympathy  with  nature.  The  meanest  thing  is 
not  lost  upon  him,  for  he  looks  at  it  with  an  eye  to 
itself,  not  merely  to  his  own  vanity  or  interest,  or  the 
opinion  of  the  world.  Even  where  there  is  neither 
beauty  nor  use — if  that  ever  were — still  there  is  truth, 
and  a  sufficient  source  of  gratification  in  the  indulgence 
of  curiosity  and  activity  of  mind.  The  humblest  painter 
is  a  true  scholar;  and  the  best  of  scholars — the  scholar 
of  nature.  For  myself,  and  for  the  real  comfort  and 
satisfaction  of  the  thing,  I  had  rather  have  been  Jan 

1  It  is  at  present  covered  with  a  thick  slough  of  oil  and  varnish 
(the  perishable  vehicle  of  the  English  school),  like  an  envelope  of 
gold-beaters'  skin,  so  as  to  be  hardly  visible. 


ON    THE    PLEASURE    OF    PAINTING       33 

Steen,  or  Gerard  Dow,  than  the  greatest  casuist  or 
philologer  that  ever  lived.  The  painter  does  not  view 
things  in  clouds  or  "mist,  the  common  gloss  of  the- 
ologians," but  applies  the  same  standard  of  truth  and 
disinterested  spirit  of  inquiry,  that  influence  his  daily 
practice,  to  other  subjects.  He  perceives  form,  he  dis- 
tinguishes character.  He  reads  men  and  books  with 
an  intuitive  eye.  He  is  a  critic  as  well  as  a  connoisseur. 
The  conclusions  he  draws  are  clear  and  convincing,  be- 
cause they  are  taken  from  the  things  themselves.  He 
is  not  a  fanatic,  a  dupe,  or  a  slave ;  for  the  habit  of  see- 
ing for  himself  also  disposes  him  to  judge  for  himself. 
The  most  sensible  men  I  know  (taken  as  a  class)  are 
painters ;  that  is,  they  are  the  most  lively  observers  of 
what  passes  in  the  world  about  them,  and  the  closest 
observers  of  what  passes  in  their  own  minds.  From 
their  profession  they  in  general  mix  more  with  the 
world  than  authors ;  and  if  they  have  not  the  same  fund 
of  acquired  knowledge,  are  obliged  to  rely  more  on  in- 
dividual sagacity.  I  might  mention  the  names  of  Opie, 
Fuseli,  Northcote,  as  persons  distinguished  for  strik- 
ing description  and  acquaintance  with  the  subtle  traits 
of  character.1  Painters  in  ordinary  society,  or  in 
obscure  situations  where  their  value  is  not  known,  and 
they  are  treated  with  neglect  and  indifference,  have 
sometimes  a  forward  self-sufficiency  of  manner;  but  this 
is  not  so  much  their  fault  as  that  of  others.  Perhaps 
their  want  of  regular  education  may  also  be  in  fault  in 
such  cases.      Richardson,  who  is   very  tenacious   of  the 

1  Men  in  business,  who  are  answerable  with  their  fortunes  for  the 
consequences  of  their  opinions,  and  are  therefore  accustomed  to 
ascertain  pretty  accurately  the  grounds  on  which  they  act,  before 
they  commit  themselves  on  the  event,  are  often  men  of  remarkably 
quick  and  sound  judgments.  Artists  in  like  manner  must  know 
tolerably  well  what  they  are  about,  before  they  can  bring  the  result 
of  their  observations  to  the  test  of  ocular  demonstration. 
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respect  in  which  the  profession  ought  to  be  held,  tells 
a  story  of  Michael  Angelo,  that  after  a  quarrel  between 
him  and  Pope  Julius  II.  "upon  account  of  a  slight 
the  artist  conceived  the  pontiff  had  put  upon  him, 
Michael  Angelo  was  introduced  by  a  bishop,  who, 
thinking  to  serve  the  artist  by  it,  made  it  an  argument 
that  the  Pope  should  be  reconciled  to  him,  because  men 
of  his  profession  were  commonly  ignorant,  and  of  no 
consequence  otherwise;  his  holiness,  enraged  at  the 
bishop,  struck  him  with  his  staff,  and  told  him,  it  was 
he  that  was  the  blockhead,  and  affronted  the  man  him- 
self would  not  offend:  the  prelate  was  driven  out  of  the 
chamber,  and  Michael  Angelo  had  the  Pope's  benedic- 
tion, accompanied  with  presents.  This  bishop  had 
fallen  into  the  vulgar  error,  and  was  rebuked  accord- 
ingly." 

Besides  the  exercise  of  the  mind,  painting  exercises 
the  body.  It  is  a  mechanical  as  well  as  a  liberal  art. 
To  do  anything,  to  dig  a  hole  in  the  ground,  to  plant  a 
cabbage,  to  hit  a  mark,  to  move  a  shuttle,  to  work  a 
pattern, — in  a  word,  to  attempt  to  produce  any  effect, 
and  to  succeed,  has  something  in  it  that  gratifies  the 
love  of  power,  and  carries  off  the  restless  activity  of 
the  mind  of  man.  Indolence  is  a  delightful  but  dis- 
tressing state ;  we  must  be  doing  something  to  be 
happy.  Action  is  no  less  necessary  than  thought  to 
the  instinctive  tendencies  of  the  human  frame ;  and 
painting  combines  them  both  incessantly.1  The  hand 
furnishes  a  practical  test  of  the  correctness  of  the  eye; 
and  the  eye,  thus  admonished,  imposes  fresh 
tasks  of  skill  and  industry  upon  the  hand.  Every 
stroke  tells,  as  the  verifying  of  a  new  truth;  and  every 
new  observation,  the  instant  it  is  made,  passes  into  an 

1  The  famous  Schiller  used  to  say,  that  he  found  the  great  happiness 
of  life,  after  all,  to  consist  in  the  discharge  of  some  mechanical  duty. 
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act  and  emanation  of  the  will.  Every  step  is  nearer 
what  we  wish,  and  yet  there  is  always  more  to  do.  In 
spite  of  the  facility,  the  fluttering  grace,  the  evanescent 
hues,  that  play  round  the  pencil  of  Rubens  and  Van- 
dyke, however  I  may  admire,  I  do  not  envy  them  this 
power  so  much  as  I  do  the  slow,  patient,  laborious 
execution  of  Correggio,  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  and  Andrea 
del  Sarto,  where  every  touch  appears  conscious  of  its 
charge,  emulous  of  truth,  and  where  the  painful  artist 
has    so   distinctly   wrought, 

"That  you  might  almost  say  his  picture  thought \" 

In  the  one  case,  the  colours  seem  breathed  on  the 
canvas  as  if  by  magic,  the  work  and  the  wonder  of  a 
moment;  in  the  other,  they  seem  inlaid  in  the  body  of 
the  work,  and  as  if  it  took  the  artist  years  of  unre- 
mitting labour,  and  of  delightful  never-ending  progress 
to  perfection.1  Who  would  wish  ever  to  come  to  the 
close  of  such  works, — not  to  dwell  on  them,  to  return 
to  them,  to  be  wedded  to  them  to  the  last  ?  Rubens, 
with  his  florid,  rapid  style,  complained  that  when  he 
had  just  learned  his  art,  he  should  be  forced  to  die. 
Leonardo,  in  the  slow  advances  of  his,  had  lived  long 
enough ! 

Painting  is  not,  like  writing,  what  is  properly  under- 
stood by  a  sedentary  employment.  It  requires  not  in- 
deed a  strong,  but  a  continued  and  steady  exertion  of 
muscular  power.  The  precision  and  delicacy  of  the 
manual  operation  makes  up  for  the  want  of  vehemence, 
— as  to  balance  himself  for  any  time  in  the  same  posi- 
tion the  rope-dancer  must  strain  every  nerve.  Paint- 
ing for  a  whole  morning  gives  one  as  excellent  an  ap- 

1  The  rich  impasting  of  Titian  and  Giorgione  combines  something 
of  the  advantages  of  both  these  styles,  the  felicity  of  the  one  with 
the  carefulness  of  the  other,  and  is  perhaps  to  be  preferred  to  either. 
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petite  for  one's  dinner  as  old  Abraham  Tucker  acquired 
for  his  by  riding  over  Banstead  Downs.  It  is  related 
of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  that  "he  took  no  other  exercise 
than  what  he  used  in  his  painting-room," — the  writer 
means,  in  walking  backwards  and  forwards  to  look  at 
his  picture;  but  the  act  of  painting  itself,  of  laying  on 
the  colours  in  the  proper  place  and  proper  quantity, 
was  a  much  harder  exercise  than  this  alternate  receding 
from  and  returning  to  the  picture.  This  last  would  be 
rather  a  relaxation  and  relief  than  an  effort.  It  is  not 
to  be  wondered  at,  that  an  artist  like  Sir  Joshua,  who 
delighted  so  much  in  the  sensual  and  practical  part  of 
his  art,  should  have  found  himself  at  a  considerable 
loss  when  the  decay  of  his  sight  precluded  him,  for  the 
last  year  or  two  of  his  life,  from  the  following  up  of 
his  profession, — "the  source,"  according  to  his  own 
remark,  "of  thirty  years'  uninterrupted  enjoyment  and 
prosperity  to  him."  It  is  only  those  who  never  think  at 
all,  or  else  who  have  accustomed  themselves  to  brood 
incessantly  on  abstract  ideas,  that  never  feel  ennui. 

To  give  one  instance  more,  and  then  I  will  have  done 
with  this  rambling  discourse.  One  of  my  first  attempts 
was  a  picture  of  my  father,  who  was  then  in  a  green 
old  age,  with  strong-marked  features,  and  scarred  with 
the  small-pox.  I  drew  it  with  a  broad  light  cross- 
ing the  face,  looking  down,  with  spectacles  on,  reading. 
The  book  was  Shaftesbury's  Characteristics,  in  a  fine 
old  binding,  with  Gribelin's  etchings.  My  father  would 
as  lieve  it  had  been  any  other  book;  but  for  him  to  read 
was  to  be  content,  was  "riches  fmeless."  The  sketch 
promised  well ;  and  I  set  to  work  to  finish  it,  deter- 
mined to  spare  no  time  nor  pains.  My  father  was  will- 
ing to  sit  as  long  as  I  pleased;  for  there  is  a  natural 
desire  in  the  mind  of  man  to  sit  for  one's  picture,  to  be 
the   object   of   continued   attention,  to   have  one's   like- 
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ness  multiplied;  and  besides  his  satisfaction  in  the  pic- 
ture, he  had  some  pride  in  the  artist,  though  he  would 
rather  I  should  have  written  a  sermon  than  painted  like 
Rembrandt  or  like  Raphael.      Those  winter  days,  with 
the    gleams    of    sunshine    coming    through    the    chapel- 
windows,   and   cheered  by  the  notes   of  the   robin-red- 
breast   in   our    garden    (that    "ever    in    the    haunch    of 
winter    sings") — as    my    afternoon's    work    drew    to    a 
close, — were  among  the  happiest  of  my  life.     When  I 
gave  the  effect  I  intended  to  any  part  of  the  picture  for 
which  I  had  prepared  my  colours,  when  I  imitated  the 
roughness  of  the  skin  by  a  lucky  stroke  of  the  pencil, 
when   I    hit   the   clear   pearly   tone   of    a    vein,   when    I 
gave   the    ruddy    complexion   of   health,   the    blood    cir- 
culating under   the   broad   shadows   of   one   side   of  the 
face,  I  thought  my  fortune  made;  or  rather  it  was  al- 
ready more   than  made,  in   my   fancying  that    I   might 
one  day  be  able  to  say  with  Correggio,  "I  also  am   a 
painter!"     It  was  an  idle  thought,  a  boy's  conceit;  but 
it  did  not  make  me  less   happy   at  the  time.      I   used 
regularly   to    set   my   work   in   the    chair   to   look   at    it 
through  the  long  evenings ;  and  many  a  time  did  I  re- 
turn to  take  leave   of  it  before   I   could  go  to  bed   at 
night.      I   remember  sending  it  with  a  throbbing  heart 
to  the  Exhibition,  and  seeing  it  hung  up  there  by  the 
side   of   one   of   the   Honourable    Mr.    Skeffington    (now 
Sir  George).      There  was  nothing  in  common  between 
them,   but    that    they   were    the    portraits    of    two    very 
good-natured   men.      I   think,   but   am   not   sure,   that    I 
finished   this   portrait    (or   another   afterwards)    on  the 
same    day   that   the    news    of   the    battle    of   Austerlitz 
came ;    I    walked   out   in   the   afternoon,   and,   as    I    re- 
turned, saw  the  evening  star  set  over  a  poor  man's  cot- 
tage with  other  thoughts  and  feelings  than  I  shall  ever 
have  again.      Oh   for  the   revolution  of  the   great   Pla- 
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tonic  year,  that  those  times  might  come  over  again !  I 
could  sleep  out  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  thou- 
sand intervening  years  very  contentedly ! — The  picture 
is  left:  the  table,  the  chair,  the  window  where  I  learned 
to  construe  Livy,  the  chapel  where  my  father  preached, 
remain  where  they  were;  but  he  himself  is  gone  to  rest, 
full  of  vears,  of  faith,  of  hope,  and  charity! 
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The  painter  not  only  takes  a  delight  in  nature,  he  has 
a  new  and  exquisite  source  of  pleasure  opened  to  him 
in  the  study  and  contemplation  of  works  of  art — 

"Whate'er  Lorraine  light  touch'd  with  soft'ning  hue, 
Or  savage  Rosa  dash'd,  or  learned  Poussin  drew." 

He  turns  aside  to  view  a  country  gentleman's  seat  with 
eager  looks,  thinking  it  may  contain  some  of  the  rich 
products  of  art.  There  is  an  air  round  Lord  Radnor's 
park,  for  there  hang  the  two  Claudes,  the  Morning  and 
Evening  of  the  Roman  Empire — round  Wilton  House, 
for  there  is  Vandyke's  picture  of  the  Pembroke  family 
— round  Blenheim,  for  there  is  his  picture  of  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham's  children,  and  the  most  magnificent 
collection  of  Rubenses  in  the  world — at  Knowsley,  for 
there  is  Rembrandt's  Handwriting  on  the  Wall — and 
at  Burleigh,  for  there  are  some  of  Guido's  angelic 
heads.  The  young  artist  makes  a  pilgrimage  to  each 
of  these  places,  eyes  them  wistfully  at  a  distance,  "bos- 
omed high  in  tufted  trees,"  and  feels  an  interest  in 
them  of  which  the  owner  is  scarce  conscious:  he  enters 
the  well-swept  walks  and  echoing  archways,  passes  the 
threshold,  is  led  through  wainscoted  rooms,  is  shown 
the  furniture,  the  rich  hangings,  the  tapestry,  the  massy 
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services  of  plate — and,  at  last,  is  ushered  into  the 
room  where  his  treasure  is,  the  idol  of  his  vows — some 
speaking  face  or  bright  landscape  !  It  is  stamped  on 
his  brain,  and  lives  there  thenceforward,  a  tally  for 
nature,  and  a  test  of  art.  He  furnishes  out  the  cham- 
bers of  the  mind  from  the  spoils  of  time,  picks  and 
chooses  which  shall  have  the  best  places — nearest  his 
heart.  He  goes  away  richer  than  he  came,  richer  than 
the  possessor ;  and  thinks  that  he  may  one  day  return, 
when  he  perhaps  shall  have  done  something  like  them, 
or  even  from  failure  shall  have  learned  to  admire  truth 
and  genius   more. 

My  first  initiation  in  the  mysteries  of  the  art  was  at 
the  Orleans  Gallery:  it  was  there  I  formed  my  taste, 
such  as  it  is ;  so  that  I  am  irreclaimably  of  the  old 
school  in  painting.  I  was  staggered  when  I  saw  the 
works  there  collected,  and  looked  at  them  with  won- 
dering and  with  longing  eyes.  A  mist  passed  away 
from  my  sight:  the  scales  fell  off.  A  new  sense  came 
upon  me,  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth  stood  before 
me.  I  saw  the  soul  speaking  in  the  face — "hands  that 
the  rod  of  empire  had  swayed"  in  mighty  ages  past — 
"a   forked  mountain  or   blue  promontory," 

"  with  trees  upon't 

That  nod  unto  the  world,  and  mock  our  eyes  with  air." 

Old  Time  had  unlocked  his  treasures,  and  Fame  stood 
portress  at  the  door.  We  had  all  heard  of  the  names 
of  Titian,  Raphael,  Guido,  Domenichino,  the  Caracci 
— but  to  see  them  face  to  face,  to  be  in  the  same  room 
with  their  deathless  productions,  was  like  breaking 
some  mighty  spell — was  almost  an  effect  of  necro- 
mancy !  From  that  time  I  lived  in  a  world  of  pictures. 
Battles,  sieges,  speeches  in  parliament  seemed  mere 
idle    noise    and    fury,    "signifying    nothing,"    compared 
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with  those  mighty  works  and  dreaded  names  that  spoke 
to  me  in  the  eternal  silence  of  thought.  This  was  the 
more  remarkable,  as  it  was  but  a  short  time  before  that 
I  was  not  only  totally  ignorant  of,  but  insensible  to  the 
beauties  of  art.  As  an  instance,  I  remember  that  one 
afternoon  I  was  reading  The  Provoked  Husband  with 
the  highest  relish,  with  a  green  woody  landscape  of 
Ruysdael  or  Hobbima  just  before  me,  at  which  I  looked 
off  the  book  now  and  then,  and  wondered  what  there 
could  be  in  that  sort  of  work  to  satisfy  or  delight  the 
mind — at  the  same  time  asking  myself,  as  a  speculative 
question,  whether  I  should  ever  feel  an  interest  in  it 
like  what   I   took  in  reading  Vanbrugh  and  Cibber? 

I  had  made  some  progress  in  painting  when  I  went 
to  the  Louvre  to  study,  and  I  never  did  anything  after- 
wards. I  never  shall  forget  conning  over  the  Catalogue 
which  a  friend  lent  me  just  before  I  set  out.  The  pic- 
tures, the  names  of  the  painters,  seemed  to  relish  in 
the  mouth.  There  was  one  of  Titian's  Mistress  at  her 
toilette.  Even  the  colours  with  which  the  painter  had 
adorned  her  hair  were  not  more  golden,  more  amiable 
to  sight,  than  those  which  played  round  and  tantalised 
my  fancy  ere  I  saw  the  picture.  There  were  two  por- 
traits by  the  same  hand — "A  Young  Nobleman  with  a 
glove" — Another,  "a  companion  to  it."  I  read  the 
description  over  and  over  with  fond  expectancy,  and 
filled  up  the  imaginary  outline  with  whatever  I  could 
conceive  of  grace,  and  dignity,  and  an  antique  gusto — 
all  but  equal  to  the  original.  There  was  the  Trans- 
figuration too.  With  what  awe  I  saw  it  in  my  mind's 
eye,  and  was  overshadowed  with  the  spirit  of  the  artist ! 
Not  to  have  been  disappointed  with  these  works  after- 
wards, was  the  highest  compliment  I  can  pay  to  their 
transcendent  merits.  Indeed,  it  was  from  seeing  other 
works  of  the  same  great  masters  that  I  had  formed  a 
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vague,  but  no  disparaging  idea  of  these.  The  first  day 
I  got  there,  I  was  kept  for  some  time  in  the  French 
Exhibition  Room,  and  thought  I  should  not  be  able  to 
get  a  sight  of  the  old  masters.  I  just  caught  a  peep 
at  them  through  the  door  (vile  hindrance!)  like  look- 
ing out  of  purgatory  into  paradise — from  Poussin's 
noble  mellow-looking  landscapes  to  where  Rubens 
hung  out  his  gaudy  banner,  and  down  the  glimmering 
vista  to  the  rich  jewels  of  Titian  and  the  Italian  school. 
At  last,  by  much  importunity,  I  was  admitted,  and  lost 
not  an  instant  in  making  use  of  my  new  privilege. 
It  was  un  beau  jour  to  me.  I  marched  delighted 
through  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  proudest  efforts 
of  the  mind  of  man,  a  whole  creation  of  genius,  a 
universe  of  art !  I  ran  the  gauntlet  of  all  the  schools 
from  the  bottom  to  the  top ;  and  in  the  end  got  ad- 
mitted into  the  inner  room,  where  they  had  been  re- 
pairing some  of  their  greatest  works.  Here  the  Trans- 
figuration, the  St.  Peter  Martyr,  and  the  St.  Jerome  of 
Domenichino  stood  on  the  floor,  as  if  they  had  bent 
their  knees,  like  camels  stooping,  to  unlade  their  riches 
to  the  spectator.  On  one  side,  on  an  easel,  stood  Hip- 
polito  de  Medici  (a  portrait  by  Titian)  with  a  boar- 
spear  in  his  hand,  looking  through  those  he  saw,  till 
you  turned  away  from  the  keen  glance;  and  thrown  to- 
gether in  heaps  were  landscapes  of  the  same  hand, 
green  pastoral  hills  and  vales,  and  shepherds  piping 
to  their  mild  mistresses  underneath  the  flowering  shade. 
Reader,  "if  thou  hast  not  seen  the  Louvre,  thou  art 
damned  I" — for  thou  hast  not  seen  the  choicest  remains 
of  the  works  of  art;  or  thou  hast  not  seen  all  these 
together,  with  their  mutually  reflected  glories.  I  say 
nothing  of  the  statues;  for  I  know  but  little  of  sculp- 
ture, and  never  liked  any  till  I  saw  the  Elgin  Marbles. 
.   .   .   Here,    for    four    months    together,    I    strolled    and 
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studied,  and  daily  heard  the  warning  sound — "Quatres 
heures  passees,  il  faut  fermer,  Citoyens" — (Ah!  why 
did  they  ever  change  their  style?)  muttered  in  coarse 
provincial  French ;  and  brought  away  with  me  some 
loose  draughts  and  fragments,  which  I  have  been  forced 
to  part  with,  like  drops  of  life-blood,  for  "hard  money." 
How  often,  thou  tenantless  mansion  of  godlike  mag- 
nificence— how  often  has  my  heart  since  gone  a  pilgrim- 
age to  thee ! 

It  has  been  made  a  question,  whether  the  artist,  or 
the  mere  man  of  taste  and  natural  sensibility,  receives 
most  pleasure  from  the  contemplation  of  works  of  art ; 
and  I  think  this  question  might  be  answered  by  another 
as  a  sort  of  experimentum  cruris,  namely,  whether  any 
one  out  of  that  "number  numberless"  of  mere  gentle- 
men and  amateurs,  who  visited  Paris  at  the  period  here 
spoken  of,  felt  as  much  interest,  as  much  pride  or 
pleasure  in  this  display  of  the  most  striking  monuments 
of  art  as  the  humblest  student  would?  The  first  en- 
trance into  the  Louvre  would  be  only  one  of  the  events 
of  his  journey,  not  an  event  in  his  life,  remembered 
ever  after  with  thankfulness  and  regret.  He  would 
explore  it  with  the  same  unmeaning  curiosity  and  idle 
wonder  as  he  would  the  Regalia  in  the  Tower,  or  the 
Botanic  Garden  in  the  Tuileries,  but  not  with  the  fond 
enthusiasm  of  an  artist.  How  should  he?  His  is 
"casual  fruition,  joyless,  unendeared."  But  the  painter 
is  wedded  to  his  art — the  mistress,  queen,  and  idol  of 
his  soul.  He  has  embarked  his  all  in  it,  fame,  time, 
fortune,  peace  of  mind — his  hopes  in  youth,  his  con- 
solation in  age :  and  shall  he  not  feel  a  more  intense 
interest  in  whatever  relates  to  it  than  the  mere  indolent 
trifler?  Natural  sensibility  alone,  without  the  entire 
application  of  the  mind  to  that  one  object,  will  not 
enable  the  possessor  to  sympathise  with  all  the  degrees 
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of  beauty  and  power  in  the  conceptions  of  a  Titian  or 
a  Correggio ;  but  it  is  he  only  who  does  this,  who  fol- 
lows them  into  all  their  force  and  matchless  grace,  that 
does  or  can  feel  their  full  value.  Knowledge  is  pleas- 
ure as  well  as  power.  No  one  but  the  artist  who  has 
studied  nature  and  contended  with  the  difficulties  of  art, 
can  be  aware  of  the  beauties,  or  intoxicated  with 
a  passion  for  painting.  No  one  who  has  not  devoted 
his  life  and  soul  to  the  pursuit  of  art  can  feel  the  same 
exultation  in  its  brightest  ornaments  and  loftiest  tri- 
umphs which  an  artist  does.  Where  the  treasure  is, 
there  the  heart  is  also.  It  is  now  seventeen  years  since 
I  was  studying  in  the  Louvre  (and  I  have  long  since 
given  up  all  thoughts  of  the  art  as  a  profession),  but 
long  after  I  returned,  and  even  still,  I  sometimes  dream 
of  being  there  again — of  asking  for  the  old  pictures — 
and  not  finding  them,  or  finding  them  changed  or  faded 
from  what  they  were,  I  cry  myself  awake !  What 
gentleman-amateur  ever  does  this  at  such  a  distance  of 
time, — that  is,  ever  received  pleasure  or  took  interest 
enough  in  them  to  produce  so  lasting  an  impression? 

But  it  is  said  that  if  a  person  had  the  same  natural 
taste,  and  the  same  acquired  knowledge  as  an  artist, 
without  the  petty  interests  and  technical  notions,  he 
would  derive  a  purer  pleasure  from  seeing  a  fine  por- 
trait, a  fine  landscape,  and  so  on.  This,  however,  is 
not  so  much  begging  the  question  as  asking  an  impos- 
sibility: he  cannot  have  the  same  insight  into  the  end 
without  having  studied  the  means ;  nor  the  same  love  of 
art  without  the  same  habitual  and  exclusive  attach- 
ment to  it.  Painters  are,  no  doubt,  often  actuated  by 
jealousy,  partiality,  and  a  sordid  attention  to  that  only 
which    they     find     useful     to     themselves     in    painting. 

W has    been    seen    poring    over    the    texture    of    a 

Dutch  cabinet-picture,  so  that  he  could  not  see  the  pic- 
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ture  itself.     But  this  is  the  perversion  and  pedantry  of 

the  profession,  not  its  true  or  genuine  spirit.     If  W 

had  never  looked  at  anything  but  megilps  and  han- 
dling, he  never  would  have  put  the  soul  of  life  and  man- 
ners into  his  pictures,  as  he  has  done.  Another  objec- 
tion is,  that  the  instrumental  parts  of  the  art,  the 
means,  the  first  rudiments,  paints,  oils,  and  brushes, 
are  painful  and  disgusting;  and  that  the  consciousness 
of  the  difficulty  and  anxiety  with  which  perfection  has 
been  attained  must  take  away  from  the  pleasure  of  the 
finest  performance.  This,  however,  is  only  an  addi- 
tional proof  of  the  greater  pleasure  derived  by  the 
artist  from  his  profession;  for  these  things  which  are 
said  to  interfere  with  and  destroy  the  common  interest 
in  works  of  art  do  not  disturb  him;  he  never  once 
thinks  of  them,  he  is  absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  a  higher 
object;  he  is  intent,  not  on  the  means,  but  the  end;  he 
is  taken  up,  not  with  the  difficulties,  but  with  the  tri- 
umph over  them.  As  in  the  case  of  the  anatomist,  who 
overlooks  many  things  in  the  eagerness  of  his  search 
after  abstract  truth;  or  the  alchemist  who,  while  he  is 
raking  into  his  soot  and  furnaces,  lives  in  a  golden 
dream;  a  lesser  gives  way  to  a  greater  object.  But  it  is 
pretended  that  the  painter  may  be  supposed  to  submit 
to  the  unpleasant  part  of  the  process  only  for  the  sake 
of  the  fame  or  profit  in  view.  So  far  is  this  from  being 
a  true  state  of  the  case,  that  I  will  venture  to  say,  in 
the  instance  of  a  friend  of  mine  who  has  lately  suc- 
ceeded in  an  important  undertaking  in  his  art,  that  not 
all  the  fame  he  has  acquired,  not  all  the  money  he  has 
received  from  thousands  of  admiring  spectators,  not  all 
the  newspaper  puffs, — nor  even  the  praise  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review, — not  all  these,  put  together,  ever  gave 
him  at  any  time  the  same  genuine,  undoubted  satisfac- 
tion as  any  one  half-hour  employed  in  the  ardent  and 
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propitious  pursuit  of  his  art — in  finishing  to  his  heart's 
content  a  foot,  a  hand,  or  even  a  piece  of  drapery. 
What  is  the  state  of  mind  of  an  artist  while  he  is  at 
work?  He  is  then  in  the  act  of  realising  the  highest 
idea  he  can  form  of  beauty  or  grandeur :  he  conceives, 
he  embodies  that  which  he  understands  and  loves  best: 
that  is,  he  is  in  full  and  perfect  possession  of  that 
which  is  to  him  the  source  of  the  highest  happiness  and 
intellectual   excitement  which   he   can   enjoy. 

In  short,  as  a  conclusion  to  this  argument,  I  will 
mention  a  circumstance  which  fell  under  my  knowledge 
the  other  day.  A  friend  had  bought  a  print  of  Titian's 
Mistress,  the  same  to  which  I  have  alluded  above.  He 
was  anxious  to  show  it  me  on  this  account.  I  told  him 
it  was  a  spirited  engraving,  but  it  had  not  the  look  of 
the  original.  I  believe  he  thought  this  fastidious,  till  I 
offered  to  shew  him  a  rough  sketch  of  it,  which  I  had 
by  me.  Having  seen  this,  he  said  he  perceived  exactly 
what  I  meant,  and  could  not  bear  to  look  at  the  print 
afterwards.  He  had  good  sense  enough  to  see  the  dif- 
ference in  the  individual  instance;  but  a  person  better 
acquainted  with  Titian's  manner  and  with  art  in  gen- 
eral— that  is,  of  a  more  cultivated  and  refined  taste — - 
would  know  that  it  was  a  bad  print,  without  having 
any  immediate  model  to  compare  it  with.  He  would 
perceive  with  a  glance  of  the  eye,  with  a  sort  of  instinc- 
tive feeling,  that  it  was  hard,  and  without  that  bland, 
expansive,  and  nameless  expression  which  always  dis- 
tinguished Titian's  most  famous  works.  Any  one  who 
is  accustomed  to  a  head  in  a  picture  can  never  reconcile 
himself  to  a  print  from  it;  but  to  the  ignorant  they  are 
both  the  same.  To  a  vulgar  eye  there  is  no  difference 
between  a  Guido  and  a  daub — between  a  penny  print,, 
or  the  vilest  scrawl,  and  the  most  finished  performance. 
In  other  words,  all  that  excellence  which  lies  between 
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these  two  extremes, — all,  at  least,  that  marks  the  ex- 
cess above  mediocrity, — all  that  constitutes  true  beauty, 
harmony,   refinement,   grandeur,   is   lost  upon  the   com- 
mon observer.      But  it  is   from  this  point  that  the  de- 
light, the  glowing  raptures  of  the  true  adept  commence. 
An  uninformed  spectator  may  like  an  ordinary  drawing 
better   than   the   ablest   connoisseur;   but    for   that   very 
reason  he   cannot  like  the  highest  specimens   of  art  so 
well.      The    refinements    not    only   of   execution   but    of 
truth  and  nature  are  inaccessible  to  unpractised  eyes. 
The  exquisite  gradations  in  a  sky  of  Claude's  are  not 
perceived   by   such  persons,   and  consequently  the  har- 
mony   cannot    be    felt.      Where    there    is    no    conscious 
apprehension,  there  can  be  no  conscious  pleasure.    Won- 
der at  the  first  sight  of  works  of  art  may  be  the  effect 
of    ignorance    and    novelty;    but    real    admiration    and 
permanent  delight  in  them  are  the  growth  of  taste  and 
knowledge.      "I    would    not    wish   to    have   your    eyes," 
said   a   good-natured  man   to   a   critic   who   was    finding 
fault  with  a  picture  in  which  the  other  saw  no  blemish. 
Why  so?     The  idea  which  prevented  him  from  admir- 
ing this  inferior  production  was  a  higher  idea  of  truth 
and   beauty   which   was    ever   present   with   him,   and   a 
continual  source  of  pleasing  and  lofty  contemplations. 
It  may  be  different  in  a  taste  for  outward  luxuries  and 
the  privations  of  mere  sense ;  but  the  idea  of  perfection, 
which  acts  as  an  intellectual  foil,  is  always  an  addition, 
a  support,  and  a  proud  consolation ! 

Richardson,  in  his  Essays,  which  ought  to  be  better 
known,  has  left  some  striking  examples  of  the  felicity 
and  infelicity  of  artists,  both  as  it  relates  to  their  ex- 
ternal fortune  and  to  the  practice  of  their  art.  In 
speaking  of  the  knowledge  of  hands,  he  exclaims: 
"When  one  is  considering  a  picture  or  a  drawing,  one 
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at  the  same  time  thinks  this  was  done  by  him1  who  had 
many  extraordinary  endowments  of  body  and  mind,  but 
was  withal  very  capricious ;  who  was  honoured  in  life 
and  death,  expiring  in  the  arms  of  one  of  the  greatest 
princes  of  that  age,  Francis  I.,  King  of  France,  who 
loved  him  as  a  friend.  Another  is  of  him2  who  lived  a 
long  and  happy  life,  beloved  of  Charles  V.  emperour; 
and  many  others  of  the  first  princes  of  Europe.  When 
one  has  another  in  hand,  we  think  this  was  done  by 
one3  who  so  excelled  in  three  arts  as  that  any  of  them 
in  that  degree  had  rendered  him  worthy  of  immortal- 
ity; and  one  moreover  that  durst  contend  with  his 
sovereign  (one  of  the  haughtiest  popes  that  ever  was) 
upon  a  slight  offered  to  him,  and  extricated  himself 
with  honour.  Another  is  the  work  of  him4  who,  without 
any  one  exterior  advantage  but  mere  strength  of  genius, 
had  the  most  sublime  imaginations,  and  executed  them 
accordingly,  yet  lived  and  died  obscurely.  Another  we 
shall  consider  as  the  work  of  him5  who  restored  Paint- 
ing when  it  had  almost  sunk;  of  him  whom  art  made 
honourable,  but  who,  neglecting  and  despising  great- 
ness with  a  sort  of  cynical  pride,  was  treated  suitably 
to  the  figure  he  gave  himself,  not  his  intrinsic  worth; 
which,  not  having  philosophy  enough  to  bear  it, 
broke  his  heart.  Another  is  done  by  one6  who  (on  the 
contrary)  was  a  fine  gentleman  and  lived  in  great  mag- 
nificence, and  was  much  honoured  by  his  own  and  for- 
eign princes ;  who  was  a  courtier,  a  statesman,  and  a 
painter;  and  so  much  all  these,  that  when  he  acted  in 
either  character,  that  seemed  to  be  his  business,  and 
the  others  his  diversion.  I  say  when  one  thus  reflects, 
besides  the  pleasure  arising  from  the  beauties  and  ex- 
cellences   of   the    work,   the    fine    ideas    it    gives    us    of 

1  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  2  Titian.  3  Michael  Angelo 

4  Correggio.  5  Annibal  Caracci.  6  Rubens. 


48  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

natural  things,  the  noble  way  of  thinking  it  may  sug- 
gest to  us,  an  additional  pleasure  results  from  the  above 
considerations.  But,  oh !  the  pleasure,  when  a  con- 
noisseur and  lover  of  art  has  before  him  a  picture  or 
drawing  of  which  he  can  say  this  is  the  hand,  these 
are  the  thoughts  of  him1  who  was  one  of  the  politest, 
best-natured  gentlemen  that  ever  was;  and  beloved  and 
assisted  by  the  greatest  wits  and  the  greatest  men  then 
in  Rome:  of  him  who  lived  in  great  fame,  honour,  and 
magnificence,  and  died  extremely  lamented;  and  missed 
a  Cardinal's  hat  only  by  dying  a  few  months  too 
soon;  but  was  particularly  esteemed  and  favoured  by 
two  Popes,  the  only  ones  who  filled  the  chair  of  St. 
Peter  in  his  time,  and  as  great  men  as  ever  sat  there 
since  that  apostle,  if  at  least  he  ever  did:  one,  in  short, 
who  could  have  been  a  Leonardo,  a  Michael  Angelo,  a 
Titian,  a  Correggio,  a  Parmegiano,  an  Annibal,  a 
Rubens,  or  any  other  whom  he  pleased,  but  none  of 
them  could  ever  have  been  a  Rafaelle." 

The  same  writer  speaks  feelingly  of  the  change  in 
the  style  of  different  artists  from  their  change  of  for- 
tune, and  as  the  circumstances  are  little  known,  I  will 
quote  the  passage  relating  to  two  of  them. 

"Guido  Reni,  from  a  prince-like  affluence  of  fortune 
(the  just  reward  of  his  angelic  works)  fell  to  a  con- 
dition like  that  of  a  hired  servant  to  one  who  supplied 
him  with  money  for  what  he  did  at  a  fixed  rate;  and 
that  by  his  being  bewitched  with  a  passion  for  gaming, 
whereby  he  lost  vast  sums  of  money;  and  even  what 
he  got  in  this  his  state  of  servitude  by  day,  he  com- 
monly lost  at  night:  nor  could  he  ever  be  cured  of  this 
cursed  madness.  Those  of  his  works,  therefore,  which 
he  did  in  this  unhappy  part  of  his  life,  may  easily  be 
conceived  to  be  in  a  different  style  to  what  he  did  be- 

1  Rafaelle. 
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fore,  which  in  some  things,  that  is,  in  the  airs  of  his 
heads  (in  the  gracious  kind),  had  a  delicacy  in  them 
peculiar  to  himself,  and  almost  more  than  human.  But 
I  must  not  multiply  instances.  Parmegiano  is  one  that 
alone  takes  in  all  the  several  kinds  of  variation,  and 
all  the  degrees  of  goodness,  from  the  lowest  of  the 
indifferent  up  to  the  sublime.  I  can  produce  evident 
proofs  of  this  in  so  easy  a  gradation,  that  one  cannot 
deny  but  that  he  that  did  this,  might  do  that,  and  very 
probably  did  so;  and  thus  one  may  ascend  and  descend, 
like  the  angels  on  Jacob's  ladder,  whose  foot  was  upon 
the  earth,  but  its  top  reached  to  Heaven. 

"And  this  great  man  had  his  unlucky  circumstance: 
he  became  mad  after  the  philosopher's  stone,  and  did 
but  very  little  in  painting  or  drawing  afterwards. 
Judge  what  that  was,  and  whether  there  was  not  an 
alteration  of  style  from  what  he  had  done  before  this 
devil  possessed  him.  His  creditors  endeavoured  to 
exorcise  him,  and  did  him  some  good,  for  he  set  him- 
self to  work  again  in  his  own  way;  but  if  a  drawing  I 
have  of  a  Lucretia  be  that  he  made  for  his  last  picture, 
as  it  probably  is  (Vasari  says  that  was  the  subject  of 
it),  it  is  an  evident  proof  of  his  decay;  it  is  good  in- 
deed, but  it  wants  much  of  the  delicacy  which  is  com- 
monly seen  in  his  works;  and  so  I  always  thought 
before  I  knew  or  imagined  it  to  be  done  in  this  his  ebb 
of  genius. " 

We  have  had  two  artists  of  our  own  country  whose 
fate  has  been  as  singular  as  it  was  hard.  Gandy  was  a 
portrait-painter  in  the  beginning  of  the  last  century, 
whose  heads  were  said  to  have  come  near  to  Rem- 
brandt's, and  he  was  the  undoubted  prototype  of  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds's  style.  Yet  his  name  has  scarcely 
been  heard  of;  and  his  reputation,  like  his  works,  never 
extended  beyond  his  own  country.     What  did  he  think 
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of  himself  and  of  a  fame  so  bounded?  Did  he  ever 
dream  he  was  indeed  an  artist?  Or  how  did  this  feel- 
ing in  him  differ  from  the  vulgar  conceit  of  the  lowest 
pretender?  The  best  known  of  his  works  is  a  portrait 
of  an  alderman  of  Exeter,  in  some  public  building  in 
that  city. 

Poor  Dan.  Stringer !  Forty  years  ago  he  had  the 
finest  hand  and  the  clearest  eye  of  any  artist  of  his 
time,  and  produced  heads  and  4rawings  that  would  not 
have  disgraced  a  brighter  period  in  the  art.  But  he 
fell  a  martyr  (like  Burns)  to  the  society  of  country 
gentlemen,  and  then  of  those  whom  they  would  con- 
sider as  more  his  equals.  I  saw  him  many  years  ago, 
when  he  treated  the  masterly  sketches  he  had  by  him 
(one  in  particular  of  the  group  of  citizens  in  Shake- 
speare "swallowing  the  tailor's  news")  as  "bastards  of 
his  genius,  not  his  children,,,  and  seemed  to  have  given 
up  all  thoughts  of  his  art.  Whether  he  is  since  dead, 
I  cannot  say;  the  world  do  not  so  much  as  know  that 
he  ever  lived ! 


ON  HOGARTH'S  MARRIAGE  A-LA-MODE 

The  superiority  of  the  pictures  of  Hogarth,  which  we 
have  seen  in  the  late  collection  at  the  British  Institu- 
tion, to  the  common  prints,  is  confined  chiefly  to  the 
Marriage  a-la-Mode.  We  shall  attempt  to  illustrate 
a  few  of  their  most  striking  excellences,  more  par- 
ticularly with  reference  to  the  expression  of  character. 
Their  merits  are  indeed  so  prominent,  and  have  been 
so  often  discussed,  that  it  may  be  thought  difficult  to 
point  out  any  new  beauties;  but  they  contain  so  much 
truth  of  nature,  they  present  the  objects  to  the  eye  un- 
der so  many   aspects   and  bearings,  admit  of  so  many 
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constructions,  and  are  so  pregnant  with  meaning,  that 
the  subject  is  in  a  manner  inexhaustible. 

Boccaccio,  the  most  refined  and  sentimental  of  all 
the  novel-writers,  has  been  stigmatised  as  a  mere  in- 
ventor of  licentious  tales,  because  readers  in  general 
have  only  seized  on  those  things  in  his  works  which 
were  suited  to  their  own  taste,  and  have  reflected  their 
own  grossness  back  upon  the  writer.  So  it  has  hap- 
pened that  the  majority  of  critics  having  been  most 
struck  with  the  strong  and  decided  expression  in 
Hogarth,  the  extreme  delicacy  and  subtle  gradations  of 
character  in  his  pictures  have  almost  entirely  escaped 
them.  In  the  first  picture  of  the  Marriage  a-la-Mode, 
the  three  figures  of  the  young  Nobleman,  his  intended 
Bride,  and  her  inamorato,  the  Lawyer,  shew  how  much 
Hogarth  excelled  in  the  power  of  giving  soft  and  ef- 
feminate expression.  They  have,  however,  been  less 
noticed  than  the  other  figures,  which  tell  a  plainer  story 
and  convey  a  more  palpable  moral.  Nothing  can  be 
more  finely  managed  than  the  differences  of  character 
in  these  delicate  personages.  The  Beau  sits  smiling  at 
the  looking-glass,  with  a  reflected  simper  of  self-admi- 
ration, and  a  languishing  inclination  of  the  head,  while 
the  rest  of  his  body  is  perked  up  on  his  high  heels  with 
a  certain  air  of  tip-toe  elevation.  He  is  the  Narcissus 
of  the  reign  of  George  II.,  whose  powdered  peruke, 
ruffles,  gold  lace,  and  patches,  divide  his  self-love  un- 
equally with  his  own  person, — the  true  Sir  Plume  of 
his  day; 

"Of  amber-lidded  snuff-box  justly  vain, 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane." 

There  is  the  same  felicity  in  the  figure  and  attitude  of 
the  Bride,  courted  by  the  Lawyer.  There  is  the  utmost 
flexibility,  and  yielding  softness   in  her  whole   person, 
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a  listless  languor  and  tremulous  suspense  in  the  expres- 
sion of  her  face.  It  is  the  precise  look  and  air  which 
Pope  has  given  to  his  favourite  Belinda,  just  at  the 
moment  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock.  The  heightened  glow, 
the  forward  intelligence,  and  loosened  soul  of  love  in 
the  same  face,  in  the  assignation  scene  before  the  mas- 
querade, form  a  fine  and  instructive  contrast  to  the 
delicacy,  timidity,  and  coy  reluctance  expressed  in  the 
first.  The  Lawyer  in  both  pictures  is  much  the  same 
— perhaps  too  much  so — though  even  this  unmoved,  un- 
altered appearance  may  be  designed  as  characteristic. 
In  both  cases  he  has  "a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 
framed  to  make  woman  false/'  He  is  full  of  that  easy 
good-humour  and  easy  good  opinion  of  himself,  with 
which  the  sex  are  delighted.  There  is  not  a  sharp  angle 
in  his  face  to  obstruct  his  success,  or  give  a  hint  of 
doubt  or  difficulty.  His  whole  aspect  is  round  and  rosy, 
lively  and  unmeaning,  happy  without  the  least  expense 
of  thought,  careless  and  inviting;  and  conveys  a  per- 
fect idea  of  the  uninterrupted  glide  and  pleasing  mur- 
mur of  the  soft  periods  that  flow  from  his  tongue. 

The  expression  of  the  Bride  in  the  Morning  Scene 
is  the  most  highly  seasoned,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
most  vulgar  in  the  series.  The  figure,  face,  and  atti- 
tude of  the  Husband  are  inimitable.  Hogarth  has  with 
great  skill  contrasted  the  pale  countenance  of  the  hus- 
band with  the  yellow  whitish  colour  of  the  marble 
chimney-piece  behind  him,  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
preserve  the  fleshy  tone  of  the  former.  The  airy 
splendour  of  the  view  of  the  inner  room  in  this  picture 
is  probably  not  exceeded  by  any  of  the  productions 
of  the   Flemish   School. 

The  Young  Girl  in  the  third  picture,  who  is  repre- 
sented as  the  victim  of  fashionable  profligacy,  is  un- 
questionably   one    of    the    artist's    chef-d'ceuvres.      The 


ON    HOGARTH'S    MARRIAGE    A-LA-MODE     53 

exquisite  delicacy  of  the  painting  is  only  surpassed 
by  the  felicity  and  subtlety  of  the  conception.  Noth- 
ing can  be  more  striking  than  the  contrast  between 
the  extreme  softness  of  her  person,  and  the  hardened 
indifference  of  her  character.  The  vacant  stillness., 
the  docility  to  vice,  the  premature  suppression  of 
youthful  sensibility,  the  doll-like  mechanism  of  the 
whole  figure,  which  seems  to  have  no  other  feeling  but 
a  sickly  sense  of  pain, — shew  the  deepest  insight  into 
human  nature,  and  into  the  effects  of  those  refinements 
in  depravity  by  which  it  has  been  good-naturedly  as- 
serted, that  "vice  loses  half  its  evil  in  losing  all  its 
grossness."  The  story  of  this  picture  is  in  some  parts 
very  obscure  and  enigmatical.  It  is  certain  that  the 
Nobleman  is  not  looking  straightforward  to  the  Quack, 
whom  he  seems  to  have  been  threatening  with  his  cane, 
but  that  his  eyes  are  turned  up  with  an  ironical  leer 
of  triumph  to  the  Procuress.  The  commanding  atti- 
tude and  size  of  this  woman,  the  swelling  circumfer- 
ence of  her  dress,  spread  out  like  a  turkey-cock's 
feathers, — the  fierce,  ungovernable,  inveterate  malig- 
nity of  her  countenance,  which  hardly  needs  the  com- 
ment of  the  clasp-knife  to  explain  her  purpose,  are  all 
admirable  in  themselves,  and  still  more  so,  as  they  are 
opposed  to  the  mute  insensibility,  the  elegant  negli- 
gence of  the  dress,  and  the  childish  figure  of  the  girl, 
who  is  supposed  to  be  her  protegee.  As  for  the 
Quack,  there  can  be  no  doubt  entertained  about  him. 
His  face  seems  as  if  it  were  composed  of  salve,  and 
his  features  exhibit  all  the  chaos  and  confusion  of  the 
most   gross,   ignorant,   and   impudent   empiricism. 

The  gradations  of  ridiculous  affectation  in  the 
Music  Scene  are  finely  imagined  and  preserved.  The 
preposterous,  over-strained  admiration  of  the  Lady  of 
Quality,    the    sentimental,    insipid,    patient    delight    of 
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the  Man  with  his  hair  in  papers  and  sipping  his  tea, — 
the  pert,  smirking,  conceited,  half-distorted  approba- 
tion of  the  figure  next  to  him,  the  transition  to  the 
total  insensibility  of  the  round  face  in  profile,  and 
then  to  the  wonder  of  the  Negro-boy  at  the  rapture  of 
his  Mistress,  form  a  perfect  whole.  The  sanguine 
complexion  and  flame-coloured  hair  of  the  female  Vir- 
tuoso throw  an  additional  light  on  the  character.  This 
is  lost  in  the  print.  The  continuing  the  red  colour  of 
the  hair  into  the  back  of  the  chair  has  been  pointed 
out  as  one  of  those  instances  of  alliteration  in  colour- 
ing, of  which  these  pictures  are  everywhere  full.  The 
gross  bloated  appearance  of  the  Italian  Singer  is  well 
relieved  by  the  hard  features  of  the  instrumental  per- 
former behind  him,  which  might  be  carved  of  wood. 
The  Negro-boy,  holding  the  chocolate,  both  in  expres- 
sion, colour,  and  execution,  is  a  masterpiece.  The 
gay,  lively  derision  of  the  other  Negro  boy,  playing 
with  the  Actaeon,  is  an  ingenious  contrast  to  the  pro- 
found amazement  of  the  first.  Some  account  has 
already  been  given  of  the  two  lovers  in  this  picture. 
It  is  curious  to  observe  the  infinite  activity  of  mind 
which  the  artist  displays  on  every  occasion.  An  in- 
stance occurs  in  the  present  picture.  He  has  so  con- 
trived the  papers  in  the  hair  of  the  Bride,  as  to  make 
them  look  almost  like  a  wreath  of  half-blown  flowers, 
while  those  which  he  has  placed  on  the  head  of  the 
musical  Amateur  very  much  resemble  a  cheveux-de-frise 
of  horns,  which  adorn  and  fortify  the  lack-lustre  ex- 
pression and  mild  resignation  of  the  face  beneath. 

The  Night  Scene  is  inferior  to  the  rest  of  the 
series.  The  attitude  of  the  Husband,  who  is  just 
killed,  is  one  in  which  it  would  be  impossible  for  him 
to  stand  or  even  to  fall.  It  resembles  the  loose  paste- 
board figures  thev  make   for  children.      The  characters 
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in  the  last  picture,  in  which  the  Wife  dies,  are  all 
masterly.  We  would  particularly  refer  to  the  cap- 
tious, petulant  self-sufficiency  of  the  Apothecary,  whose 
face  and  figure  are  constructed  on  exact  physiognom- 
ical principles,  and  to  the  fine  example  of  passive 
obedience  and  non-resistance  in  the  Servant,  whom  he 
is  taking  to  task,  and  whose  coat  of  green  and  yellow 
livery  is  as  long  and  melancholy  as  his  face.  The 
disconsolate  look,  the  haggard  eyes,  the  open  mouth, 
the  comb  sticking  in  the  hair,  the  broken,  gapped  teeth, 
which,  as  it  were,  hitch  in  an  answer — everything 
about  him  denotes  the  utmost  perplexity  and  dismay. 
The  harmony  and  gradations  of  colour  in  this  picture 
are  uniformly  preserved  with  the  greatest  nicety,  and 
are   well   worthy   the   attention   of   the    artist. 
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It  has  been  observed,  that  Hogarth's  pictures  are 
exceedingly  unlike  any  other  representations  of  the 
same  kind  of  subjects — that  they  form  a  class,  and 
have  a  character,  peculiar  to  themselves.  It  may  be 
worth  while  to  consider  in  what  this  general  distinc- 
tion  consists. 

In  the  first  place,  they  are,  in  the  strictest  sense, 
Historical  pictures ;  and  if  what  Fielding  says  be  true, 
that  his  novel  of  Tom  Jones  ought  to  be  regarded  as 
an  epic  prose-poem,  because  it  contained  a  regular  de- 
velopment of  fable,  manners,  character,  and  passion, 
the  compositions  of  Hogarth  will,  in  like  manner,  be 
found  to  have  a  higher  claim  to  the  title  of  Epic  Pic- 
tures than  many  which  have  of  late  arrogated  that 
denomination  to  themselves.  When  we  say  that 
Hogarth    treated    his    subjects    historically,    we    mean 
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that  his  works  represent  the  manners  and  humours  of 
mankind  in  action,  and  their  characters  by  varied  ex- 
pression. Every  thing  in  his  pictures  has  life  and 
motion  in  it.  Not  only  does  the  business  of  the  scene 
never  stand  still,  but  every  feature  and  muscle  is  put 
into  full  play;  the  exact  feeling  of  the  moment  is 
brought  out,  and  carried  to  its  utmost  height,  and  then 
instantly  seized  and  stamped  on  the  canvas  for  ever. 
The  expression  is  always  taken  en  passant,  in  a  state 
of  progress  or  change,  and,  as  it  were,  at  the  salient 
point.  Besides  the  excellence  of  each  individual  face, 
the  reflection  of  the  expression  from  face  to  face,  the 
contrast  and  struggle  of  particular  motives  and  feel- 
ings in  the  different  actors  in  the  scene,  as  of  anger, 
contempt,  laughter,  compassion,  are  conveyed  in  the 
happiest  and  most  lively  manner.  His  figures  are  not 
like  the  back-ground  on  which  they  are  painted:  even 
the  pictures  on  the  wall  have  a  peculiar  look  of  their 
own.  Again,  with  the  rapidity,  variety,  and  scope  of 
history,  Hogarth's  heads  have  all  the  reality  and  cor- 
rectness of  portraits.  He  gives  the  extremes  of  char- 
acter and  expression,  but  he  gives  them  with  perfect 
truth  and  accuracy.  This  is,  in  fact,  what  distin- 
guishes his  compositions  from  all  others  of  the  same 
kind,  that  they  are  equally  remote  from  caricature, 
and  from  mere  still  life.  It  of  course  happens  in  sub- 
jects from  common  life,  that  the  painter  can  procure 
real  models,  and  he  can  get  them  to  sit  as  long  as  he 
pleases.  Hence,  in  general,  those  attitudes  and  ex- 
pressions have  been  chosen  which  could  be  assumed 
the  longest;  and  in  imitating  which,  the  artist,  by  tak- 
ing pains  and  time,  might  produce  almost  as  complete 
fac-similes  as  he  could  of  a  flower  or  a  flower-pot, 
of  a  damask  curtain,  or  a  china  vase.  The  copy  was 
as  perfect  and  as  uninteresting  in  the  one  case  as  in 
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the  other.  On  the  contrary,  subjects  of  drollery  and 
ridicule  affording  frequent  examples  of  strange  de- 
formity and  peculiarity  of  features,  these  have  been 
eagerly  seized  by  another  class  of  artists,  who,  with- 
out subjecting  themselves  to  the  laborious  drudgery 
of  the  Dutch  School  and  their  imitators,  have  produced 
our  popular  caricatures,  by  rudely  copying  or  exag- 
gerating the  casual  irregularities  of  the  human  counte- 
nance. Hogarth  has  equally  avoided  the  faults  of 
both  these  styles,  the  insipid  tameness  of  the  one,  and 
the  gross  vulgarity  of  the  other,  so  as  to  give  the  pro- 
ductions of  his  pencil  equal  solidity  and  effect.  For 
his  faces  go  to  the  very  verge  of  caricature,  and  yet 
never  (we  believe  in  any  single  instance)  go  beyond 
it:  they  take  the  very  widest  latitude,  and  yet  we 
always  see  the  links  which  bind  them  to  nature:  they 
bear  all  the  marks  and  carry  all  the  conviction  of 
reality  with  them,  as  if  we  had  seen  the  actual  faces 
for  the  first  time,  from  the  precision,  consistency,  and 
good  sense,  with  which  the  whole  and  every  part  is 
made  owe.  Th~y  exhibit  the  most  uncommon  features 
with  the  most  uncommon  expressions,  but  which  are 
yet  as  familiar  and  intelligible  as  possible,  because 
with  all  the  boldness  they  have  all  the  truth  of  nature. 
Hogarth  has  left  behind  him  as  many  of  these  memo- 
rable faces,  in  their  memorable  moments,  as  perhaps 
most  of  us  remember  in  the  course  of  our  lives,  and  has 
thus    doubled   the   quantity   of   our    observation. 

We  have,  in  a  former  paper,  attempted  to  point  out 
the  fund  of  observation,  physical  and  moral,  contained 
in  one  set  of  these  pictures,  the  Marriage  a-la-Mode. 
The  rest  would  furnish  as  many  topics  to  descant  upon, 
were  the  patience  of  the  reader  as  inexhaustible  as 
the  painter's  invention.  But  as  this  is  not  the  case, 
we    shall    content    ourselves    with    barely    referring    to 
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some  of  those  figures  in  the  other  pictures,  which  ap- 
pear the  most  striking,  and  which  we  see  not  only 
while  we  are  looking  at  them,  but  which  we  have  be- 
fore us  at  all  other  times.  For  instance,  who  having 
seen  can  easily  forget  that  exquisite  frost-piece  of 
religion  and  morality,  the  antiquated  Prude  in  the 
Morning  Scene;  or  that  striking  commentary  on  the 
good  old  times,  the  little  wretched  appendage  of  a 
Foot-boy,  who  crawls  half  famished  and  half  frozen 
behind  her?  The  French  Man  and  Woman  in  the 
Noon  are  the  perfection  of  flighty  affectation  and 
studied  grimace ;  the  amiable  fraternisation  of  the  two 
old  Women  saluting  each  other  is  not  enough  to  be 
admired;  and  in  the  little  Master,  in  the  same  national 
group,  we  see  the  early  promise  and  personification 
of  that  eternal  principle  of  wondrous  self-complacency, 
proof  against  all  circumstances,  and  which  makes  the 
French  the  only  people  who  are  vain  even  of  being 
cuckolded  and  being  conquered !  Or  shall  we  prefer 
to  this  the  outrageous  distress  and  unmitigated  terrors 
of  the  Boy,  who  has  dropped  his  dish  of  meat,  and  who 
seems  red  all  over  with  shame  and  vexation,  and 
bursting  with  the  noise  he  makes  ?  Or  what  can  be 
better  than  the  good  housewifery  of  the  Girl  under- 
neath, who  is  devouring  the  lucky  fragments,  or  than 
the  plump,  ripe,  florid,  luscious  look  of  the  Servant- 
wench,  embraced  by  a  greasy  rascal  of  an  Othello, 
with  her  pye-dish  tottering  like  her  virtue,  and  with 
the  most  precious  part  of  its  contents  running  over? 
Just — no,  not  quite — as  good  is  the  joke  of  the  Woman 
overhead,  who,  having  quarrelled  with  her  husband, 
is  throwing  their  Sunday's  dinner  out  of  the  window, 
to  complete  this  chapter  of  accidents  of  baked-dishes. 
The  Husband  in  the  Evening  Scene  is  certainly  as 
meek   as   any   recorded  in   history;   but,  we   cannot   say 
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that  we  admire  this  picture,  or  the  Night  Scene  after 
it.  But  then,  in  the  Taste  in  High  Life,  there  is  that 
inimitable  pair,  differing  only  in  sex,  congratulating 
and  delighting  one  another  by  "all  the  mutually  re- 
flected charities"  of  folly  and  affectation,  with  the 
young  Lady  coloured  like  a  rose,  dandling  her  little, 
black,  pug-faced,  white-teethed,  chuckling  favourite, 
and  with  the  portrait  of  Mons.  Des  Noyers  in  the 
back-ground,  dancing  in  a  grand  ballet,  surrounded 
by  butterflies.  And  again,  in  the  Election  Dinner,  is 
the  immortal  Cobler,  surrounded  by  his  Peers,  who, 
"frequent   and    full" — 

"In   loud   recess   and    brawling   conclave    sit": — 

the  Jew  in  the  second  picture,  a  very  Jew  in  grain — 
innumerable  fine  sketches  of  heads  in  the  Polling  for 
Votes,  of  which  the  Nobleman  overlooking  the  carica- 
turist is  the  best;  and  then  the  irresistible  tumultuous 
display  of  broad  humour  in  the  Chairing  the  Member, 
which  is,  perhaps,  of  all  Hogarth's  pictures,  the  most 
full  of  laughable  incidents  and  situations — the  yellow, 
rusty-faced  thresher,  with  his  swinging  flail,  breaking 
the  head  of  one  of  the  Chairmen,  and  his  redoubted 
antagonist,  the  Sailor,  with  his  oak-stick,  and  stumping 
wooden  leg,  a  supplemental  cudgel — the  persevering 
ecstasy  of  the  hobbling  Blind  Fiddler,  who,  in  the 
fray,  appears  to  have  been  trod  upon  by  the  artificial 
excrescence  of  the  honest  Tar — Monsieur,  the  Monkey, 
with  piteous  aspect,  speculating  the  impending  dis- 
aster of  the  triumphant  candidate,  and  his  brother 
Bruin,  appropriating  the  paunch — the  precipitous 
flight  of  the  Pigs,  souse  over  head  into  the  water,  the 
fine  Lady  fainting,  with  vermillion  lips,  and  the  two 
Chimney-sweepers,  satirical  young  rogues !  We  had 
almost    forgot    the    Politician    who    is    burning    a    hole 
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through  his  hat  with  a  candle  in  reading  the  news- 
paper; and  the  Chickens,  in  the  March  to  Finchley, 
wandering  in  search  of  their  lost  dam,  who  is  found 
in  the  pocket  of  the  Serjeant.  Of  the  pictures  in  the 
Rake's  Progress  in  this  collection,  we  shall  not  here 
say  anything,  because  we  think  them,  on  the  whole, 
inferior  to  the  prints,  and  because  they  have  already 
been  criticised  by  a  writer,  to  whom  we  could  add 
nothing,  in  a  paper  which  ought  to  be  read  by  every 
lover  of  Hogarth  and  of  English  genius.1 

ON  GUSTO 

Gusto  in  art  is  power  or  passion  defining  any  ob- 
ject. It  is  not  so  difficult  to  explain  this  term  in  what 
relates  to  expression  (of  which  it  may  be  said  to  be 
the  highest  degree)  as  in  what  relates  to  things  with- 
out expression,  to  the  natural  appearances  of  objects, 
as  mere  colour  or  form.  In  one  sense,  however,  there 
is  hardly  any  object  entirely  devoid  of  expression, 
without  some  character  of  power  belonging  to  it,  some 
precise  association  with  pleasure  or  pain:  and  it  is  in 
giving  this  truth  of  character  from  the  truth  of  feeling, 
whether  in  the  highest  or  the  lowest  degree,  but  always 
in  the  highest  degree  of  which  the  subject  is  capable, 
that  gusto  consists. 

There  is  a  gusto  in  the  colouring  of  Titian.  Not 
only  do  his  heads  seem  to  think — his  bodies  seem  to 
feel.  This  is  what  the  Italians  mean  by  the  mor- 
bidezza  of  his  flesh-colour.  It  seems  sensitive  and 
alive  all  over;  not  merely  to  have  the  look  and  texture 
of  flesh,  but  the  feeling  in  itself.  For  example,  the 
limbs   of  his   female   figures   have   a  luxurious   softness 

1  See  an  Essay  on  the  genius  of  Hogarth,  by  C.  Lamb,  published 
in  a  periodical  work,  called  the  Reflector. 
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and  delicacy,  which  appears  conscious  of  the  pleasure 
of  the  beholder.  As  the  objects  themselves  in  nature 
would  produce  an  impression  on  the  sense,  distinct 
from  every  other  object,  and  having  something  divine 
in  it,  which  the  heart  owns  and  the  imagination  con- 
secrates, the  objects  in  the  picture  preserve  the  same 
impression,  absolute,  unimpaired,  stamped  with  all  the 
truth  of  passion,  the  pride  of  the  eye,  and  the  charm 
of  beauty.  Rubens  makes  his  flesh-colour  like  flowers ; 
Albano's  is  like  ivory;  Titian's  is  like  flesh,  and  like 
nothing  else.  It  is  as  different  from  that  of  other 
painters,  as  the  skin  is  from  a  piece  of  white  or  red 
drapery  thrown  over  it.  The  blood  circulates  here 
and  there,  the  blue  veins  just  appear,  the  rest  is  dis- 
tinguished throughout  only  by  that  sort  of  tingling 
sensation  to  the  eye,  which  the  body  feels  within  itself. 
This  is  gusto.  Vandyke's  flesh-colour,  though  it  has 
great  truth  and  purity,  wants  gusto.  It  has  not  the 
internal  character,  the  living  principle  in  it.  It  is  a 
smooth  surface,  not  a  warm,  moving  mass.  It  is 
painted  without  passion,  with  indifference.  The  hand 
only  has  been  concerned.  The  impression  slides  off 
from  the  eye,  and  does  not,  like  the  tones  of  Titian's 
pencil,  leave  a  sting  behind  it  in  the  mind  of  the 
spectator.  The  eye  does  not  acquire  a  taste  or  appe- 
tite for  what  it  sees.  In  a  word,  gusto  in  painting  is 
where  the  impression  made  on  one  sense  excites  by 
affinity  those  of  another. 

Michael  Angelo's  forms  are  full  of  gusto.  Thev 
everywhere  obtrude  the  sense  of  power  upon  the  eye. 
His  limbs  convey  an  idea  of  muscular  strength,  of 
moral  grandeur,  and  even  of  intellectual  dignity:  they 
are  firm,  commanding,  broad,  and  massy,  capable  of 
executing  with  ease  the  determined  purposes  of  the 
will.      His    faces    have    no    other    expression    than    his 
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figures,  conscious  power  and  capacity.  They  appear 
only  to  think  what  they  shall  do,  and  to  know  that 
they  can  do  it.  This  is  what  is  meant  by  saying  that 
his  style  is  hard  and  masculine.  It  is  the  reverse  of 
Correggio's,  which  is  effeminate.  That  is,  the  gusto  of 
Michael  Angelo  consists  in  expressing  energy  of  will 
without  proportionable  sensibility,  Correggio's  in  ex- 
pressing exquisite  sensibility  without  energy  of  will. 
In  Correggio's  faces  as  well  as  figures  we  see  neither 
bones  nor  muscles,  but  then  what  a  soul  is  there,  full 
of  sweetness  and  of  grace — pure,  playful,  soft,  angel- 
ical !  There  is  sentiment  enough  in  a  hand  painted  by 
Correggio  to  set  up  a  school  of  history  painters.  When- 
ever we  look  at  the  hands  of  Correggio's  women  or  of 
Raphael's,  we  always  wish  to  touch  them. 

Again,  Titian's  landscapes  have  a  prodigious  gusto, 
both  in  the  colouring  and  forms.  We  shall  never  for- 
get one  that  we  saw  many  years  ago  in  the  Orleans 
Gallery  of  Acteon  hunting.  It  had  a  brown,  mellow, 
autumnal  look.  The  sky  was  of  the  colour  of  stone. 
The  winds  seemed  to  sing  through  the  rustling 
branches  of  the  trees,  and  already  you  might  hear  the 
twanging  of  bows  resound  through  the  tangled  mazes 
of  the  wood.  Mr.  West,  we  understand,  has  this  land- 
scape. He  will  know  if  this  description  of  it  is  just. 
The  landscape  back-ground  of  the  St.  Peter  Martyr 
is  another  well  known  instance  of  the  power  of  this 
great  painter  to  give  a  romantic  interest  and  an  appro- 
priate character  to  the  objects  of  his  pencil,  where 
every  circumstance  adds  to  the  effect  of  the  scene, — 
the  bold  trunks  of  the  tall  forest  trees,  the  trailing 
ground  plants,  with  that  tall  convent  spire  rising  in 
the  distance,  amidst  the  blue  sapphire  mountains  and 
the  golden  sky. 

Rubens  has  a  great  deal  of  gusto  in  his   Fauns  and 
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Satyrs,  and  in  all  that  expresses  motion,  but  in  noth- 
ing else.  Rembrandt  has  it  in  everything;  everything 
in  his  pictures  has  a  tangible  character.  If  he  puts 
a  diamond  in  the  ear  of  a  burgomaster's  wife,  it  is  of 
the  first  water;  and  his  furs  and  stuffs  are  proof 
against  a  Russian  winter.  Raphael's  gusto  was  only 
in  expression ;  he  had  no  idea  of  the  character  of  any- 
thing but  the  human  form.  The  dryness  and  poverty 
of  his  style  in  other  respects  is  a  phenomenon  in  the 
art.  His  trees  are  like  sprigs  of  grass  stuck  in  a 
book  of  botanical  specimens.  Was  it  that  Raphael 
never  had  time  to  go  beyond  the  walls  of  Rome  ?  That 
he  was  always  in  the  streets,  at  church,  or  in  the  bath? 
He  was  not  one  of  the  Society  of  Arcadians.1 

Claude's  landscapes,  perfect  as  they  are,  want  gusto. 
This  is  not  easy  to  explain.  They  are  perfect  ab- 
stractions of  the  visible  images  of  things ;  they  speak 
the  visible  language  of  nature  truly.  They  resemble  a 
mirror  or  a  microscope.  To  the  eye  only  they  are 
more  perfect  than  any  other  landscapes  that  ever  were 
or  will  be  painted;  they  give  more  of  nature,  as  cog- 
nisable by  one  sense  alone ;  but  they  lay  an  equal 
stress  on  all  visible  impressions.  They  do  not  in- 
terpret one  sense  by  another;  they  do  not  distinguish 
the  character  of  different  objects  as  we  are  taught, 
and  can  only  be  taught,  to  distinguish  them  by  their 
effect  on  the  different  senses.  That  is,  his  eye  wanted 
imagination:  it  did  not  strongly  sympathise  with  his 
other   faculties.      He   saw   the   atmosphere,   but   he   did 

1  Raphael  not  only  could  not  paint  a  landscape;  he  could  not 
paint  people  in  a  landscape.  He  could  not  have  painted  the  heads 
or  the  figures,  or  even  the  dresses,  of  the  St.  Peter  Martyr.  His 
figures  have  always  an  in-door  look,  that  is,  a  set,  determined,  volun- 
tary, dramatic  character,  arising  from  their  own  passions,  or  a  watch- 
fulness of  those  of  others,  and  want  that  wild  uncertainty  of  expres- 
sion, which  is  connected  with  the  accidents  of  nature  and  the  changes 
of  the  elements.     He  has  nothing  romantic  about  him. 
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not  feel  it.  He  painted  the  trunk  of  a  tree  or  a  rock 
in  the  foreground  as  smooth — with  as  complete  an 
abstraction  of  the  gross,  tangible  impression,  as  any 
other  part  of  the  picture.  His  trees  are  perfectly 
beautiful,  but  quite  immovable ;  they  have  a  look  of 
enchantment.  In  short,  his  landscapes  are  unequalled 
imitations  of  nature,  released  from  its  subjection  to 
the  elements,  as  if  all  objects  were  become  a  delight- 
ful fairy  vision,  and  the  eye  had  rarefied  and  refined 
away  the  other  senses. 

The  gusto  in  the  Greek  statues  is  of  a  very  singular 
kind.  The  sense  of  perfect  form  nearly  occupies  the 
whole  mind,  and  hardly  suffers  it  to  dwell  on  any 
other  feeling.  It  seems  enough  for  them  to  be,  with- 
out acting  or  suffering.  Their  forms  are  ideal, 
spiritual.  Their  beauty  is  power.  By  their  beauty 
they  are  raised  above  the  frailties  of  pain  or  passion; 
by  their  beauty  they  are  deified. 

The  infinite  quantity  of  dramatic  invention  in 
Shakespeare  takes  from  his  gusto.  The  power  he  de- 
lights to  show  is  not  intense,  but  discursive.  He  never 
insists  on  anything  as  much  as  he  might,  except  a 
quibble.  Milton  has  great  gusto.  He  repeats  his 
blows  twice;  grapples  with  and  exhausts  his  subject. 
His  imagination  has  a  double  relish  of  its  objects,  an 
inveterate  attachment  to  the  things  he  describes,  and 
to  the  words  describing  them. 

— "Or    where    Chineses    drive 
With  sails  and  wind  their  cany  waggons  light." 

"Wild  above  rule  or  art,  enormous  bliss." 

There  is  a  gusto  in  Pope's  compliments,  in  Dryden's 
satires,  and  Prior's  tales;  and  among  prose  writers 
Boccaccio  and  Rabelais  had  the  most  of  it.      We  will 
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only  mention  one  other  work  which  appears  to  us  to 
be  full  of  gusto,  and  that  is  the  Beggar's  Opera.  If  it 
is  not,  we  are  altogether  mistaken  in  our  notions  on 
this  delicate  subject. 
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"And   blind   Orion   hungry   for   the   morn." 

Orion,  the  subject  of  this  landscape,  was  the  classical 
Nimrod;  and  is  called  by  Homer,  "a  hunter  of  shadows, 
himself  a  shade."  He  was  the  son  of  Neptune;  and 
having  lost  an  eye  in  some  affray  between  the  Gods  and 
men,  was  told  that  if  he  would  go  to  meet  the  rising 
sun,  he  would  recover  his  sight.  He  is  represented 
setting  out  on  his  journey,  with  men  on  his  shoulders 
to  guide  him,  a  bow  in  his  hand,  and  Diana  in  the 
clouds  greeting  him.  He  stalks  along,  a  giant  upon 
earth,  and  reels  and  falters  in  his  gait,  as  if  just 
awaked  out  of  sleep,  or  uncertain  of  his  way; — you 
see  his  blindness,  though  his  back  is  turned.  Mists 
rise  around  him,  and  veil  the  sides  of  the  green  forests ; 
earth  is  dank  and  fresh  with  dews,  the  "gray  dawn 
and  the  Pleiades  before  him  dance,"  and  in  the  dis- 
tance are  seen  the  blue  hills  and  sullen  ocean.  Nothing 
was  ever  more  finely  conceived  or  done.  It  breathes 
the  spirit  of  the  morning;  its  moisture,  its  repose,  its 
obscurity,  waiting  the  miracle  of  light  to  kindle  it  into 
smiles ;  the  whole  is,  like  the  principal  figure  in  it, 
"a  forerunner  of  the  dawn."  The  same  atmosphere 
tinges  and  imbues  every  object,  the  same  dull  light 
"shadowy  sets  off"  the  face  of  nature:  one  feeling  of 
vastness,  of  strangeness,  and  of  primeval  forms  per- 
vades the  painter's  canvas,  and  we  are  thrown  back 
upon    the    first    integrity    of    things.      This    great    and 
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learned  man  might  be  said  to  see  nature  through  the 
glass  of  time;  he  alone  has  a  right  to  be  considered 
as  the  painter  of  classical  antiquity.  Sir  Joshua  has 
done  him  justice  in  this  respect.  He  could  give  to 
the  scenery  of  his  heroic  fables  that  unimpaired  look 
of  original  nature,  full,  solid,  large,  luxuriant,  teeming 
with  life  and  power ;  or  deck  it  with  all  the  pomp  of 
art,  with  temples  and  towers,  and  mythologic  groves. 
His  pictures  "denote  a  foregone  conclusion. "  He  ap- 
plies nature  to  his  purposes,  works  out  her  images 
according  to  the  standard  of  his  thoughts,  embodies 
high  fictions ;  and  the  first  conception  being  given,  all 
the  rest  seems  to  grow  out  of  and  be  assimilated  to  it, 
by  the  unfailing  process  of  a  studious  imagination. 
Like  his  own  Orion,  he  overlooks  the  surrounding 
scene,  appears  to  "take  up  the  isles  as  a  very  little 
thing,  and  to  lay  the  earth  in  a  balance. "  With  a 
laborious  and  mighty  grasp,  he  puts  nature  into  the 
mould  of  the  ideal  and  antique;  and  was  among 
painters  (more  than  any  one  else)  what  Milton  was 
among  poets.  There  is  in  both  something  of  the  same 
pedantry,  the  same  stiffness,  the  same  elevation,  the 
same  grandeur,  the  same  mixture  of  art  and  nature, 
the  same  richness  of  borrowed  materials,  the  same 
unity  of  character.  Neither  the  poet  nor  the  painter 
lowered  the  subjects  they  treated,  but  filled  up  the 
outline  in  the  fancy,  and  added  strength  and  reality 
to  it;  and  thus  not  only  satisfied,  but  surpassed  the 
expectations  of  the  spectator  and  the  reader.  This  is 
held  for  the  triumph  and  the  perfection  of  works  of 
art.  To  give  us  nature,  such  as  we  see  it,  is  well  and 
deserving  of  praise;  to  give  us  nature,  such  as  we 
have  never  seen,  but  have  often  wished  to  see  it,  is 
better,  and  deserving  of  higher  praise.  He  who  can 
show  the  world  in  its  first  naked  glory,  with  the  hues 
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of  fancy  spread  over  it,  or  in  its  high  and  palmy  state, 
with  the  gravity  of  history  stamped  on  the  proud 
monuments  of  vanished  empire, — who,  by  his  "so 
potent  art,"  can  recall  time  past,  transport  us  to  dis- 
tant places,  and  join  the  regions  of  imagination  (a 
new  conquest)  to  those  of  reality, — who  shows  us  not 
only  what  nature  is,  but  what  she  has  been,  and  is 
capable  of, — he  who  does  this,  and  does  it  with 
simplicity,  with  truth,  and  grandeur,  is  lord  of  nature 
and  her  powers ;  and  his  mind  is  universal,  and  his 
art  the  master-art ! 

There  is  nothing  in  this  "more  than  natural,"  if 
criticism  could  be  persuaded  to  think  so.  The  historic 
painter  does  not  neglect  or  contravene  nature,  but 
follows  her  more  closely  up  into  her  fantastic  heights 
or  hidden  recesses.  He  demonstrates  what  she  would 
be  in  conceivable  circumstances  and  under  implied 
conditions.  He  "gives  to  airy  nothing  a  local  habita- 
tion," not  "a  name."  At  his  touch,  words  start  up 
into  images,  thoughts  become  things.  He  clothes  a 
dream,  a  phantom,  with  form  and  colour,  and  the 
wholesome  attributes  of  reality.  His  art  is  a  second 
nature;  not  a  different  one.  There  are  those,  indeed, 
who  think  that  not  to  copy  nature  is  the  rule  for  at- 
taining perfection.  Because  they  cannot  paint  the 
objects  which  they  have  seen,  they  fancy  themselves 
qualified  to  paint  the  ideas  which  they  have  not  seen. 
But  it  is  possible  to  fail  in  this  latter  and  more  difficult 
style  of  imitation,  as  well  as  in  the  former  humbler 
one.  The  detection,  it  is  true,  is  not  so  easy,  because 
the  objects  are  not  so  nigh  at  hand  to  compare,  and 
therefore  there  is  more  room  both  for  false  pretension 
and  for  self-deceit.  They  take  an  epic  motto  or  sub- 
ject, and  conclude  that  the  spirit  is  implied  as  a  thing 
of  course.     They  paint  inferior  portraits,  maudlin  life- 
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less  faces,  without  ordinary  expression,  or  one  look, 
feature,  or  particle  of  nature  in  them,  and  think  that 
this  is  to  rise  to  the  truth  of  history.  They  vulgarise 
and  degrade  whatever  is  interesting  or  sacred  to  the 
mind,  and  suppose  that  they  thus  add  to  the  dignity 
of  their  profession.  They  represent  a  face  that  seems 
as  if  no  thought  or  feeling  of  any  kind  had  ever  passed 
through  it,  and  would  have  you  believe  that  this  is  the 
very  sublime  of  expression,  such  as  it  would  appear 
in  heroes,  or  demigods  of  old,  when  rapture  or  agony 
was  raised  to  its  height.  They  show  you  a  landscape 
that  looks  as  if  the  sun  never  shone  upon  it,  and  tell 
you  that  it  is  not  modern — that  so  earth  looked  when 
Titan  first  kissed  it  with  his  rays.  This  is  not  the 
true  ideal.  It  is  not  to  fill  the  moulds  of  the  imagina- 
tion, but  to  deface  and  injure  them;  it  is  not  to  come 
up  to,  but  to  fall  short  of  the  poorest  conception  in  the 
public  mind.  Such  pictures  should  not  be  hung  in  the 
same  room  with  that  of  Orion.1 

1  Everything  tends  to  show  the  manner  in  which  a  great  artist  is 
formed.  If  any  person  could  claim  an  exemption  from  the  careful 
imitation  of  individual  objects,  it  was  Nicolas  Poussin.  He  studied 
the  antique,  but  he  also  studied  nature.  "I  have  often  admired," 
says  Vignuel  de  Marville,  who  knew  him  at  a  late  period  of  his  life, 
"the  love  he  had  for  his  art.  Old  as  he  was,  I  frequently  saw  him 
among  the  ruins  of  ancient  Rome,  out  in  the  Campagna,  or  along  the 
banks  of  the  Tyber,  sketching  a  scene  that  had  pleased  him;  and  I 
often  met  him  with  his  handkerchief  full  of  stones,  moss,  or  flowers, 
which  he  carried  home,  that  he  might  copy  them  exactly  from  nature. 
One  day  I  asked  him  how  he  had  attained  to  such  a  degree  of  perfec- 
tion, as  to  have  gained  so  high  a  rank  among  the  great  painters  of 
Italy?  He  answered,  'I  have  neglected  nothing.'" — See  his 
Life  lately  published.  It  appears  from  this  account  that  he  had  not 
fallen  into  a  recent  error,  that  Nature  puts  the  man  of  genius  out. 
As  a  contrast  to  the  foregoing  description,  I  might  mention,  that  I 
remember  an  old  gentleman  once  asking  Mr.  West  in  the  British 
Gallery  if  he  had  ever  been  at  Athens?  To  which  the  President  made 
answer,  No;  nor  did  he  feel  any  great  desire  to  go;  for  that  he  thought 
he  had  as  good  an  idea  of  the  place  from  the  Catalogue  as  he  could 
get  by  living  there  for  any  number  of  years.     What  would  he  have 
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Poussin  was,  of  all  painters,  the  most  poetical.     He 
was  the  painter  of  ideas.     No  one  ever  told  a  story  half 
so  well,  nor  so  well  knew  what  was   capable  of  being 
told  by  the  pencil.     He  seized  on,  and  struck  off  with 
grace    and    precision,    just    that    point    of    view    which 
would  be  likely  to  catch  the  reader's  fancy.      There  is 
a    significance,    a    consciousness    in    whatever    he    does 
(sometimes   a   vice,   but   oftener   a   virtue)    beyond   any 
other  painter.     His  Giants  sitting  on  the  tops  of  craggy 
mountains,    as    huge    themselves,    and    playing   idly    on 
their  PanVpipes,  seem  to  have  been  seated  there  these 
three  thousand  years,  and  to  know  the  beginning  and 
the    end    of   their    own    story.      An    infant    Bacchus    or 
Jupiter  is  big  with  his  future  destiny.     Even  inanimate 
and  dumb  things  speak  a  language  of  their  own.     His 
snakes,    the    messengers    of    fate,    are    inspired    with 
human    intellect.      His    trees    grow    and    expand    their 
leaves  in  the  air,  glad  of  the  rain,  proud  of  the   sun, 
awake    to    the    winds    of    heaven.     In    his    Plague    of 
Athens,  the  very  buildings  seem  stiff  with  horror.    His 
picture  of  the  Deluge  is,  perhaps,  the  finest  historical 
landscape  in  the   world.      You   see   a   waste   of  waters, 
wide,    interminable;    the    sun    is    labouring,    wan    and 
weary,  up  the  sky;  the  clouds,  dull  and  leaden,  lie  like 
a  load  upon  the  eye,  and  heaven  and  earth  seem  com- 
mingling into  one  confused  mass !     His  human  figures 
are   sometimes   "o'er-informed"   with  this  kind   of   feel- 
ing.     Their   actions   have   too   much   gesticulation,   and 
the  set  expression  of  the  features  borders  too  much  on 
the  mechanical  and  caricatured  style.     In  this  respect 
they  form  a  contrast  to  Raphael's,  whose  figures  never 

said,  if  any  one  had  told  him,  he  could  get  as  good  an  idea  of  the  sub- 
ject of  one  of  his  great  works  from  reading  the  Catalogue  of  it,  as 
from  seeing  the  picture  itself?  Yet  the  answer  was  characteristic 
of  the  genius  of  the  painter. 
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appear  to  be  sitting  for  their  pictures,  or  to  be   con- 
scious   of    a    spectator;    or    to    have    come    from    the 
painter's  hand.      In   Nicolas   Poussin,  on  the  contrary, 
everything  seems  to  have  a  distinct  understanding  with 
the  artist;  "the  very  stones  prate  of  their  whereabout,, ; 
each  object  has  its  part  and  place  assigned,  and  is  in 
a  sort  of  compact  with  the  rest  of  the  picture.      It  is 
this  conscious  keeping,  and,  as  it  were,  internal  design, 
that  gives  their  peculiar  character  to  the  works  of  this 
artist.      There  was  a  picture  of  Aurora  in  the  British 
Gallery    a    year    or    two    ago.      It    was    a    suffusion    of 
golden  light.      The   Goddess  wore  her   saffron-coloured 
robes,   and   appeared  just   risen   from   the   gloomy   bed 
of   old    Tithonus.      Her    very    steeds,   milk-white,   were 
tinged  with  the  yellow  dawn.     It  was  a  personification 
of   the   morning. — Poussin   succeeded   better    in    classic 
than  in  sacred  subjects.     The  latter  are  comparatively 
heavy,   forced,    full   of   violent   contrasts    of   colour,   of 
red,   blue,   and   black,   and   without  the   true   prophetic 
inspiration  of  the  characters.      But  in  his  pagan  alle- 
gories  and  fables   he  was   quite   at   home.      The  native 
gravity  and  native  levity  of  the  Frenchman  were  com- 
bined with   Italian  scenery  and  an  antique   gusto,  and 
gave  even  to  his   colouring  an  air  of  learned  indiffer- 
ence.     He  wants,  in  one  respect,  grace,  form,  expres- 
sion; but  he  has  everywhere   sense  and  meaning,  per- 
fect   costume   and   propriety.      His    personages    always 
belong    to    the    class    and    time    represented,    and    are 
strictly  versed  in  the  business  in  hand.     His  grotesque 
compositions  in  particular,  his  Nymphs  and  Fauns,  are 
superior    (at  least,  as   far  as  style  is  concerned)   even 
to  those  of  Rubens.     They  are  taken  more  immediately 
out    of    fabulous    history.      Rubens's    Satyrs    and    Bac- 
chantes   have    a    more    jovial    and    voluptuous    aspect, 
are    more    drunk   with    pleasure,    more    full    of    animal 
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spirits    and    riotous    impulses ;    they    laugh    and    bound 
along — 

"Leaping   like    wanton    kids    in   pleasant    spring:" 

but    those    of    Poussin    have    more    of    the    intellectual 
part  of  the  character,  and  seem  vicious   on  reflection, 
and  of  set  purpose.     Rubens's  are  noble  specimens  of  a 
class ;  Poussin's  are  allegorical  abstractions  of  the  same 
class,  with  bodies  less  pampered,  but  with  minds  more 
secretly    depraved.      The    Bacchanalian    groups    of    the 
Flemish    painter    were,    however,    his    masterpieces    in 
composition.     Witness  those  prodigies  of  colour,  char- 
acter, and  expression,  at  Blenheim.     In  the  more  chaste 
and   refined   delineation   of   classic   fable,    Poussin   was 
without  a  rival.     Rubens,  who  was  a  match  for  him  in 
the    wild    and    picturesque,    could    not    pretend    to    vie 
with   the   elegance   and   purity   of   thought   in   his   pic- 
ture of  Apollo  giving  a  poet  a  cup  of  water  to  drink, 
nor  with  the  gracefulness  of  design  in  the  figure  of  a 
nymph  squeezing  the  juice  of  a  bunch  of  grapes  from 
her    fingers    (a    rosy   wine-press)    which    falls    into   the 
mouth  of  a  chubby  infant  below.     But,  above  all,  who 
shall   celebrate,   in  terms   of   fit   praise,   his   picture   of 
the   shepherds   in  the   Vale   of   Tempe   going   out   in   a 
fine  morning  of  the  spring,  and  coming  to  a  tomb  with 
this  inscription :  Et  ego  in  Arcadia  vixi  !     The  eager 
curiosity   of   some,   the   expression  of  others   who   start 
back  with  fear  and  surprise,  the  clear  breeze  playing 
with  the  branches  of  the  shadowing  trees,  "the  valleys 
low,   where   the   mild   zephyrs   use,"   the   distant,   unin- 
terrupted,   sunny    prospect    speak     (and    forever    will 
speak  on)  of  ages  past  to  ages  yet  to  come  I1 

1  Poussin  has  repeated  this  subject  more  than  once,  and  appears 
to  have  revelled  in  its  witcheries.  I  have  before  alluded  to  it,  and 
may  again.  It  is  hard  that  we  should  not  be  allowed  to  dwell  as 
often  as  we  please  on  what  delights  us,  when  things  that  are  dis- 
agreeable recur  so  often  against  our  will. 
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Pictures  are  a  set  of  chosen  images,  a  stream  of 
pleasant  thoughts  passing  through  the  mind.  It  is  a 
luxury  to  have  the  walls  of  our  rooms  hung  round 
with  them,  and  no  less  so  to  have  such  a  gallery  in 
the  mind,  to  con  over  the  relics  of  ancient  art  bound 
up  "within  the  book  and  volume  of  the  brain,  unmixed 
(if  it  were  possible)  with  baser  matter !"  A  life  passed 
among  pictures,  in  the  study  and  the  love  of  art,  is  a 
happy  noiseless  dream:  or  rather,  it  is  to  dream  and 
to  be  awake  at  the  same  time;  for  it  has  all  "the  sober 
certainty  of  waking  bliss,,,  with  the  romantic  volup- 
tuousness of  a  visionary  and  abstracted  being.  They 
are  the  bright  consummate  essences  of  things,  and  "he 
who  knows  of  these  delights  to  taste  and  interpose 
them  oft,  is  not  unwise !" — The  Orion,  which  I  have 
here  taken  occasion  to  descant  upon,  is  one  of  a  collec- 
tion of  excellent  pictures,  as  this  collection  is  itself 
one  of  a  series  from  the  old  masters,  which  have  for 
some  years  back  embrowned  the  walls  of  the  British 
Gallery,  and  enriched  the  public  eye.  What  hues 
(those  of  nature  mellowed  by  time)  breathe  around 
as  we  enter !  What  forms  are  there,  woven  into  the 
memory!  What  looks,  which  only  the  answering  looks 
of  the  spectator  can  express !  What  intellectual  stores 
have  been  yearly  poured  forth  from  the  shrine  of 
ancient  art!  The  works  are  various,  but  the  names 
the  same — heaps  of  Rembrandts  frowning  from  the 
darkened  walls,  Rubens's  glad  gorgeous  groups,  Titians 
more  rich  and  rare,  Claudes  always  exquisite,  some- 
times beyond  compare,  Guido's  endless  cloying  sweet- 
ness, the  learning  of  Poussin  and  the  Caracci,  and 
Raphael's  princely  magnificence  crowning  all.  We 
read  certain  letters  and  syllables  in  the  catalogue,  and 
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at  the  well-known  magic  sound  a  miracle  of  skill  and 
beauty  starts  to  view.  One  might  think  that  one  year's 
prodigal  display  of  such  perfection  would  exhaust  the 
labours  of  one  man's  life;  but  the  next  year,  and  the 
next  to  that,  we  find  another  harvest  reaped  and 
gathered  in  to  the  great  garner  of  art,  by  the  same 
immortal  hands — 

"Old   Genius   the   porter   of   them   was; 
He   letteth   in,   he   letteth   out   to   wend." — 

Their  works  seem  endless  as  their  reputation — to  be 
many  as  they  are  complete — to  multiply  with  the  de- 
sire of  the  mind  to  see  more  and  more  of  them;  as  if 
there  were  a  living  power  in  the  breath  of  Fame,  and 
in  the  very  names  of  the  great  heirs  of  glory  "there 
were  propagation  too !"  It  is  something  to  have  a 
collection  of  this  sort  to  count  upon  once  a  year;  to 
have  one  last,  lingering  look  yet  to  come.  Pictures 
are  scattered  like  stray  gifts  through  the  world;  and 
while  they  remain,  earth  has  yet  a  little  gilding  left, 
not  quite  rubbed  off,  dishonoured,  and  defaced.  There 
are  plenty  of  standard  works  still  to  be  found  in  this 
country,  in  the  collections  at  Blenheim,  at  Burleigh, 
and  in  those  belonging  to  Mr.  Angerstein,  Lord  Gros- 
venor,  the  Marquis  of  Stafford,  and  others,  to  keep  up 
this  treat  to  the  lovers  of  art  for  many  years;  and  it 
is  the  more  desirable  to  reserve  a  privileged  sanctuary 
of  this  sort,  where  the  eye  may  dote,  and  the  heart 
take  its  fill  of  such  pictures  as  Poussin's  Orion,  since 
the  Louvre  is  stripped  of  its  triumphant  spoils,  and 
since  he  who  collected  it,  and  wore  it  as  a  rich  jewel 
in  his  Iron  Crown,  the  hunter  of  greatness  and  of 
glory,  is   himself   a   shade ! 
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ON   THE   IGNORANCE   OF   THE   LEARNED 

'Tor  the  more  languages   a  man  can   speak, 
His   talent  has  but   sprung  the  greater  leak: 
And,   for   the   industry   he   has    spent  upon't, 
Must  full  as   much  some   other  way  discount. 
The  Hebrew.  Chaldee,  and  the  Syriac. 
Do,  like  their  letters,  set  men's  reason  back, 
And  turn  their  wits  that  strive  to  understand  it 
(Like  those  that  write  the  characters)  left-handed. 
Yet  he  that  is  but  able  to  express 
No  sense  at  all  in  several  languages, 
Will  pass  for  learneder  than  he  that's  known 
To    speak    the    strongest    reason   in    his    own." 

Butler. 

The  description  of  persons  who  have  the  fewest  ideas 
of  all  others  are  mere  authors  and  readers.  It  is 
better  to  be  able  neither  to  read  nor  write  than  to  be 
able  to  do  nothing  else.  A  lounger  who  is  ordinarily 
seen  with  a  book  in  his  hand  is  (we  may  be  almost 
sure)  equally  without  the  power  or  inclination  to  at- 
tend either  to  what  passes  around  him  or  in  his  own 
mind.  Such  a  one  may  be  said  to  carry  his  under- 
standing about  with  him  in  his  pocket,  or  to  leave  it 
at  home  on  his  library  shelves.  He  is  afraid  of  ven- 
turing on  any  train  of  reasoning,  or  of  striking  out 
any  observation  that  is  not  mechanically  suggested  to 
him  by  passing  his  eyes  over  certain  legible  characters; 
shrinks  from  the  fatigue  of  thought,  which,  for  want 
of  practice,  becomes  insupportable  to  him;  and  sits 
down  contented  with  an  endless,  wearisome  succession 
of  words  and  half-formed  images,  which  fill  the  void 
of  the  mind,  and  continually  efface  one  another. 
Learning  is.  in  too  many  cases,  but  a  foil  to  common 
sense;    a    substitute    for    true    knowledge.      Books    are 
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less    often    made    use    of    as    "spectacles"    to    look    at 
nature  with,  than  as  blinds  to  keep  out  its  strong  light 
and  shifting  scenery  from  weak  eyes  and  indolent  dis- 
positions.     The    book-worm    wraps    himself    up    in    his 
web  of  verbal  generalities,  and  sees  only  the  glimmer- 
ing   shadows    of    things    reflected    from    the    minds    of 
others.      Nature    puts    him    out.      The    impressions    of 
real   objects,   stripped   of   the   disguises   of   words    and 
voluminous    roundabout    descriptions,    are    blows    that 
stagger    him;    their    variety    distracts,    their    rapidity 
exhausts  him;  and  he  turns  from  the  bustle,  the  noise, 
and  glare,  and  whirling  motion  of  the  world  about  him 
(which   he   has   not   an   eye   to    follow    in   its    fantastic 
changes,    nor    an    understanding    to    reduce    to     fixed 
principles),   to    the    quiet    monotony    of    the    dead   lan- 
guages,   and    the    less    startling    and    more    intelligible 
combinations  of  the  letters  of  the  alphabet.     It  is  well, 
it  is  perfectly  well.     "Leave  me  to  my  repose,"  is  the 
motto    of   the    sleeping    and   the    dead.      You    might   as 
well    ask    the    paralytic    to    leap    from    his    chair    and 
throw  away  his  crutch,  or,  without  a  miracle,  to  "take 
up   his   bed   and   walk,"    as    expect   the   learned   reader 
to   throw   down   his   book   and   think    for    himself.      He 
clings  to  it  for  his  intellectual  support;  and  his  dread 
of  being  left  to  himself  is  like  the  horror  of  a  vacuum. 
He   can   only   breathe   a   learned   atmosphere,   as    other 
men  breathe  common  air.      He  is  a  borrower  of  sense. 
He  has  no  ideas  of  his   own,  and  must  live  on  those 
of   other   people.      The    habit   of   supplying   our    ideas 
from    foreign    sources    "enfeebles    all    internal    strength 
of  thought,"  as  a  course  of  dram-drinking  destroys  the 
tone  of  the  stomach.     The  faculties  of  the  mind,  when 
not  exerted,  or  when  cramped  by  custom  and  authority, 
become  listless,  torpid,   and  unfit   for  the  purposes   of 
thought  or  action.     Can  we  wonder  at  the  languor  and 
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lassitude  which  is  thus  produced  by  a  life  of  learned 
sloth  and  ignorance ;  by  poring  over  lines  and  syllables 
that  excite  little  more  idea  or  interest  than  if  they 
were  the  characters  of  an  unknown  tongue,  till  the 
eye  closes  on  vacancy,  and  the  book  drops  from  the 
feeble  hand !  I  would  rather  be  a  wood-cutter,  or 
the  meanest  hind,  that  all  day  "sweats  in  the  eye  of 
Phoebus,  and  at  night  sleeps  in  Elysium/'  than  wear 
out  my  life  so,  'twixt  dreaming  and  awake.  The 
learned  author  differs  from  the  learned  student  in  this, 
that  the  one  transcribes  what  the  other  reads.  The 
learned  are  mere  literary  drudges.  If  you  set  them 
upon  original  composition,  their  heads  turn,  they  don't 
know  where  they  are.  The  indefatigable  readers  of 
books  are  like  the  everlasting  copiers  of  pictures,  who, 
when  they  attempt  to  do  any  thing  of  their  own,  find 
they  want  an  eye  quick  enough,  a  hand  steady  enough, 
and  colours  bright  enough,  to  trace  the  living  forms 
of  nature. 

Any  one  who  has  passed  through  the  regular  grada- 
tions of  a  classical  education,  and  is  not  made  a  fool 
by  it,  may  consider  himself  as  having  had  a  very  nar- 
row escape.  It  is  an  old  remark,  that  boys  who  shine 
at  school  do  not  make  the  greatest  figure  when  they 
grow  up  and  come  out  into  the  world.  The  things,  in 
fact,  which  a  boy  is  set  to  learn  at  school,  and  on 
which  his  success  depends,  are  things  which  do  not 
require  the  exercise  either  of  the  highest  or  the  most 
useful  faculties  of  the  mind.  Memory  (and  that  of 
the  lowest  kind)  is  the  chief  faculty  called  into  play 
in  conning  over  and  repeating  lessons  by  rote  in  gram- 
mar, in  languages,  in  geography,  arithmetic,  etc.,  so 
that  he  who  has  the  most  of  this  technical  memory,  with 
the  least  turn  for  other  things,  which  have  a  stronger 
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and  more  natural  claim  upon  his  childish  attention,  will 
make  the  most  forward  school-boy.  The  jargon  con- 
taining the  definitions  of  the  parts  of  speech,  the  rules 
for  casting  up  an  account,  or  the  inflections  of  a  Greek 
verb,  can  have  no  attraction  to  the  tyro  of  ten  years 
old,  except  as  they  are  imposed  as  a  task  upon  him  by 
others,  or  from  his  feeling  the  want  of  sufficient  relish 
or  amusement  in  other  things.  A  lad  with  a  sickly 
constitution  and  no  very  active  mind,  who  can  just 
retain  what  is  pointed  out  to  him,  and  has  neither 
sagacity  to  distinguish  nor  spirit  to  enjoy  for  him- 
self, will  generally  be  at  the  head  of  his  form.  An 
idler  at  school,  on  the  other  hand,  is  one  who  has  high 
health  and  spirits,  who  has  the  free  use  of  his  limbs, 
with  all  his  wits  about  him,  who  feels  the  circulation 
of  his  blood  and  the  motion  of  his  heart,  who  is  ready 
to  laugh  and  cry  in  a  breath,  and  who  had  rather 
chase  a  ball  or  a  butterfly,  feel  the  open  air  in  his 
face,  look  at  the  fields  or  the  sky,  follow  a  winding 
path,  or  enter  with  eagerness  into  all  the  little  con- 
flicts and  interests  of  his  acquaintances  and  friends, 
than  doze  over  a  musty  spelling-book,  repeat  barbarous 
distichs  after  his  master,  sit  so  many  hours  pinioned 
to  a  writing-desk,  and  receive  his  reward  for  the  loss 
of  time  and  pleasure  in  paltry  prize-medals  at  Christ- 
mas and  Midsummer.  There  is  indeed  a  degree  of 
stupidity  which  prevents  children  from  learning  the 
usual  lessons,  or  ever  arriving  at  these  puny  academic 
honours.  But  what  passes  for  stupidity  is  much 
oftener  a  want  of  interest,  of  a  sufficient  motive  to  fix 
the  attention,  and  force  a  reluctant  application  to  the 
dry  and  unmeaning  pursuits  of  school-learning.  The 
best  capacities  are  as  much  above  this  drudgery  as  the 
dullest  are  beneath  it.     Our  men  of  the  greatest  genius 
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have    not    been    most    distinguished    for    their    acquire- 
ments at  school  or  at  the  university. 

"Th'  enthusiast  Fancy  was  a  truant  ever." 

Gray  and  Collins  were  among  the  instances  of  this 
wayward  disposition.  Such  persons  do  not  think  so 
highly  of  the  advantages,  nor  can  they  submit  their 
imaginations  so  servilely  to  the  trammels  of  strict 
scholastic  discipline.  There  is  a  certain  kind  and 
degree  of  intellect  in  which  words  take  root,  but  into 
which  things  have  not  power  to  penetrate.  A  medi- 
ocrity of  talent,  with  a  certain  slenderness  of  moral 
constitution,  is  the  soil  that  produces  the  most  brilliant 
specimens  of  successful  prize-essayists  and  Greek 
epigrammatists.  It  should  not  be  forgotten  that  the 
least  respectable  character  among  modern  politicians 
was  the  cleverest  boy  at  Eton. 

Learning  is  the  knowledge  of  that  which  is  not 
generally  known  to  others,  and  which  we  can  only 
derive  at  second-hand  from  books  or  other  artificial 
sources.  The  knowledge  of  that  which  is  before  us, 
or  about  us,  which  appeals  to  our  experience,  passions, 
and  pursuits,  to  the  bosoms  and  businesses  of  men,  is 
not  learning.  Learning  is  the  knowledge  of  that  which 
none  but  the  learned  know.  He  is  the  most  learned 
man  who  knows  the  most  of  what  is  farthest  removed 
from  common  life  and  actual  observation,  that  is  of 
the  least  practical  utility,  and  least  liable  to  be  brought 
to  the  test  of  experience,  and  that,  having  been  handed 
down  through  the  greatest  number  of  intermediate 
stages,  is  the  most  full  of  uncertainty,  difficulties,  and 
contradictions.  It  is  seeing  with  the  eyes  of  others, 
hearing  with  their  ears,  and  pinning  our  faith  on  their 
understandings.  The  learned  man  prides  himself  in 
the    knowledge    of    names    and    dates,    not    of    men    or 
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things.  He  thinks  and  cares  nothing  about  his  next- 
door  neighbours,  but  he  is  deeply  read  in  the  tribes 
and  castes  of  the  Hindoos  and  Calmuc  Tartars.  He 
can  hardly  find  his  way  into  the  next  street,  though 
he  is  acquainted  with  the  exact  dimensions  of  Con- 
stantinople and  Pekin.  He  does  not  know  whether 
his  oldest  acquaintance  is  a  knave  or  a  fool,  but  he 
can  pronounce  a  pompous  lecture  on  all  the  principal 
characters  in  history.  He  cannot  tell  whether  an 
object  is  black  or  white,  round  or  square,  and  yet 
he  is  a  professed  master  of  the  laws  of  optics  and  the 
rules  of  perspective.  He  knows  as  much  of  what  he 
talks  about  as  a  blind  man  does  of  colours.  He  can- 
not give  a  satisfactory  answer  to  the  plainest  question, 
nor  is  he  ever  in  the  right  in  any  one  of  his  opinions 
upon  any  one  matter  of  fact  that  really  comes  before 
him,  and  yet  he  gives  himself  out  for  an  infallible 
judge  on  all  those  points,  of  which  it  is  impossible 
that  he  or  any  other  person  living  should  know  any- 
thing but  by  conjecture.  He  is  expert  in  all  the  dead 
and  in  most  of  the  living  languages ;  but  he  can  neither 
speak  his  own  fluently,  nor  write  it  correctly.  A 
person  of  this  class,  the  second  Greek  scholar  of  his 
day,  undertook  to  point  out  several  solecisms  in  Mil- 
ton's Latin  style ;  and  in  his  own  performance  there 
is   hardly   a   sentence   of   common   English.      Such  was 

Dr.  .      Such  is   Dr.  .      Such  was  not  Porson. 

He  was  an  exception  that  confirmed  the  general  rule, — 
a  man  that,  by  uniting  talents  and  knowledge  with 
learning,  made  the  distinction  between  them  more 
striking  and  palpable. 

A  mere  scholar,  who  knows  nothing  but  books,  must 
be  ignorant  even  of  them.  "Books  do  not  teach  the 
use  of  books."  How  should  he  know  any  thing  of  a 
work  who  knows   nothing  of  the   subject  of  it?      The 
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learned  pedant  is  conversant  with  books  only  as  they 
are  made  of  other  books,  and  those  again  of  others, 
without  end.  He  parrots  those  who  have  parroted 
others.  He  can  translate  the  same  word  into  ten 
different  languages,  but  he  knows  nothing  of  the  thing 
which  it  means  in  any  one  of  them.  He  stuffs  his 
head  with  authorities  built  on  authorities,  with  quota- 
tions quoted  from  quotations,  while  he  locks  up  his 
senses,  his  understanding,  and  his  heart.  He  is  un- 
acquainted with  the  maxims  and  manners  of  the 
world;  he  is  to  seek  in  the  characters  of  individuals. 
He  sees  no  beauty  in  the  face  of  nature  or  of  art.  To 
him  "the  mighty  world  of  eye  and  ear"  is  hid;  and 
"knowledge,"  except  at  one  entrance,  "quite  shut  out." 
His  pride  takes  part  with  his  ignorance;  and  his  self- 
importance  rises  with  the  number  of  things  of  which 
he  does  not  know  the  value,  and  which  he  therefore 
despises  as  unworthy  of  his  notice.  He  knows  nothing 
of  pictures, — "of  the  colouring  of  Titian,  the  grace  of 
Raphael,  the  purity  of  Domenichino,  the  corregioscity 
of  Correggio,  the  learning  of  Poussin,  the  airs  of 
Guido,  the  taste  of  the  Caracci,  or  the  grand  contour 
of  Michael  Angelo," — of  all  those  glories  of  the  Italian 
and  miracles  of  the  Flemish  school,  which  have  filled 
the  eyes  of  mankind  with  delight,  and  to  the  study 
and  imitation  of  which  thousands  have  in  vain  devoted 
their  lives.  These  are  to  him  as  if  they  had  never 
been,  a  mere  dead  letter,  a  bye-word;  and  no  wonder, 
for  he  neither  sees  nor  understands  their  prototypes 
in  nature.  A  print  of  Rubens's  Watering-place  or 
Claude's  Enchanted  Castle  may  be  hanging  on  the 
walls  of  his  room  for  months  without  his  once  per- 
ceiving them;  and  if  you  point  them  out  to  him  he 
will  turn  away  from  them.  The  language  of  nature, 
or   of   art    (which   is   another   nature),   is   one   that   he 
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does  not  understand.     He  repeats  indeed  the  names  of 
Apelles   and  Phidias,  because  they  are  to  be   found  in 
classic  authors,  and  boasts  of  their  works  as  prodigies, 
because   they    no    longer    exist;    or,   when    he    sees    the 
finest   remains    of   Grecian   art   actually   before   him   in 
the    Elgin    Marbles,    takes    no    other    interest    in    them 
than  as  they  lead  to  a  learned  dispute,  and   (which  is 
the    same    thing)    a    quarrel    about    the    meaning    of    a 
Greek  particle.      He   is   equally  ignorant  of  music;   he 
"knows   no   touch   of   it,"    from   the   strains   of   the   all- 
accomplished  Mozart  to  the  shepherd's   pipe  upon  the 
mountain.       His    ears    are    nailed    to    his    books;    and 
deadened    with    the    sound    of    the    Greek    and    Latin 
tongues,  and  the  din  and   smithery  of  school-learning. 
Does   he  know   anything  more   of   poetry?      He   knows 
the  number  of  feet  in  a  verse,  and  of  acts  in  a  play; 
but   of  the   soul   or   spirit  he  knows   nothing.      He   can 
turn   a    Greek   ode    into    English,    or    a    Latin   epigram 
into    Greek    verse;    but    whether    either    is    worth    the 
trouble  he  leaves  to  the  critics.      Does   he   understand 
"the  act  and  practique  part  of  life"   better   than   "the 
theorique"  ?      No.      He   knows    no   liberal   or    mechanic 
art,  no  trade  or  occupation,  no  game  of  skill  or  chance. 
Learning  "has  no   skill  in  surgery,"  in  agriculture,  in 
building,    in   working    in    wood    or    in    iron;    it    cannot 
make  any  instrument  of  labour,  or  use  it  when  made; 
it  cannot  handle  the  plough  or  the  spade,  or  the  chisel 
or  the  hammer;  it  knows  nothing  of  hunting  or  hawk- 
ing, fishing  or  shooting,  of  horses  or  dogs,  of  fencing 
or   dancing,   or   cudgel-playing,   or   bowls,   or   cards,   or 
tennis,  or  any  thing  else.     The  learned  professor  of  all 
arts   and   sciences   cannot   reduce   any   one  of   them   to 
practice,    though    he    may    contribute    an    account    of 
them  to  an  Encyclopaedia.      He  has  not  the  use  of  his 
hands  nor  of  his   feet;  he   can  neither  run,  nor  walk, 
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nor  swim;  and  he  considers  all  those  who  actually 
understand  and  can  exercise  any  of  these  arts  of  body 
or  mind  as  vulgar  and  mechanical  men, — though  to 
know  almost  any  one  of  them  in  perfection  requires 
long  time  and  practice,  with  powers  originally  fitted, 
and  a  turn  of  mind  particularly  devoted  to  them.  It 
does  not  require  more  than  this  to  enable  the  learned 
candidate  to  arrive,  by  painful  study,  at  a  doctor's 
degree  and  a  fellowship,  and  to  eat,  drink,  and  sleep 
the  rest  of  his  life ! 

The  thing  is  plain.  All  that  men  really  understand 
is  confined  to  a  very  small  compass;  to  their  daily 
affairs  and  experience;  to  what  they  have  an  oppor- 
tunity to  know,  and  motives  to  study  or  practise.  The 
rest  is  affectation  and  imposture.  The  common  people 
have  the  use  of  their  limbs ;  for  they  live  by  their 
labour  or  skill.  They  understand  their  own  business 
and  the  characters  of  those  they  have  to  deal  with; 
for  it  is  necessary  that  they  should.  They  have  elo- 
quence to  express  their  passions,  and  wit  at  will  to 
express  their  contempt  and  provoke  laughter.  Their 
natural  use  of  speech  is  not  hung  up  in  monumental 
mockery,  in  an  obsolete  language;  nor  is  their  sense 
of  what  is  ludicrous,  or  readiness  at  finding  out  allu- 
sions to  express  it,  buried  in  collections  of  Anas.  You 
will  hear  more  good  things  on  the  outside  of  a  stage- 
coach from  London  to  Oxford  than  if  you  were  to  pass 
a  twelvemonth  with  the  undergraduates,  or  heads  of 
colleges,  of  that  famous  university;  and  more  home 
truths  are  to  be  learnt  from  listening  to  a  noisy  debate 
in  an  alehouse  than  from  attending  to  a  formal  one  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  An  elderly  country  gentle- 
woman will  often  know  more  of  character,  and  be  able 
to  illustrate  it  by  more  amusing  anecdotes  taken  from 
the  history  of  what  has  been  said,  done,  and  gossiped 
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in  a  country  town  for  the  last  fifty  years,  than  the 
best  blue-stocking  of  the  age  will  be  able  to  glean 
from  that  sort  of  learning  which  consists  in  an  ac- 
quaintance with  all  the  novels  and  satirical  poems 
published  in  the  same  period.  People  in  towns,  in- 
deed, are  woefully  deficient  in  a  knowledge  of  char- 
acter, which  they  see  only  in  the  bust,  not  as  a  whole- 
length.  People  in  the  country  not  only  know  all  that 
has  happened  to  a  man,  but  trace  his  virtues  or  vices, 
as  they  do  his  features,  in  their  descent  through  several 
generations,  and  solve  some  contradiction  in  his  be- 
haviour by  a  cross  in  the  breed  half  a  century  ago. 
The  learned  know  nothing  of  the  matter,  either  in 
town  or  country.  Above  all,  the  mass  of  society  have 
common  sense,  which  the  learned  in  all  ages  want. 
The  vulgar  are  in  the  right  when  they  judge  for 
themselves ;  they  are  wrong  when  they  trust  to  their 
blind  guides.  The  celebrated  nonconformist  divine, 
Baxter,  was  almost  stoned  to  death  by  the  good  women 
of  Kidderminster,  for  asserting  from  the  pulpit  that 
''hell  was  paved  with  infants'  skulls;"  but,  by  the 
force  of  argument,  and  of  learned  quotations  from  the 
Fathers,  the  reverend  preacher  at  length  prevailed 
over  the  scruples  of  his  congregation,  and  over  reason 
and  humanity. 

Such  is  the  use  which  has  been  made  of  human 
learning.  The  labourers  in  this  vineyard  seem  as  if  it 
was  their  object  to  confound  all  common  sense,  and 
the  distinctions  of  good  and  evil,  by  means  of  tradi- 
tional maxims  and  preconceived  notions  taken  upon 
trust,  and  increasing  in  absurdity  with  increase  of  age. 
They  pile  hypothesis  on  hypothesis,  mountain  high,  till 
it  is  impossible  to  come  at  the  plain  truth  on  any 
question.  They  see  things,  not  as  they  are,  but  as 
they    find   them    in   books;    and    "wink    and    shut    their 
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apprehensions    up,"    in   order    that    they    may   discover 
nothing  to  interfere  with  their  prejudices   or   convince 
them   of   their   absurdity.      It   might   be   supposed   that 
the  height  of  human  wisdom   consisted  in  maintaining 
contradictions   and  rendering  nonsense   sacred.      There 
is  no  dogma,  however  fierce  or  foolish,  to  which  these 
persons  have  not  set  their  seals,  and  tried  to  impose  on 
the   understandings    of   their    followers    as    the    will    of 
Heaven,  clothed  with  all  the  terrors   and  sanctions   of 
religion.       How    little    has    the    human    understanding 
been   directed  to   find   out   the  true   and   useful!      How 
much  ingenuity  has  been  thrown  away  in  the   defense 
of  creeds   and  systems !      How  much  time   and  talents 
have  been  wasted  in  theological  controversy,  in  law,  in 
politics,  in  verbal   criticism,  in  judicial  astrology,  and 
in  finding  out  the   art   of  making  gold!      What   actual 
benefit  do  we  reap   from  the  writings  of  a  Laud  or  a 
Whitgift,  or  of   Bishop   Bull  or   Bishop  Waterland,  or 
Prideaux'  Connections,  or  Beausobre,  or  Calmet,  or  St. 
Augustine,  or  Puffendorf,  or  Vattel,  or  from  the  more 
literal  but  equally  learned  and  unprofitable  labours  of 
Scaliger,   Cardan,   and   Scioppius  ?      How   many   grains 
of   sense    are    there   in   their   thousand    folio    or   quarto 
volumes?      What   would   the    world   lose    if   they   were 
committed  to  the  flames  to-morrow?     Or  are  they  not 
already  "gone  to  the  vault  of  all  the  Capulets?"     Yet 
all   these   were  oracles   in  their  time,  and   would  have 
scoffed    at    you    or    me,    at    common    sense    and    human 
nature,    for    differing    with    them.      It    is    our    turn    to 
laugh  now. 

To  conclude  this  subject.  The  most  sensible  people 
to  be  met  with  in  society  are  men  of  business  and  of 
the  world,  who  argue  from  what  they  see  and  know, 
instead  of  spinning  cobweb  distinctions  of  what  things 
ought  to  be.     Women  have  often  more  of  what  is  called 
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good  sense  than  men.  They  have  fewer  pretensions; 
are  less  implicated  in  theories;  and  judge  of  objects 
more  from  their  immediate  and  involuntary  impression 
on  the  mind,  and,  therefore,  more  truly  and  naturally. 
They  cannot  reason  wrong;  for  they  do  not  reason  at 
all.  They  do  not  think  or  speak  by  rule;  and  they 
have  in  general  more  eloquence  and  wit,  as  well  as 
sense,  on  that  account.  By  their  wit,  sense,  and 
eloquence  together,  they  generally  contrive  to  govern 
their  husbands.  Their  style,  when  they  write  to  their 
friends  (not  for  the  booksellers),  is  better  than  that  of 
most  authors. — Uneducated  people  have  most  exuber- 
ance of  invention  and  the  greatest  freedom  from 
prejudice.  Shakespeare's  was  evidently  an  unedu- 
cated mind,  both  in  the  freshness  of  his  imagination 
and  in  the  variety  of  his  views ;  as  Milton's  was 
scholastic,  in  the  texture  both  of  his  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings. Shakespeare  had  not  been  accustomed  to  write 
themes  at  school  in  favour  of  virtue  or  against  vice. 
To  this  we  owe  the  unaffected  but  healthy  tone  of  his 
dramatic  morality.  If  we  wish  to  know  the  force  of 
human  genius,  we  should  read  Shakespeare.  If  we 
wish  to  see  the  insignificance  of  human  learning,  we 
may  study  his  commentators. 
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Ax  author  is  bound  to  write — well  or  ill,  wisely  or 
foolishly:  it  is  his  trade.  But  I  do  not  see  that  he 
is  bound  to  talk,  any  more  than  he  is  bound  to  dance, 
or  ride,  or  fence  better  than  other  people.  Reading, 
study,  silence,  thought,  are  a  bad  introduction  to 
loquacity.  It  would  be  sooner  learnt  of  chambermaids 
and  tapsters.     He  understands  the  art  and  mystery  of 
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his  own  profession,  which  is  bookmaking:  what  right 
has  any  one  to  expect  or  require  him  to  do  more — to 
make  a  bow  gracefully  on  entering  or  leaving  a  room, 
to  make  love  charmingly,  or  to  make  a  fortune  at  all? 
In  all  things  there  is  a  division  of  labour.  A  lord 
is  no  less  amorous  for  writing  ridiculous  love-letters, 
nor  a  general  less  successful  for  wanting  wit  and 
honesty.  Why  then  may  not  a  poor  author  say  noth- 
ing, and  yet  pass  muster?  Set  him  on  the  top  of  a 
stage-coach,  he  will  make  no  figure;  he  is  mum-chance, 
while  the  slang-wit  flies  about  as  fast  as  the  dust,  with 
the  crack  of  the  whip  and  the  clatter  of  the  horses' 
heels :  put  him  in  a  ring  of  boxers,  he  is  a  poor 
creature — 

"And  of  his  port  as  meek  as  is  a  maid." 

Introduce  him  to  a  tea-party  of  milliners'  girls,  and 
they  are  ready  to  split  their  sides  with  laughing  at 
him:  over  his  bottle,  he  is  dry:  in  the  drawing-room, 
rude  or  awkward:  he  is  too  refined  for  the  vulgar,  too 
clownish  for  the  fashionable : — "he  is  one  that  cannot 
make  a  good  leg,  one  that  cannot  eat  a  mess  of  broth 
cleanly,  one  that  cannot  ride  a  horse  without  spur-gall- 
ing, one  that  cannot  salute  a  woman,  and  look  on  her 
directly:" — in  courts,  in  camps,  in  town  and  country, 
he  is  a  cypher  or  a  butt:  he  is  good  for  nothing  but  a 
laughing-stock  or  a  scare-scrow.  You  can  scarcely  get 
a  word  out  of  him  for  love  or  money.  He  knows  noth- 
ing. He  has  no  notion  of  pleasure  or  business,  or  of 
what  is  going  on  in  the  world;  he  does  not  understand 
cookery  (unless  he  is  a  doctor  in  divinity),  nor  surgery, 
nor  chemistry  (unless  he  is  a  quidnunc),  nor  mechanics, 
nor  husbandry  and  tillage  (unless  he  is  as  great  an 
admirer  of  Tull's  Husbandry,  and  has  profited  as  much 
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by    it    as    the    philosopher    of    Botley) — no,    nor    music, 
painting,  the   drama,  nor  the  fine   arts   in  general. 

"What  the  deuce  is  it  then,  my  good  sir,  that  he  does 
understand,  or  know  any  thing  about?" 

"BOOKS,  VENUS,  BOOKS!" 

"What   books?" 

"Not  receipt-books,  Madona,  nor  account-books,  nor 
books  of  pharmacy,  or  the  veterinary  art  (they  belong 
to  their  respective  callings  and  handicrafts),  but  books 
of  liberal  taste  and  general  knowledge." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that  general  knowledge  which 
implies  not  a  knowledge  of  things  in  general,  but  an 
ignorance  (by  your  own  account)  of  every  one  in  par- 
ticular: or  by  that  liberal  taste  which  scorns  the  pur- 
suits and  acquirements  of  the  rest  of  the  world  in  suc- 
cession, and  is  confined  exclusively,  and  by  way  of 
excellence,  to  what  nobody  takes  an  interest  in  but 
yourself,  and  a  few  idlers  like  yourself?  Is  this  what 
the  critics  mean  by  the  belles-lettres,  and  the  study  of 
humanity?" 

Book-knowledge,  in  a  word,  then,  is  knowledge  com- 
municable by  books:  and  it  is  general  and  liberal  for 
this  reason,  that  it  is  intelligible  and  interesting  on  the 
bare  suggestion.  That  to  which  any  one  feels  a  roman- 
tic attachment,  merely  from  finding  it  in  a  book,  must 
be  interesting  in  itself:  that  which  he  instantly  forms 
a  lively  and  entire  conception  of,  from  seeing  a  few 
marks  and  scratches  upon  paper,  must  be  taken  from 
common  nature :  that  which,  the  first  time  you  meet 
with  it,  seizes  upon  the  attention  as  a  curious  specula- 
tion, must  exercise  the  general  faculties  of  the  human 
mind.  There  are  certain  broader  aspects  of  society  and 
views  of  things  common  to  every  subject,  and  more  or 
less  cognisable  to  every  mind;  and  these  the  scholar 
treats  and  founds  his  claims  to  general  attention  upon 
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them,  without  being  chargeable  with  pedantry.  The 
minute  descriptions  of  fishing-tackle,  of  baits  and  flies 
in  Walton's  Complete  Angler,  make  that  work  a  great 
favourite  with  sportsmen:  the  alloy  of  an  amiable  hu- 
manity, and  the  modest  but  touching  descriptions  of 
familiar  incidents  and  rural  objects  scattered  through 
it,  have  made  it  an  equal  favourite  with  every  reader 
of  taste  and  feeling.  Montaigne's  Essays,  Dilworth's 
Spelling  Book,  and  Fearn's  Treatise  on  Contingent 
Remainders,  are  all  equally  books,  but  not  equally 
adapted  for  all  classes  of  readers.  The  two  last  are 
of  no  use  but  to  school-masters  and  lawyers:  but  the 
first  is  a  work  we  may  recommend  to  any  one  to  read 
who  has  ever  thought  at  all,  or  who  would  learn  to 
think  justly  on  any  subject.  Persons  of  different 
trades  and  professions — the  mechanic,  the  shopkeeper, 
the  medical  practitioner,  the  artist,  etc.,  may  all  have 
great  knowledge  and  ingenuity  in  their  several  voca- 
tions, the  details  of  which  will  be  very  edifying  to 
themselves,  and  just  as  incomprehensible  to  their 
neighbours :  but  over  and  above  this  professional  and 
technical  knowledge,  they  must  be  supposed  to  have  a 
stock  of  common  sense  and  common  feeling  to  furnish 
subjects  for  common  conversation,  or  to  give  them  any 
pleasure  in  each  other's  company.  It  is  to  this  com- 
mon stock  of  ideas,  spread  over  the  surface,  or  strik- 
ing its  roots  into  the  very  centre  of  society,  that  the 
popular  writer  appeals,  and  not  in  vain;  for  he  finds 
readers.  It  is  of  this  finer  essence  of  wisdom  and  hu- 
manity, "etherial  mould,  sky-tinctured,"  that  books  of 
the  better  sort  are  made.  They  contain  the  language 
of  thought.  It  must  happen  that,  in  the  course  of  time 
and  the  variety  of  human  capacity,  some  persons  will 
have  struck  out  finer  observations,  reflections,  and  sen- 
timents   than   others.      These   they   have    committed   to 
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books  of  memory,  have  bequeathed  as  a  lasting  legacy 
to  posterity;  and  such  persons  have  become  standard 
authors.  We  visit  at  the  shrine,  drink  in  some  measure 
of  the  inspiration,  and  cannot  easily  "breathe  in  other 
air  less  pure,  accustomed  to  immortal  fruits."  Are  we 
to  be  blamed  for  this  because  the  vulgar  and  illiterate 
do  not  always  understand  us?  The  fault  is  rather  in 
them  who  are  "confined  and  cabin'd  in/'  each  in  their 
own  particular  sphere  and  compartment  of  ideas,  and 
have  not  the  same  refined  medium  of  communication  or 
abstracted  topics  of  discourse.  Bring  a  number  of  lit- 
erary, or  of  illiterate  persons  together,  perfect  strangers 
to  each  other,  and  see  which  party  will  make  the  best 
company.  "Verily,  we  have  our  reward."  We  have 
made  our  election,  and  have  no  reason  to  repent  it,  if 
we  were  wise.  But  the  misfortune  is,  we  wish  to  have 
all  the  advantages  on  one  side.  We  grudge,  and  can- 
not reconcile  it  to  ourselves,  that  any  one  "should  go 
about  to  cozen  fortune,  without  the  stamp  of  learn- 
ing!" We  think  "because  we  are  scholars,  there  shall 
be  no  more  cakes  and  ale !"  We  don't  know  how  to  ac- 
count for  it,  that  bar-maids  should  gossip,  or  ladies 
whisper,  or  bullies  roar,  or  fools  laugh,  or  knaves 
thrive,  without  having  gone  through  the  same  course  of 
select  study  that  we  have !  This  vanity  is  preposterous, 
and  carries  its  own  punishment  with  it.  Books  are  a 
world  in  themselves,  it  is  true;  but  they  are  not  the 
only  world.  The  world  itself  is  a  volume  larger  than 
all  the  libraries  in  it.  Learning  is  a  sacred  deposit 
from  the  experience  of  ages ;  but  it  has  not  put  all 
future  experience  on  the  shelf,  or  debarred  the  com- 
mon herd  of  mankind  from  the  use  of  their  hands, 
tongues,  eyes,  ears,  or  understandings.  Taste  is  a  lux- 
ury for  the  privileged  few:  but  it  would  be  hard  upon 
those  who  have  not  the  same  standard  of  refinement  in 


90  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

their  own  minds  that  we  suppose  ourselves  to  have,  if 
this  should  prevent  them  from  having  recourse,  as 
usual,  to  their  old  frolics,  coarse  jokes,  and  horse-play, 
and  getting  through  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  world, 
with  such  homely  sayings  and  shrewd  helps  as  they 
may.  Happy  is  it,  that  the  mass  of  mankind  eat  and 
drink,  and  sleep,  and  perform  their  several  tasks,  and 
do  as  they  like  without  us — caring  nothing  for  our 
scribblings,  our  carpings,  and  our  quibbles ;  and  mov- 
ing on  the  same,  in  spite  of  our  fine-spun  distinctions, 
fantastic  theories,  and  lines  of  demarcation,  which  are 
like  chalk-figures  drawn  on  ball-room  floors  to  be  danced 
out  before  morning !  In  the  field  opposite  the  window 
where  I  write  this,  there  is  a  country-girl  picking 
stones :  in  the  one  next  it,  there  are  several  poor  women 
weeding  the  blue  and  red  flowers  from  the  corn :  farther 
on,  are  two  boys,  tending  a  flock  of  sheep.  What  do 
they  know  or  care  about  what  I  am  writing  about  them, 
or  ever  will — or  what  would  they  be  the  better  for  it, 
if  they  did?     Or  why  need  we  despise 

"The  wretched  slave, 
Who  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  the  set, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elysium;  next  day,  after  dawn, 
Doth  rise,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse; 
And  follows  so  the  ever-running  year 
With   profitable   labour  to   his   grave?" 

Is  not  this  life  as  sweet  as  writing  Ephemerides? 
But  we  put  that  which  flutters  the  brain  idly  for  a 
moment,  and  then  is  heard  no  more,  in  competition  with 
nature,  which  exists  every  where,  and  lasts  always.  We 
not  only  underrate  the  force  of  nature,  and  make  too 
much  of  art — but  we  also  overrate  our  own  accomplish- 
ments and  advantages  derived  from  art.     In  the  pres- 
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ence  of  clownish  ignorance,  or  of  persons  without  any 
great  pretensions,  real  or  affected,  we  are  very  much 
inclined  to  take  upon  ourselves,  as  the  virtual  represen- 
tatives of  science,  art,  and  literature.  We  have  a  strong 
itch  to  show  off  and  do  the  honours  of  civilisation  for 
all  the  great  men  whose  works  we  have  ever  read,  and 
whose  names  our  auditors  have  never  heard  of,  as 
noblemen's  lacqueys,  in  the  absence  of  their  masters, 
give  themselves  airs  of  superiority  over  every  one  else. 
But  though  we  have  read  Congreve,  a  stage-coachman 
may  be  an  over-match  for  us  in  wit:  though  we  are 
deep-versed  in  the  excellence  of  Shakespeare's  col- 
loquial style,  a  village  beldam  may  outscold  us :  though 
we  have  read  Machiavel  in  the  original  Italian,  we  may 
be  easily  outwitted  by  a  clown:  and  though  we  have 
cried  our  eyes  out  over  the  New  Eloise,  a  poor  shep- 
herd-lad, who  hardly  knows  how  to  spell  his  own  name, 
may  "tell  his  tale,  under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale," 
and  prove  a  more  thriving  wooer.  What  then  is  the 
advantage  we  possess  over  the  meanest  of  the  mean? 
Why  this,  that  we  have  read  Congreve,  Shakespeare, 
Machiavel,  the  New  Eloise; — not  that  we  are  to  have 
their  wit,  genius,  shrewdness,  or  melting  tenderness. 

From  speculative  pursuits  we  must  be  satisfied  with 
speculative  benefits.  From  reading,  too,  we  learn  to 
write.  If  we  have  had  the  pleasure  of  studying  the 
highest  models  of  perfection  in  their  kind,  and  can  hope 
to  leave  any  thing  ourselves,  however  slight,  to  be  looked 
upon  as  a  model,  or  even  a  good  copy  in  its  way,  we 
may  think  ourselves  pretty  well  off,  without  engross- 
ing all  the  privileges  of  learning,  and  all  the  blessings 
of  ignorance  into  the  bargain. 

It  has  been  made  a  question  whether  there  have  not 
been  individuals  in  common  life  of  greater  talents  and 
powers    of    mind    than   the    most    celebrated    writers — 
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whether,  for  instance,  such  or  such  a  Liverpool  mer- 
chant, or  Manchester  manufacturer,  was  not  a  more 
sensible  man  than  Montaigne,  of  a  longer  reach  of  un- 
derstanding than  the  Viscount  of  St.  Albans.  There 
is  no  saying,  unless  some  of  these  illustrious  obscure 
had  communicated  their  important  discoveries  to  the 
world.  But  then  they  would  have  been  authors !  On 
the  other  hand,  there  is  a  set  of  critics  who  fall  into 
the  contrary  error;  and  suppose  that  unless  the  proof 
of  capacity  is  laid  before  all  the  world,  the  capacity 
itself  cannot  exist;  looking  upon  all  those  who  have  not 
commenced  authors,  as  literally  "stocks  and  stones,  and 
worse  than  senseless  things. "  I  remember  trying  to 
convince  a  person  of  this  class,  that  a  young  lady,  whom 
he  knew  nothing  of,  the  niece  of  a  celebrated  authoress, 
had  just  the  same  sort  of  fine  tact  and  ironical  turn  in 
conversation,  that  her  relative  had  shown  in  her  writ- 
ings when  young.  The  only  answer  I  could  get  was 
an   incredulous    smile,    and   the    observation   that   when 

she    wrote    anything    as    good    as    ,    or    , 

he  might  think  her  as  clever.  I  said  all  I  meant  was, 
that  she  had  the  same  family  talents,  and  asked  whether 

he    thought   that   if    Miss    had    not    been    very 

clever,  as  a  mere  girl,  before  she  wrote  her  novels,  she 
would  ever  have  written  them?  It  was  all  in  vain. 
He  still  stuck  to  his  text,  and  was  convinced  that  the 
niece  was  a  little  fool  compared  to  her  aunt  at  the  same 
age;  and  if  he  had  known  the  aunt  formerly,  he  would 
have  had  just  the  same  opinion  of  her.  My  friend  was 
one  of  those  who  have  a  settled  persuasion  that  it  is 
the  book  that  makes  the  author,  and  not  the  author  the 
book.  That's  a  strange  opinion  for  a  great  philosopher 
to  hold.  '  But  he  wilfully  shuts  his  eyes  to  the  germs 
and  indistinct  workings  of  genius,  and  treats  them  with 
supercilious  indifference,  till  they  stare  him  in  the  face 
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through  the  press ;  and  then  takes  cognisance  only  of 
the  overt  acts  and  published  evidence.  This  is  neither 
a  proof  of  wisdom,  nor  the  way  to  be  wise.  It  is  partly 
pedantry  and  prejudice,  and  partly  feebleness  of  judg- 
ment and  want  of  magnanimity.  He  dare  as  little  com- 
mit himself  on  the  character  of  books,  as  of  individuals, 
till  they  are  stamped  by  the  public.  If  you  show  him 
any  work  for  his  approbation,  he  asks,  "Whose  is  the 
superscription?" — He  judges  of  genius  by  its  shadow, 
reputation — of  the  metal  by  the  coin.     He  is  just  the 

reverse  of  another  person  whom  I  know — for,  as  G 

never   allows   a  particle   of  merit  to   any   one   till   it   is 

acknowledged  by  the  whole  world,  C withholds  his 

tribute  of  applause  from  every  person  in  whom  any 
mortal  but  himself  can  descry  the  least  glimpse  of  un- 
derstanding. He  would  be  thought  to  look  farther  into 
a  millstone  than  any  body  else.  He  would  have  others 
see  with  his  eyes,  and  take  their  opinions  from  him  on 
trust,  in  spite  of  their  senses.  The  more  obscure  and 
defective  the  indications  of  merit,  the  greater  his 
sagacity  and  candour  in  being  the  first  to  point  them 
out.  He  looks  upon  what  he  nicknames  a  man  of 
genius,  but  as  the  breath  of  his  nostrils,  and  the  clay 
in  the  potter's  hands.  If  any  such  inert,  unconscious 
mass,  under  the  fostering  care  of  the  modern  Pro- 
metheus, is  kindled  into  life, — begins  to  see,  speak,  and 
move,  so  as  to  attract  the  notice  of  other  people, — our 
jealous  patroniser  of  latent  worth  in  that  case  throws 
aside,  scorns,  and  hates  his  own  handiwork;  and  de- 
serts his  intellectual  offspring  from  the  moment  they 
can  go  alone  and  shift  for  themselves. — But  to  pass  on 
to  our  more  immediate  subject. 

The  conversation  of  authors  is  not  so  good  as  might 
be  imagined:  but,  such  as  it  is  (and  with  rare  excep- 
tions) it  is  better  than  any  other.     The  proof  of  which 
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is,  that,  when  you  are  used  to  it,  you  cannot  put  up  with 
any  other.  That  of  mixed  company  becomes  utterly 
intolerable — you  cannot  sit  out  a  common  tea  and  card 
party,  at  least,  if  they  pretend  to  talk  at  all.  You  are 
obliged  in  despair  to  cut  all  your  old  acquaintance 
who  are  not  au  fait  on  the  prevailing  and  most  smartly 
contested  topics,  who  are  not  imbued  with  the  high 
gusto  of  criticism  and  virtu.  You  cannot  bear  to  hear 
a  friend  whom  you  have  not  seen  for  many  years,  tell 
at  how  much  a  yard  he  sells  his  laces  and  tapes,  when 
he  means  to  move  into  his  next  house,  when  he  heard 
last  from  his  relations  in  the  country,  whether  trade  is 
alive  or  dead,  or  whether  Mr.  Such-a-one  gets  to  look 
old.  This  sort  of  neighbourly  gossip  will  not  go  down 
after  the  high-raised  tone  of  literary  conversation.  The 
last  may  be  very  absurd,  very  unsatisfactory,  and  full 
of  turbulence  and  heart-burnings ;  but  it  has  a  zest  in  it 
which  more  ordinary  topics  of  news  or  family-affairs  do 
not  supply.  Neither  will  the  conversation  of  what  we 
understand  by  gentlemen  and  men  of  fashion,  do  after 
that  of  men  of  letters.  It  is  flat,  insipid,  stale,  and  un- 
profitable, in  the  comparison.  They  talk  about  much 
the  same  things — pictures,  poetry,  politics,  plays ;  but 
they  do  it  worse,  and  at  a  sort  of  vapid  second-hand. 
They,  in  fact,  talk  out  of  newspapers  and  magazines, 
what  we  write  there.  They  do  not  feel  the  same  in- 
terest in  the  subjects  they  affect  to  handle  with  an  air 
of  fashionable  condescension,  nor  have  they  the  same 
knowledge  of  them,  if  they  were  ever  so  much  in  earn- 
est in  displaying  it.  If  it  were  not  for  the  wine  and 
the  dessert,  no  author  in  his  senses  would  accept  an 
invitation  to  a  well-dressed  dinner-party,  except  out 
of  pure  good-nature  and  unwillingness  to  disoblige  by 
his  refusal.  Persons  in  high  life  talk  almost  entirely 
by  rote.      There  are  certain  established  modes   of  ad- 
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dress,  and  certain  answers  to  them  expected  as  a  matter 
of  course,  as  a  point  of  etiquette.  The  studied  forms 
of  politeness  do  not  give  the  greatest  possible  scope  to 
an  exuberance  of  wit  or  fancy.  The  fear  of  giving 
offence  destroys  sincerity,  and  without  sincerity  there 
can  be  no  true  enjoyment  of  society,  nor  unfettered 
exertion  of  intellectual  activity. — Those  who  have  been 
accustomed  to  live  with  the  great  are  hardly  considered 
as  conversable  persons  in  literary  society.  They  are 
not  to  be  talked  with,  any  more  than  puppets  or  echoes. 
They  have  no  opinions  but  what  will  please;  and  you 
naturally  turn  away,  as  a  waste  of  time  and  words, 
from  attending  to  a  person  who  just  before  assented  to 
what  you  said,  and  whom  you  find  the  moment  after, 
from  something  that  unexpectedly  or  perhaps  by  design 
drops  from  him,  to  be  of  a  totally  different  way  of 
thinking.  This  bush- fighting  is  not  regarded  as  fair 
play  among  scientific  men.  As  fashionable  conversa- 
tion is  a  sacrifice  to  politeness,  so  the  conversation  of 
low  life  is  nothing  but  rudeness.  They  contradict  you 
without  giving  a  reason,  or  if  they  do,  it  is  a  very  bad 
one — swear,  talk  loud,  repeat  the  same  thing  fifty  times 
over,  get  to  calling  names,  and  from  words  proceed  to 
blows.  You  cannot  make  companions  of  servants,  or 
persons  in  an  inferior  station  in  life.  You  may  talk 
to  them  on  matters  of  business,  and  what  they  have  to 
do  for  you  (as  lords  talk  to  bruisers  on  subjects  of 
fancy,  or  country  squires  to  their  grooms  on  horse- 
racing),  but  out  of  that  narrow  sphere,  to  any  general 
topic,  you  cannot  lead  them;  the  conversation  soon  flags, 
and  you  go  back  to  the  old  question,  or  are  obliged  to 
break  up  the  sitting  for  want  of  ideas  in  common.  The 
conversation  of  authors  is  better  than  that  of  most  pro- 
fessions. It  is  better  than  that  of  lawyers,  who  talk 
nothing  but  double     entendre — than  that  of  physicians, 
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who  talk  of  the  approaching  deaths  of  the  College,  or 
the  marriage  of  some  new  practitioner  with  some  rich 
widow — than  that  of  divines,  who  talk  of  the  last  place 
they  dined  at — than  that  of  University-men,  who  make 
stale  puns,  repeat  the  refuse  of  the  London  newspapers, 
and  affect  an  ignorance  of  Greek  and  mathematics ;  it 
is  better  than  that  of  players,  who  talk  of  nothing  but 
the  green-room,  and  rehearse  the  scholar,  the  wit,  or  the 
fine  gentleman,  like  a  part  on  the  stage;  or  than  that 
of  ladies,  who,  whatever  you  talk  of,  think  of  nothing, 
and  expect  you  to  think  of  nothing,  but  themselves. 
It  is  not  easy  to  keep  up  a  conversation  with  women 
in  company.  It  is  thought  a  piece  of  rudeness  to  differ 
from  them:  it  is  not  quite  fair  to  ask  them  a  reason 
for  what  they  say.  You  are  afraid  of  pressing  too  hard 
upon  them:  but  where  you  cannot  differ  openly  and  un- 
reservedly, you  cannot  heartily  agree.  It  is  not  so  in 
France.  There  the  women  talk  of  things  in  general, 
and  reason  better  than  the  men  in  this  country.  They 
are  mistresses  of  the  intellectual  foils.  They  are  adepts 
in  all  the  topics.  They  know  what  is  to  be  said  for  and 
against  all  sorts  of  questions,  and  are  lively  and  full 
of  mischief  into  the  bargain.  They  are  very  subtle. 
They  put  you  to  your  trumps  immediately.  Your  logic 
is  more  in  requisition  even  than  your  gallantry.  You 
must  argue  as  well  as  bow  yourself  into  the  good  graces 
of  these  modern  Amazons.  What  a  situation  for  an 
Englishman  to   be   placed  in  I1 

The   fault  of  literary   conversation  in  general   is   its 
too  great  tenaciousness.     It  fastens  upon  a  subject,  and 

1  The  topics  of  metaphysical  argument  having  got  into  female 
society  in  France,  is  a  proof  how  much  they  must  have  been  discussed 
there  generally,  and  how  unfounded  the  charge  is  which  we  bring 
against  them  of  excessive  thoughtlessness  and  frivolity.  The  French 
(taken  all  together)  are  a  more  sensible,  reflecting,  and  better  informed 
people  than  the  English. 
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will  not  let  it  go.  It  resembles  a  battle  rather  than  a 
skirmish,  and  makes  a  toil  of  a  pleasure.  Perhaps  it 
does  this  from  necessity,  from  a  consciousness  of  want- 
ing the  more  familiar  graces,  the  power  to  sport  and 
trifle,  to  touch  lightly  and  adorn  agreeably,  every  view 
or  turn  of  a  question  en  'passant,  as  it  arises.  Those 
who  have  a  reputation  to  lose  are  too  ambitious  of  shin- 
ing, to  please.  "To  excel  in  conversation,"  said  an 
ingenious  man,  "one  must  not  be  always  striving  to  say 
good  things :  to  say  one  good  thing,  one  must  say  many 
bad,  and  more  indifferent  ones."  This  desire  to  shine 
without  the  means  at  hand,  often  makes  men  silent: — 

"The   fear   of  being   silent   strikes   us   dumb." 

A  writer  who  has  been  accustomed  to  take  a  connected 
view  of  a  difficult  question  and  to  work  it  out  gradu- 
ally in  all  its  bearings,  may  be  very  deficient  in  that 
quickness  and  ease  which  men  of  the  world,  who  are  in 
the  habit  of  hearing  a  variety  of  opinions,  who  pick  up 
an  observation  on  one  subject,  and  another  on  another, 
and  who  care  about  none  any  farther  than  the  passing 
away  of  an  idle  hour,  usually  acquire.  An  author  has 
studied  a  particular  point — he  has  read,  he  has  inquired, 
he  has  thought  a  great  deal  upon  it:  he  is  not  contented 
to  take  it  up  casually  in  common  with  others,  to  throw 
out  a  hint,  to  propose  an  objection:  he  will  either  re- 
main silent,  uneasy,  and  dissatisfied,  or  he  will  begin 
at  the  beginning,  and  go  through  with  it  to  the  end. 
He  is  for  taking  the  whole  responsibility  upon  himself. 
He  would  be  thought  to  understand  the  subject  better 
than  others,  or  indeed  would  show  that  nobody  else 
knows  any  thing  about  it.  There  are  always  three  or 
four  points  on  which  the  literary  novice  at  his  first  out- 
set in  life  fancies  he  can  enlighten  every  company,  and 
bear    down    all    opposition:    but    he    is    cured    of    this 
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quixotic  and  pugnacious  spirit,  as  he  goes  more  into 
the  world,  where  he  finds  that  there  are  other  opinions 
and  other  pretensions  to  be  adjusted  besides  his  own. 
When  this  asperity  wears  off,  and  a  certain  scholastic 
precocity  is  mellowed  down,  the  conversation  of  men  of 
letters  becomes  both  interesting  and  instructive.  Men 
of  the  world  have  no  fixed  principles,  no  groundwork 
of  thought:  mere  scholars  have  too  much  an  object,  a 
theory  always  in  view,  to  which  they  wrest  every  thing, 
and  not  unfrequently,  common  sense  itself.  By  mixing 
with  society,  they  rub  off  their  hardness  of  manner, 
and  impracticable,  offensive  singularity,  while  they  re- 
tain a  greater  depth  and  coherence  of  understanding. 
There  is  more  to  be  learnt  from  them  than  from  their 
books.  This  was  a  remark  of  Rousseau's,  and  it  is  a 
very  true  one.  In  the  confidence  and  unreserve  of 
private  intercourse,  they  are  more  at  liberty  to  say 
what  they  think,  to  put  the  subject  in  different  and 
opposite  points  of  view,  to  illustrate  it  more  briefly  and 
pithily  by  familiar  expressions,  by  an  appeal  to  indi- 
vidual character  and  personal  knowledge — to  bring  in 
the  limitation,  to  obviate  misconception,  to  state  diffi- 
culties on  their  own  side  of  the  argument,  and  answer 
them  as  well  as  they  can.  This  would  hardly  agree 
with  the  prudery,  and  somewhat  ostentatious  claims  of 
authorship.  Dr.  Johnson's  conversation  in  Boswell's 
Life  is  much  better  than  his  published  works:  and  the 
fragments  of  the  opinions  of  celebrated  men,  preserved 
in  their  letters  or  in  anecdotes  of  them,  are  justly 
sought  after  as  invaluable  for  the  same  reason.  For 
instance,  what  a  fund  of  sense  there  is  in  Grimm's 
Memoirs !  We  thus  get  at  the  essence  of  what  is  con- 
tained in  their  more  laboured  productions,  without  the 
affectation  or  formality. — Argument,  again,  is  the  death 
of  conversation,  if  carried  on  in  a  spirit  of  hostility: 
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but  discussion  is  a  pleasant  and  profitable  thing,  where 
you  advance  and  defend  your  opinions  as  far  as  you 
can,  and  admit  the  truth  of  what  is  objected  against 
them  with  equal  impartiality:  in  short,  where  you  do 
not  pretend  to  set  up  for  an  oracle,  but  freely  declare 
what  you  really  know  about  any  question,  or  suggest 
what  has  struck  you  as  throwing  a  new  light  upon  it, 
and  let  it  pass  for  what  it  is  worth.  This  tone  of  con- 
versation was  well  described  by  Dr.  Johnson,  when  he 
said  of  some  party  at  which  he  had  been  present  the 
night  before — "We  had  good  talk,  sir !"  As  a  gen- 
eral rule,  there  is  no  conversation  worth  any  thing  but 
between  friends,  or  those  who  agree  in  the  same  lead- 
ing views  of  a  subject.  Nothing  was  ever  learnt  by 
either  side  in  a  dispute.  You  contradict  one  another, 
will  not  allow  a  grain  of  sense  in  what  your  adversary 
advances,  are  blind  to  whatever  makes  against  yourself, 
dare  not  look  the  question  fairly  in  the  face,  so  that  you 
cannot  avail  yourself  even  of  your  real  advantages,  in- 
sist most  on  what  you  feel  to  be  the  weakest  points  of 
your  argument,  and  get  more  and  more  absurd,  dog- 
matical, and  violent  every  moment.  Disputes  for  vic- 
tory generally  end  to  the  dissatisfaction  of  all  parties ; 
and  the  one  recorded  in  Gil  Bias  breaks  up  just  as  it 
ought.  I  once  knew  a  very  ingenious  man,  than  whom, 
to  take  him  in  the  way  of  common  chit-chat  or  fire- 
side gossip,  no  one  could  be  more  entertaining  or 
rational.  He  would  make  an  apt  classical  quotation, 
propose  an  explanation  of  a  curious  passage  in  Shake- 
speare's Venus  and  Adonis,  detect  a  metaphysical  error 
in  Locke,  would  infer  the  volatility  of  the  French 
character  from  the  chapter  in  Sterne  where  the  Count 
mistakes  the  feigned  name  of  Yorick  for  a  proof  of  his 
being  the  identical  imaginary  character  in  Hamlet  (Et 
vous     etes     Yorick!) — thus     confounding     words     with 
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things  twice  over — but  let  a  difference  of  opinion  be 
once  hitched  in,  and  it  was  all  over  with  him.  His 
only  object  from  that  time  was  to  shut  out  common 
sense,  and  to  be  proof  against  conviction.  He  would 
argue  the  most  ridiculous  point  (such  as  that  there 
were  two  original  languages)  for  hours  together,  nay, 
through  the  horologe.  You  would  not  suppose  it  was 
the  same  person.  He  was  like  an  obstinate  runaway 
horse,  that  takes  the  bit  in  his  mouth,  and  becomes 
mischievous  and  unmanageable.  He  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  one  thing — not  to  admit  a  single  particle  of 
what  any  one  else  said  for  or  against  him.  It  was  all 
the  difference  between  a  man  drunk  or  sober,  sane  or 
mad.  It  is  the  same  when  he  once  gets  the  pen  in  his 
hand.  He  has  been  trying  to  prove  a  contradiction  in 
terms  for  the  last  ten  years  of  his  life,  viz.,  that  the 
Bourbons  have  the  same  right  to  the  throne  of  France 
that  the  Brunswick  family  have  to  the  throne  of  Eng- 
land. Many  people  think  there  is  a  want  of  honesty  or 
a  want  of  understanding  in  this.  There  is  neither.  But 
he  will  persist  in  an  argument  to  the  last  pinch;  he  will 
yield,  in  absurdity,  to  no  man ! 

This  litigious  humour  is  bad  enough:  but  there  is  one 
character  still  worse: — that  of  a  person  who  goes  into 
company,  not  to  contradict,  but  to  talk  at  you.  This  is 
the  greatest  nuisance  in  civilised  society.  Such  a  per- 
son does  not  come  armed  to  defend  himself  at  all  points, 
but  to  unsettle,  if  he  can,  and  throw  a  slur  on  all  your 
favourite  opinions.  If  he  has  a  notion  that  any  one  in 
the  room  is  fond  of  poetry,  he  immediately  volunteers 
a  contemptuous  tirade  against  the  idle  jingle  of  verse. 
If  he  suspects  you  have  a  delight  in  pictures,  he  en- 
deavours, not  by  fair  argument,  but  by  a  side-wind, 
to  put  you  out  of  conceit  with  so  frivolous  an  art.  If 
you  have  a  taste  for  music,  he  does  not  think  much  good 
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is  to  be  done  by  this  tickling  of  the  ears.  If  you  speak 
in  praise  of  a  comedy,  he  does  not  see  the  use  of  wit ; 
if  you  say  you  have  been  to  a  tragedy,  he  shakes  his 
head  at  this  mockery  of  human  misery,  and  thinks  it 
ought  to  be  prohibited.  He  tries  to  find  out  beforehand 
whatever  it  is  that  you  take  a  particular  pride  or 
pleasure  in,  that  he  may  annoy  your  self-love  in  the 
tenderest  point  (as  if  he  were  probing  a  wound)  and 
make  you  dissatisfied  with  yourself  and  your  pursuits 
for  several  days  afterwards.  A  person  might  as  well 
make  a  practice  of  throwing  out  scandalous  aspersions 
against  your  dearest  friends  or  nearest  relations,  by 
way  of  ingratiating  himself  into  your  favour.  Such  ill- 
timed  impertinence  is  "villainous,  and  shews  a  pitiful 
ambition  in  the   fool  that  uses   it." 

The  soul  of  conversation  is  sympathy. — Authors 
should  converse  chiefly  with  authors,  and  their  talk 
should  be  of  books.  "When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then 
comes  the  tug  of  war."  There  is  nothing  so  pedantic 
as  pretending  not  to  be  pedantic.  No  man  can  get 
above  his  pursuit  in  life:  it  is  getting  above  himself, 
which  is  impossible.  There  is  a  freemasonry  in  all 
things.  You  can  only  speak  to  be  understood,  but  this 
you  cannot  be,  except  by  those  who  are  in  the  secret. 
Hence  an  argument  has  been  drawn  to  supersede  the 
necessity  of  conversation  altogether ;  for  it  has  been 
said,  that  there  is  no  use  in  talking  to  people  of  sense, 
who  know  all  that  you  can  tell  them,  nor  to  fools,  who 
will  not  be  instructed.  There  is,  however,  the  smallest 
encouragement  to  proceed,  when  you  are  conscious  that 
the  more  you  really  enter  into  a  subject,  the  farther 
you  will  be  from  the  comprehension  of  your  hearers — 
and  that  the  more  proofs  you  give  of  any  position,  the 
more  odd  and  out-of-the-way  they  will  think  your 
notions.     C is  the  only  person  who  can  talk  to  all 
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sorts  of  people,  on  all  sorts  of  subjects,  without  caring 
a  farthing  for  their  understanding  one  word  he  says — 
and  he  talks  only  for  admiration  and  to  be  listened  to, 
and  accordingly  the  least  interruption  puts  him  out. 
I  firmly  believe  he  would  make  just  the  same  impres- 
sion on  half  his  audiences,  if  he  purposely  repeated 
absolute  nonsense  with  the  same  voice  and  manner  and 
inexhaustible  flow  of  undulating  speech !  In  general, 
wit  shines  only  by  reflection.  You  must  take  your  cue 
from  your  company — must  rise  as  they  rise,  and  sink 
as  they  fall.  You  must  see  that  your  good  things,  your 
knowing  allusions,  are  not  flung  away,  like  the  pearls 
in  the  adage.  What  a  check  it  is  to  be  asked  a  foolish 
question;  to  find  that  the  first  principles  are  not  under- 
stood !  You  are  thrown  on  your  back  immediately,  the 
conversation  is  stopped  like  a  country-dance  by  those 
who  do  not  know  the  figure.  But  when  a  set  of  adepts, 
of  illuminati,  get  about  a  question,  it  is  worth  while  to 
hear  them  talk.  They  may  snarl  and  quarrel  over  it, 
like  dogs ;  but  they  pick  it  bare  to  the  bone,  they  mas- 
ticate it  thoroughly. 
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This    was    the    case    formerly    at    L 's — where    we 

used  to  have  many  lively  skirmishes  at  their  Thursday 
evening  parties.  I  doubt  whether  the  Small-coal  man's 
musical  parties  could  exceed  them.  Oh !  for  the  pen 
of  John  Buncle  to  consecrate  a  petit  souvenir  to  their 
memory ! — There  was  L himself,  the  most  de- 
lightful, the  most  provoking,  the  most  witty  and  sensi- 
ble of  men.  He  always  made  the  best  pun,  and  the 
best  remark  in  the  course  of  the  evening.  His  serious 
conversation,  like  his  serious  writing,  is  his  best.     No 
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one  ever  stammered  out  such  fine,  piquant,  deep, 
eloquent  things  in  half  a  dozen  half-sentences  as  he 
does.  His  jests  scald  like  tears:  and  he  probes  a  ques- 
tion with  a  play  upon  words.  What  a  keen,  laughing,, 
hair-brained  vein  of  home-felt  truth !  What  choice 
venom !  How  often  did  we  cut  into  the  haunch  of  let- 
ters, while  we  discussed  the  haunch  of  mutton  on  the 
table  !  How  we  skimmed  the  cream  of  criticism  !  How 
we  got  into  the  heart  of  controversy  !  How  we  picked 
out  the  marrow  of  authors  !  "And,  in  our  flowing  cups, 
many  a  good  name  and  true  was  freshly  remembered." 
Recollect  (most  sage  and  critical  reader)  that  in  all 
this  I  was  but  a  guest !  Need  I  go  over  the  names  ? 
They  were  but  the  old  everlasting  set — Milton  and 
Shakespeare,  Pope  and  Dryden,  Steele  and  Addison, 
Swift  and  Gay,  Fielding,  Smollett,  Sterne,  Richard- 
son, Hogarth's  prints,  Claude's  landscapes,  the  car- 
toons at  Hampton  Court,  and  all  those  things  that, 
having  once  been,  must  ever  be.  The  Scotch  Novels 
had  not  then  been  heard  of:  so  we  said  nothing  about 
them.  In  general,  we  were  hard  upon  the  moderns. 
The  author  of  the  Rambler  was  only  tolerated  in  Bos- 
well's  Life  of  him;  and  it  was  as  much  as  any  one  could 

do  to  edge  in  a  word  for  Junius.     L could  not  bear 

Gil  Bias.  This  was  a  fault.  I  remember  the  greatest 
triumph  I  ever  had  was  in  persuading  him,  after  some 
years'  difficulty,  that  Fielding  was  better  than  Smollett. 
On  one  occasion,  he  was  for  making  out  a  list  of  per- 
sons famous  in  history  that  one  would  wish  to  see  again 
— at  the  head  of  whom  were  Pontius  Pilate,  Sir  Thomas 
Browne,  and  Dr.  Faustus — but  we  black-balled  most  of 
his  list !  But  with  what  a  gusto  would  he  describe  his 
favourite  authors,  Donne,  or  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  and 
call  their  most  crabbed  passages  delicious!  He  tried 
them    on    his    palate    as    epicures    taste    olives,    and    his 
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observations  had  a  smack  in  them,  like  a  roughness  on 
the  tongue.  With  what  discrimination  he  hinted  a  de- 
fect in  what  he  admired  most — as  in  saying  that  the 
display  of  the  sumptuous  banquet  in  Paradise  Regained 
was  not  in  true  keeping,  as  the  simplest  fare  was  all 
that  was  necessary  to  tempt  the  extremity  of  hunger — 
and  stating  that  Adam  and  Eve  in  Paradise  Lost  were 
too  much  like  married  people.     He  has  furnished  many 

a  text  for  C to  preach  upon.     There  was  no  fuss 

or  cant  about  him:  nor  were  his  sweets  or  his  sours 
ever  diluted  with  one  particle  of  affectation.  I  cannot 
say  that  the  party  at  L 's  were  all  of  one  descrip- 
tion. There  were  honorary  members,  lay-brothers. 
Wit  and  good  fellowship  was  the  motto  inscribed  over 
the  door.  When  a  stranger  came  in,  it  was  not  asked, 
"Has  he  written  anything  ?" — we  were  above  that 
pedantry',  but  we  waited  to  see  what  he  could  do.  If 
he  could  take  a  hand  at  piquet,  he  was  welcome  to  sit 
down.  If  a  person  liked  any  thing,  if  he  took  snuff 
heartily,  it  was  sufficient.  He  would  understand,  by 
analogy,  the  pungency  of  other  things  besides  Irish 
blackguard  or  Scotch  rappee.  A  character  was  good 
anywhere,  in  a  room  or  on  paper.  But  we  abhorred 
insipidity,  affectation,  and  fine  gentlemen.  There  was 
one  of  our  party  who  never  failed  to  mark  "two  for 
his    Nob"    at    cribbage,   and   he   was    thought   no    mean 

person.     This  was  Ned  P ,  and  a  better  fellow  in 

his  way  breathes  not.     There  was  ,  who  asserted 

some  incredible  matter  of  fact  as  a  likely  paradox,  and 
settled  all  controversies  by  an  ipse  dixit,  a  fiat  of  his 
will,  hammering  out  many  a  hard  theory  on  the  anvil 
of  his   brain — the   Baron   Munchausen   of   politics   and 

practical    philosophy: — there    was    Captain    ,    who 

had  you  at  an  advantage  by  never  understanding  you : — 
there  was  Jem  White,  the  author  of  Falstaff's  Letters, 
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who  the  other  day  left  this  dull  world  to  go  in  search 
of  more  kindred  spirits,  "turning  like  the  latter  end  of 

a    lover's    lute :" — there    was    A ,    who    sometimes 

dropped  in,  the  Will  Honeycomb  of  our  set — and  Mrs. 

R ,  who  being  of  a  quiet  turn,  loved  to  hear  a  noisy 

debate.  An  utterly  uninformed  person  might  have  sup- 
posed this  a  scene  of  vulgar  confusion  and  uproar. 
While  the  most  critical  question  was  pending,  while  the 
most     difficult     problem     in     philosophy     was     solving, 

P cried  out,  "That's  game,"  and  M.  B.  muttered  a 

quotation  over  the  last  remains  of  a  veal-pie  at  a  side- 
table.  Once,  and  once  only,  the  literary  interest  over- 
came the  general.  For  C was  riding  the  high  Ger- 
man horse,  and  demonstrating  the  Categories  of  the 
Transcendental  philosophy  to  the  author  of  the  Road 
to  Ruin;  who  insisted  on  his  knowledge  of  German, 
and  German  metaphysics,  having  read  the  Critique  of 
Pure  Reason  in  the  original.  "My  dear  Mr.  Holcroft,'* 
said  C ,  in  a  tone  of  infinitely  provoking  concilia- 
tion, "you  really  put  me  in  mind  of  a  sweet  pretty  Ger- 
man girl,  about  fifteen,  that  I  met  with  in  the  Hartz 
forest  in  Germany — and  who  one  day,  as  I  was  reading 
the  Limits  of  the  Knowable  and  the  Unknowable,  the 
profoundest  of  all  his  works,  with  great  attention,  came 
behind  my  chair,  and  leaning  over,  said,  'What,  you 
read  Kant?  Why,  /  that  am  German  born,  don't  un- 
derstand him !'  '  This  was  too  much  to  bear,  and  Hol- 
croft,  starting  up,  called  out  in  no  measured  tone,  "Mr. 

C ,  you  are  the  most  eloquent  man  I  ever  met  with, 

and  the  most  troublesome  with  your  eloquence  !"    P 

held  the  cribbage-peg  that  was  to  mark  him  game,  sus- 
pended in  his  hand;  and  the  whist  table  was  silent  for 
a  moment.  I  saw  Holcroft  downstairs,  and,  on  com- 
ing to  the  landing-place  in  Mitre  Court,  he  stopped 
me    to    observe,    that    "he    thought    Mr.    C a    very 
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clever  man,  with  a  great  command  of  language,  but 
that  he  feared  he  did  not  always  affix  very  precise 
ideas  to  the  words  he  used."  After  he  was  gone,  we 
had  our  laugh  out,  and  went  on  with  the  argument  on 
the  nature  of  Reason,  the  Imagination,  and  the  Will. 
I  wish  I  could  find  a  publisher  for  it:  it  would  make 
a  supplement  to  the  Biographia  Literaria  in  a  volume 
and  a  half  octavo. 

Those  days  are  over !  An  event,  the  name  of  which 
I  wish  never  to  mention,  broke  up  our  party,  like  a 
bombshell  thrown  into  the  room:  and  now  we  seldom 
meet 

"Like   angels'   visits,  short  and  far  between. " 

There  is  no  longer  the  same  set  of  persons,  nor  of  asso- 
ciations. L does  not  live  where  he  did.  By  shift- 
ing his  abode,  his  notions  seem  less  fixed.  He  does  not 
wear  his  old  snuff-coloured  coat  and  breeches.  It  looks 
like  an  alteration  in  his  style.  An  author  and  a  wit 
should  have  a  separate  costume,  a  particular  cloth:  he 
should  present  something  positive  and  singular  to  the 
mind,  like  Mr.  Douce  of  the  Museum.  Our  faith  in 
the  religion  of  letters  will  not  bear  to  be  taken  to 
pieces,  and  put  together  again  by  caprice  or  accident. 

L H goes   there    sometimes.      He    has    a    fine 

vinous  spirit  about  him,  and  tropical  blood  in  his  veins : 
but  he  is  better  at  his  own  table.  He  has  a  great  flow 
of  pleasantry  and  delightful  animal  spirits :  but  his  hits 

do  not  tell  like   L 's ;   you  cannot  repeat  them  the 

next  day.  He  requires  not  only  to  be  appreciated  but 
to  have  a  select  circle  of  admirers  and  devotees,  to  feel 
himself  quite  at  home.  He  sits  at  the  head  of  a  party 
with  great  gaiety  and  grace;  has  an  elegant  manner 
and  turn  of  features ;  is  never  at  a  loss — aliquando  suf- 
flaminandus  erat — has  continual  sportive  sallies  of  wit 


THE   SAME   SUBJECT   CONTINUED      107 

or  fancy;  tells  a  story  capitally;  mimics  an  actor  or  an 
acquaintance  to  admiration;  laughs  with  great  glee  and 
good  humour  at  his  own  or  other  people's  jokes;  under- 
stands the  point  of  an  equivoque,  or  an  observation  im- 
mediately; has  a  taste  and  knowledge  of  books,  of 
music,  of  medals ;  manages  an  argument  adroitly ;  is 
genteel  and  gallant,  and  has  a  set  of  bye-phrases  and 
quaint  allusions  always  at  hand  to  produce  a  laugh: — 
if  he  has  a  fault,  it  is  that  he  does  not  listen  so  well  as 
he  speaks,  is  impatient  of  interruption,  and  is  fond  of 
being  looked  up  to,  without  considering  by  whom.  I 
believe,  however,  he  has  pretty  well  seen  the  folly  of 
this.  Neither  is  his  ready  display  of  personal  ac- 
complishment and  variety  of  resources  an  advantage  to 
his  writings.  They  sometimes  present  a  desultory  and 
slipshod  appearance,  owing  to  this  very  circumstance. 
The  same  things  that  tell,  perhaps,  best  to  a  private 
circle  round  the  fireside,  are  not  always  intelligible  to 
the  public,  nor  does  he  take  pains  to  make  them  so. 
He  is  too  confident  and  secure  of  his  audience.  That 
which  may  be  entertaining  enough  with  the  assistance 
of  a  certain  liveliness  of  manner,  may  read  very  flat  on 
paper,  because  it  is  abstracted  from  all  the  circum- 
stances that  had  set  it  off  to  advantage.  A  writer 
should  recollect  that  he  has  only  to  trust  to  the  im- 
mediate impression  of  words,  like  a  musician  who  sings 
without  the  accompaniment  of  an  instrument.  There  is 
nothing  to  help  out,  or  slubber  over,  the  defects  of  the 
voice  in  the  one  case,  nor  of  the  style  in  the  other. 
The   reader   may,  if  he   pleases,   get   a   very  good   idea 

of  L H 's  conversation  from  a  very  agreeable 

paper  he  has  lately  published,  called  the  Indicator, 
than  which  nothing  can  be  more  happily  conceived  or 
executed. 

The  art  of  conversation  is  the  art  of  hearing  as  well 
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as  of  being  heard.  Authors  in  general  are  not  good 
listeners.  Some  of  the  best  talkers  are,  on  this  account, 
the  worst  company;  and  some  who  are  very  indifferent, 
but  very  great  talkers,  are  as  bad.  It  is  sometimes 
wonderful  to  see  how  a  person,  who  has  been  enter- 
taining or  tiring  a  company  by  the  hour  together,  drops 
his  countenance  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  or  had  been 
seized  with  a  sudden  lock-jaw,  the  moment  any  one  in- 
terposes a  single  observation.  The  best  converser  I 
know  is,  however,  the  best  listener.  I  mean  Mr.  North- 
cote,  the  painter.  Painters  by  their  profession  are  not 
bound  to  shine  in  conversation,  and  they  shine  the  more. 
He  lends  his  ear  to  an  observation  as  if  you  had 
brought  him  a  piece  of  news,  and  enters  into  it  with  as 
much  avidity  and  earnestness  as  if  it  interested  him- 
self personally.  If  he  repeats  an  old  remark  or  story, 
it  is  with  the  same  freshness  and  point  as  for  the  first 
time.  It  always  arises  out  of  the  occasion,  and  has 
the  stamp  of  originality.  There  is  no  parroting  of  him- 
self. His  look  is  a  continual,  ever-varying  history- 
piece  of  what  passes  in  his  mind.  His  face  is  as  a  book. 
There  need  no  marks  of  interjection  or  interrogation 
to  what  he  says.  His  manner  is  quite  picturesque. 
There  is  an  excess  of  character  and  naivete  that  never 
tires.  His  thoughts  bubble  up  and  sparkle  like  beads 
on  old  wine.  The  fund  of  anecdote,  the  collection  of 
curious  particulars,  is  enough  to  set  up  any  common 
retailer  of  jests  that  dines  out  every  day;  but  these 
are  not  strung  together  like  a  row  of  galley-slaves,  but 
are  always  introduced  to  illustrate  some  argument  or 
bring  out  some  fine  distinction  of  character.  The  mix- 
ture of  spleen  adds  to  the  sharpness  of  the  point,  like 
poisoned  arrows.  Mr.  Northcote  enlarges  with  en- 
thusiasm on  the  old  painters,  and  tells  good  things  of 
the  new.     The  only  thing  he  ever  vexed  me  in  was  his 
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liking  the  Catalogue  Raisonnee.  I  had  almost  as  soon 
hear  him  talk  of  Titian's  pictures  (which  he  does  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  and  looking  just  like  them)  as  see 
the  originals,  and  I  had  rather  hear  him  talk  of  Sir 
Joshua's  than  see  them.  He  is  the  last  of  that  school 
who  knew  Goldsmith  and  Johnson.  How  finely  he 
describes  Pope !  His  elegance  of  mind,  his  figure,  his 
character  were  not  unlike  his  own.  He  does  not  re- 
semble a  modern  Englishman,  but  puts  one  in  mind  of 
a  Roman  Cardinal  or  a  Spanish  Inquisitor.  I  never  ate 
or  drank  with  Mr.  Northcote ;  but  I  have  lived  on  his 
conversation  with  undiminished  relish  ever  since  I  can 
remember, — and  when  I  leave  it,  I  come  out  into  the 
street  with  feelings  lighter  and  more  ethereal  than  I 
have  at  any  other  time.  One  of  his  tete-a-tetes  would 
at  any  time  make  an  Essay;  but  he  cannot  write  him- 
self, because  he  loses  himself  in  the  connecting  pas- 
sages, is  fearful  of  the  effect,  and  wants  the  habit  of 
bringing  his  ideas  into  one  focus  or  point  of  view.  A 
lens  is  necessary  to  collect  the  diverging  rays,  the  re- 
fracted and  broken  angular  lights  of  conversation  on 
paper.  Contradiction  is  half  the  battle  in  talking — the 
being  startled  by  what  others  say,  and  having  to  answer 
on  the  spot.  You  have  to  defend  yourself,  paragraph  by 
paragraph,  parenthesis  within  parenthesis.  Perhaps  it 
might  be  supposed  that  a  person  who  excels  in  con- 
versation and  cannot  write,  would  succeed  better  in 
dialogue.  But  the  stimulus,  the  immediate  irritation 
would  be  wanting;  and  the  work  would  read  flatter 
than  ever,  from  not  having  the  very  thing  it  pretended 
to  have. 

Lively  sallies  and  connected  discourse  are  very  dif- 
ferent things.  There  are  many  persons  of  that  im- 
patient and  restless  turn  of  mind,  that  they  cannot 
wait  a  moment  for  a  conclusion,  or  follow  up  the  thread 
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of  any  argument.  In  the  hurry  of  conversation  their 
ideas  are  somehow  huddled  into  sense;  but  in  the  in- 
tervals of  thought,  leave  a  great  gap  between.  Mon- 
tesquieu said,  he  often  lost  an  idea  before  he  could 
find  words  for  it :  yet  he  dictated,  by  way  of  saving 
time,  to  an  amanuensis.  This  last  is,  in  my  opinion,  a 
vile  method,  and  a  solecism  in  authorship.  Home 
Tooke,  among  other  paradoxes,  used  to  maintain,  that 
no  one  could  write  a  good  style  who  was  not  in  the 
habit  of  talking  and  hearing  the  sound  of  his  own 
voice.  He  might  as  well  have  said  that  no  one  could 
relish  a  good  style  without  reading  it  aloud,  as  we 
find  common  people  do  to  assist  their  apprehension. 
But  there  is  a  method  of  trying  periods  on  the  ear,  or 
weighing  them  with  the  scales  of  the  breath,  without 
any  articulate  sound.  Authors,  as  they  write,  may  be 
said  to  "hear  a  sound  so  fine,  there's  nothing  lives 
'twixt  it  and  silence."  Even  musicians  generally  com- 
pose in  their  heads.  I  agree  that  no  style  is  good  that 
is  not  fit  to  be  spoken  or  read  aloud  with  effect.  This 
holds  true  not  only  of  emphasis  and  cadence,  but  also 
with  regard  to  natural  idiom  and  colloquial  freedom. 
Sterne's  was  in  this  respect  the  best  style  that  ever 
was  written.  You  fancy  that  you  hear  the  people 
talking.  For  a  contrary  reason,  no  college-man  writes 
a  good  style,  or  understands  it  when  written.  Fine 
writing  is  with  him  all  verbiage  and  monotony — a 
translation  into   classical   centos   or   hexameter   lines. 

That  which  I  have  just  mentioned  is  among  many 
instances  I  could  give  of  ingenious  absurdities  advanced 
by  Mr.  Tooke  in  the  heat  and  pride  of  controversy.  A 
person  who  knew  him  well,  and  greatly  admired  his 
talents,  said  of  him  that  he  never  (to  his  recollection) 
heard  him  defend  an  opinion  which  he  thought  right, 
or  in  which  he  believed  him  to  be  himself  sincere.     He 
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indeed  provoked  his  antagonists  into  the  toils  by  the 
very  extravagance  of  his  assertions,  and  the  teasing 
sophistry  by  which  he  rendered  them  plausible.  His 
temper  was  prompter  to  his  skill.  He  had  the  man- 
ners of  a  man  of  the  world,  with  great  scholastic  re- 
sources. He  flung  every  one  else  off  his  guard,  and  was 
himself  immovable.  I  never  knew  any  one  who  did  not 
admit  his  superiority  in  this  kind  of  warfare.     He  put 

a    full   stop   to   one    of    C 's   long-winded   prefatory 

apologies  for  his  youth  and  inexperience,  by  saying 
abruptly,  "Speak  up,  young  man!"  and,  at  another 
time,  silenced  a  learned  professor  by  desiring  an  ex- 
planation of  a  word  which  the  other  frequently  used, 
and  which,  he  said,  he  had  been  many  years  trying  to 
get  at  the  meaning  of, — the  copulative  Is  !  He  was  the 
best  intellectual  fencer  of  his  day.  He  made  strange 
havoc  of  Fuseli's  fantastic  hieroglyphics,  violent  hu- 
mours, and  oddity  of  dialect. — Curran,  who  was  some- 
times of  the  same  party,  was  lively  and  animated 
in  convivial  conversation,  but  dull  in  argument;  nay, 
averse  to  any  thing  like  reasoning  or  serious  observa- 
tion, and  had  the  worst  taste  I  ever  knew.  His  favour- 
ite critical  topics  were  to  abuse  Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 
and  Romeo  and  Juliet.  Indeed,  he  confessed  a  want 
of  sufficient  acquaintance  with  books  when  he  found 
himself  in  literary  society  in  London.  He  and  Sher- 
idan once  dined  at  John  Kemble's  with  Mrs.  Inchbald 
and  Mary  Woolstonecroft,  when  the  discourse  almost 
wholly  turned  on  Love,  "from  noon  to  dewy  eve,  a 
summer's  day!"  What  a  subject!  What  speakers, 
and  what  hearers !  What  would  I  not  give  to  have 
been  there,  had  I  not  learned  it  all  from  the  bright 
eyes  of  Amaryllis,  and  may  one  day  make  a  Table-talk 
of  it ! — Peter  Pindar  was  rich  in  anecdote  and  grotesque 
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humour,  and  profound  in  technical  knowledge  both  of 
music,  poetry,  and  painting,  but  he  was  gross  and  over- 
bearing. Wordsworth  sometimes  talks  like  a  man 
inspired  on  subjects  of  poetry  (his  own  out  of  the 
question) — Coleridge     well     on     every     subject,     and 

G-dwin  on  none.     To  finish  this  subject — Mrs.  M 's 

conversation  is  as  fine-cut  as  her  features,  and  I  like 
to  sit  in  the  room  with  that  sort  of  coronet  face.     What 

she  says  leaves  a  flavour,  like  fine  green  tea.     H 's 

is  like  champagne,  and  N 's  like  anchovy  sand- 
wiches.    H-yd-n's  is  like  a  game  at  trap-ball:  L 's 

like  snap-dragon:  and  my  own  (if  I  do  not  mistake 
the  matter)  is  not  very  much  unlike  a  game  at  nine- 
pins !  .  .  .  One  source  of  the  conversation  of  authors 
is  the  character  of  other  authors,  and  on  that  they  are 
rich  indeed.  What  things  they  say !  What  stories  they 
tell  of  one  another,  more  particularly  of  their  friends  ! 
If  I  durst  only  give  some  of  these  confidential  com- 
munications !  .  .  .  The  reader  may  perhaps  think  the 
foregoing  a  specimen  of  them — but  indeed  he  is  mis- 
taken. 

I  do  not  know  of  any  greater  impertinence  than  for 
an  obscure  individual  to  set  about  pumping  a  character 
of  celebrity.  "Bring  him  to  me/'  said  a  Doctor 
Tronchin,  speaking  of  Rousseau,  "that  I  may  see 
whether  he  has  any  thing  in  him."  Before  you  can  take 
measure  of  the  capacity  of  others,  you  ought  to  be 
sure  that  they  have  not  taken  measure  of  yours.  They 
may  think  you  a  spy  on  them,  and  may  not  like  their 
company.  If  you  really  want  to  know  whether  an- 
other person  can  talk  well,  begin  by  saying  a  good 
thing  yourself,  and  you  will  have  a  right  to  look  for 
a  rejoinder.  "The  best  tennis-players,,,  says  Sir  Fop- 
ling  Flutter,   "make  the  best  matches. " 
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For  wit  is  like  a  rest 


Held  up  at  tennis,  which  men  do  the  best 
With   the   best   players. 

We  hear  it  often  said  of  a  great  author,  or  a  great 
actress,  that  they  are  very  stupid  people  in  private. 
But  he  was  a  fool  that  said  so.  Tell  me  your  company, 
and  I'll  tell  you  your  manners.  In  conversation,  as  in 
other  things,  the  action  and  reaction  should  bear  a  cer- 
tain proportion  to  each  other. — Authors  may,  in  some 
sense,  be  looked  upon  as  foreigners,  who  are  not  natu- 
ralized even  in  their  native  soil.    L once  came  down 

into  the  country  to  see  us.  He  was  "like  the  most 
capricious  poet  Ovid  among  the  Goths/'  The  country 
people  thought  him  an  oddity,  and  did  not  understand 
his  jokes.  It  would  be  strange  if  they  had;  for  he  did 
not  make  any  while  he  stayed.  But  when  we  crossed 
the  country  to  Oxford,  then  he  spoke  a  little.  He  and 
the  old  colleges  were  hail-fellow  well  met;  and  in  the 
quadrangles,  he  "walked  gowned. " 

There  is  a  character  of  a  gentleman;  so  there  is  a 
character  of  a  scholar,  which  is  no  less  easily  recog- 
nised. The  one  has  an  air  of  books  about  him,  as  the 
other  has  of  good-breeding.  The  one  wears  his 
thoughts  as  the  other  does  his  clothes,  gracefully;  and 
even  if  they  are  a  little  old-fashioned,  they  are  not 
ridiculous :  they  have  had  their  day.  The  gentleman 
shows,  by  his  manner,  that  he  has  been  used  to  respect 
from  others :  the  scholar  that  he  lays  claim  to  self- 
respect  and  to  a  certain  independence  of  opinion.  The 
one  has  been  accustomed  to  the  best  company;  the 
other  has  passed  his  time  in  cultivating  an  intimacy 
with  the  best  authors.  There  is  nothing  forward  or 
vulgar  in  the  behaviour  of  the  one ;  nothing  shrewd  or 
petulant    in    the    observations    of    the    other,    as    if    he 
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should  astonish  the  bystanders,  or  was  astonished  him- 
self at  his  own  discoveries.  Good  taste  and  good  sense, 
like  common  politeness,  are,  or  are  supposed  to  be, 
matters  of  course.  One  is  distinguished  by  an  appear- 
ance of  marked  attention  to  every  one  present;  the 
other  manifests  an  habitual  air  of  abstraction  and 
absence  of  mind.  The  one  is  not  an  upstart  with  all 
the  self-important  airs  of  the  founder  of  his  own  for- 
tune; nor  the  other  a  self-taught  man,  with  the  re- 
pulsive self-sufficiency  which  arises  from  an  ignorance 
of  what  hundreds  have  known  before  him.  We  must 
excuse  perhaps  a  little  conscious  family-pride  in  the 
one,  and  a  little  harmless  pedantry  in  the  other.  As 
there  is  a  class  of  the  first  character  which  sinks  into 
the  mere  gentleman,  that  is,  which  has  nothing  but  this 
sense  of  respectability  and  propriety  to  support  it — 
so  the  character  of  a  scholar  not  unfrequently  dwindles 
down  into  the  shadow  of  a  shade,  till  nothing  is  left 
of  it  but  the  mere  book-worm.  There  is  often  some- 
thing amiable  as  well  as  enviable  in  this  last  character. 
I  know  one  such  instance,  at  least.  The  person  I 
mean  has  an  admiration  for  learning,  if  he  is  only 
dazzled  by  its  light.  He  lives  among  old  authors,  if 
he  does  not  enter  much  into  their  spirit.  He  handles 
the  covers,  and  turns  over  the  page,  and  is  familiar 
with  the  names  and  dates.  He  is  busy  and  self-in- 
volved. He  hangs  like  a  film  and  cobweb  upon  letters, 
or  is  like  the  dust  upon  the  outside  of  knowledge,  which 
should  not  be  rudely  brushed  aside.  He  follows  learn- 
ing as  its  shadow;  but  as  such,  he  is  respectable.  He 
browses  on  the  husk  and  leaves  of  books,  as  the  young 
fawn  browses  on  the  bark  and  leaves  of  trees.  Such 
a  one  lives  all  his  life  in  a  dream  of  learning,  and  has 
never  once  had  his  sleep  broken  by  a  real  sense  of 
things.     He  believes  implicitly  in  genius,  truth,  virtue, 
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liberty,  because  he  finds  the  names  of  these  things  in 
books.  He  thinks  that  love  and  friendship  are  the 
finest  things  imaginable,  both  in  practice  and  theory. 
The  legend  of  good  women  is  to  him  no  fiction.  When 
he  steals  from  the  twilight  of  his  cell,  the  scene  breaks 
upon  him  like  an  illuminated  missal,  and  all  the  people 
he  sees  are  but  so  many  figures  in  a  camera  obscura. 
He  reads  the  world,  like  a  favourite  volume,  only  to 
find  beauties  in  it,  or  like  an  edition  of  some  old  work 
which  he  is  preparing  for  the  press,  only  to  make 
emendations  in  it,  and  correct  the  errors  that  have  in- 
advertently slipt  in.  He  and  his  dog  Tray  are  much 
the  same  honest,  simple-hearted,  faithful,  affectionate 
creatures — if  Tray  could  but  read  !  His  mind  cannot 
take  the  impression  of  vice:  but  the  gentleness  of  his 
nature  turns  gall  to  milk.  He  would  not  hurt  a  fly. 
He  draws  the  picture  of  mankind  from  the  guileless 
simplicity  of  his  own  heart:  and  when  he  dies,  his 
spirit  will  take  its  smiling  leave,  without  having  ever 
had  an  ill  thought  of  others,  or  the  consciousness  of 
one  in  itself ! 


OF   PERSONS   ONE   WOULD   WISH    TO 
HAVE   SEEN 

"Come   like   shadows — so   depart." 

B it  was,   I  think,  who  suggested  this   subject,  as 

well  as  the  defence  of  Guy  Faux,  which  I  urged  him 
to  execute.  As,  however,  he  would  undertake  neither, 
I  suppose  I  must  do  both — a  task  for  which  he  would 
have  been  much  fitter,  no  less  from  the  temerity  than 
the  felicity  of  his   pen — 

"Never  so  sure  our  rapture  to  create 
As  when  it  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate." 
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Compared  with  him  I  shall,  I  fear,  make  but  a  com- 
mon-place piece  of  business  of  it ;  but  I  should  be  loth 
the  idea  was  entirely  lost,  and  besides  I  may  avail 
myself  of  some  hints  of  his  in  the  progress  of  it.  I  am 
sometimes,  I  suspect,  a  better  reporter  of  the  ideas  of 
other  people  than  expounder  of  my  own.  I  pursue 
the  one  too  far  into  paradox  or  mysticism;  the  others 
I  am  not  bound  to  follow  farther  than  I  like,  or  than 
seems   fair   and  reasonable. 

On  the  question  being  started,  A said,  "I  sup- 
pose the  two  first  persons  you  would  choose  to  see 
would  be  the  two  greatest  names  in  English  literature, 

Sir    Isaac    Newton   and    Mr.    Locke?"      In   this    A , 

as  usual,  reckoned  without  his  host.      Every  one  burst 

out   a   laughing   at   the   expression   of   B 's    face,   in 

which  impatience  was  restrained  by  courtesy.  "Yes, 
the  greatest  names,"  he  stammered  out  hastily,  "but 
they  were  not  persons — not  persons." — "Not  persons?" 

said  A ,  looking  wise  and  foolish  at  the  same  time. 

afraid    his    triumph    might    be    premature.      "That    is," 

rejoined   B ,   "not   characters,   you  know.      By   Mr. 

Locke  and  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  you  mean  the  Essay  on 
the  Human  L^nderstanding,  and  the  Principia,  which 
we  have  to  this  day.  Beyond  their  contents  there  is 
nothing  personally  interesting  in  the  men.  But  what 
we  want  to  see  any  one  bodily  for,  is  when  there  is 
something  peculiar,  striking  in  the  individuals,  more 
than  we  can  learn  from  their  writings,  and  yet  are 
curious  to  know.  I  dare  say  Locke  and  Newton  were 
very  like  Kneller's  portraits  of  them.      But  who  could 

paint  Shakespeare?" — "Ay,"  retorted  A ,  "there  it 

is ;   then   I   suppose   you  would   prefer   seeing  him   and 

Milton  instead?" — "No,"  said  B ,  "neither.     I  have 

seen  so  much  of  Shakespeare  on  the  stage  and  on  book- 
stalls, in  frontispieces  and  on  mantel-pieces,  that  I  am 
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quite  tired  of  the  everlasting  repetition:  and  as  to 
Milton's  face,  the  impressions  that  have  come  down  to 
us  of  it  I  do  not  like ;  it  is  too  starched  and  puritanical ; 
and  I  should  be  afraid  of  losing  some  of  the  manna  of 
his  poetry  in  the  leaven  of  his  countenance  and  the 
precisian's  band  and  gown." — "I  shall  guess  no  more/' 

said  A .      "Who  is  it,  then,  you  would  like  to  see 

'in  his   habit   as   he   lived/   if   you   had   your   choice   of 

the  whole  range  of  English  literature  ?"      B then 

named  Sir  Thomas  Brown  and  Fulke  Greville,  the 
friend  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  as  the  two  worthies  whom 
he  should  feel  the  greatest  pleasure  to  encounter  on 
the  floor  of  his  apartment  in  their  night-gown  and 
slippers,  and  to  exchange  friendly  greeting  with  them. 

At  this  A laughed  outright,  and  conceived  B 

was  jesting  with  him;  but  as  no  one  followed  his  ex- 
ample, he  thought  there  might  be  something  in  it,  and 
waited  for  an  explanation  in  a  state  of  whimsical  sus- 
pense. B then  (as  well  as  I  can  remember  a  con- 
versation that  passed  twenty  years  ago — how  time 
slips!)  went  on  as  follows:  "The  reason  why  I  pitch 
upon  these  two  authors  is,  that  their  writings  are  rid- 
dles, and  they  themselves  the  most  mysterious  of  per- 
sonages. They  resemble  the  soothsayers  of  old,  who 
dealt  in  dark  hints  and  doubtful  oracles ;  and  I  should 
like  to  ask  them  the  meaning  of  what  no  mortal  but 
themselves,  I  should  suppose,  can  fathom.  There  is 
Dr.  Johnson:  I  have  no  curiosity,  no  strange  uncer- 
tainty about  him:  he  and  Boswell  together  have  pretty 
well  let  me  into  the  secret  of  what  passed  through  his 
mind.  He  and  other  writers  like  him  are  sufficiently 
explicit:  my  friends,  whose  repose  I  should  be  tempted 
to  disturb  (were  it  in  my  power),  are  implicit,  inex- 
tricable,   inscrutable. 
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"And  call  up  him  who  left  half-told 
The  story  of  Cambuscan  bold." 

"When  I  look  at  that  obscure  but  gorgeous  prose- 
composition  (the  Urn-burial)  I  seem  to  myself  to  look 
into  a  deep  abyss,  at  the  bottom  of  which  are  hid  pearls 
and  rich  treasure ;  or  it  is  like  a  stately  labyrinth  of 
doubt  and  withering  speculation,  and  I  would  invoke 
the  spirit  of  the  author  to  lead  me  through  it.  Besides, 
who  would  not  be  curious  to  see  the  lineaments  of  a 
man  who,  having  himself  been  twice  married,  wished 
that  mankind  were  propagated  like  trees  !  As  to  Fulke 
Greville,  he  is  like  nothing  but  one  of  his  own  'Pro- 
logues spoken  by  the  ghost  of  an  old  king  of  Ormus,' 
a  truly  formidable  and  inviting  personage:  his  style  is 
apocalyptical,  cabalistical,  a  knot  worthy  of  such  an 
apparition  to  untie;  and  for  the  unravelling  a  passage 
or  two,  I  would  stand  the  brunt  of  an  encounter  with 
so  portentous   a  commentator !" — "I   am  afraid  in  that 

case,"    said    A ,    "that    if    the    mystery    were    once 

cleared  up,  the  merit  might  be  lost;" — and  turning  to 
me,    whispered    a    friendly    apprehension,    that    while 

B continued  to  admire  these  old  crabbed  authors, 

he  would  never  become  a  popular  writer.  Dr.  Donne 
was  mentioned  as  a  writer  of  the  same  period,  with  a 
very  interesting  countenance,  whose  history  was  singu- 
lar, and  whose  meaning  was  often  quite  as  uncomeat- 
able,  without  a  personal  citation  from  the  dead,  as  that 
of  any  of  his  contemporaries.  The  volume  was  pro- 
duced; and  while  some  one  was  expatiating  on  the  ex- 
quisite  simplicity   and   beauty   of   the   portrait   prefixed 

to  the  old  edition,  A got  hold  of  the  poetry,  and 

exclaiming  "What  have  we  here?"  read  the  follow- 
ing:— 
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"Here  lies  a   She-Sun  and  a  He-Moon  there, 
She  gives  the  best  light  to  his  sphere 
Or  each  is   both  and  all,  and  so 
They  unto   one   another   nothing  owe." 

There  was  no  resisting  this,  till  B ,  seizing  the 

volume,  turned  to  the  beautiful  "Lines  to  his  Mistress," 
dissuading  her  from  accompanying  him  abroad,  and 
read  them  with  suffused  features  and  a  faltering 
tongue. 

"By  our   first   strange   and   fatal   interview, 
By   all    desires    which   thereof   did   ensue, 
By  our  long  starving  hopes,  by  that  remorse 
Which  my  words'   masculine  persuasive   force 
Begot   in   thee,   and   by   the   memory 
Of  hurts,  which  spies  and  rivals  threaten'd  me, 
I  calmly  beg.     But  by  thy  father's  wrath, 
By  all  pains  which  want  and  divorcement  hath, 
I  conjure  thee;   and  all  the  oaths  which   I 
And  thou  have  sworn  to  seal  joint  constancy 
Here   I   unswear,   and   overswear   them  thus, 
Thou  shalt  not  love  by  ways  so  dangerous. 
Temper,  oh  fair  Love !  love's  impetuous  rage, 
Be  my  true  mistress  still,  not  my  feign'd  Page; 
I'll  go,  and,  by  thy  kind  leave,  leave  behind 
Thee,  only  worthy  to  nurse  in  my  mind. 
Thirst  to  come  back;  oh,  if  thou  die  before, 
My  soul  from  other  lands  to  thee  shall  soar. 
Thy   (else  Almighty)   beauty  cannot  move 
Rage  from  the  seas,  nor  thy  love  teach  them  love, 
Nor  tame  wild  Boreas'  harshness ;  thou  hast  read 
How  roughly  he  in  pieces   shiver'd 
Fair  Orithea,  whom  he  swore  he  lov'd. 
Fall  ill  or  good,  'tis  madness  to  have  prov'd 
Dangers   unurg'd:   Feed  on  this   flattery, 
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That  absent  lovers  one  with  th'  other  be. 
Dissemble  nothing,  not  a  boy;   nor  change 
Thy  body's   habit,  nor  mind;   be   not  strange 
To   thyself   only.      All   will    spy   in   thy    face 
A   blushing,    womanly,    discovering    grace. 
Richly  cloth'd  apes  are  call'd  apes,  and  as  soon 
Eclips'd  as  bright  we  call  the  moon  the  moon. 
Men   of   France,   changeable   cameleons, 
Spittles  of  diseases,  shops  of  fashions, 
Love's  fuellers,  and  the  rightest  company 
Of  players,  which  upon  the  world's  stage  be, 
Will  quickly  know  thee  .   .   .   O  stay  here !  for  thee 
England  is  only  a  worthy  gallery, 
To  walk  in  expectation;   till   from  thence 
Our   greatest  King  call  thee  to  his   presence. 
When   I   am   gone,   dream   me   some   happiness, 
Nor  let  thy  looks  our  long  hid  love  confess, 
Nor  praise,  nor  dispraise  me;  nor  bless,  nor  curse 
Openly  love's  force,  nor  in  bed  fright  thy  nurse 
With  midnight's  startings,  crying  out,  Oh,  oh, 
Nurse,  oh,  my  love  is  slain,  I  saw  him  go 
O'er  the  white  Alps  alone;   I  saw  him,  I, 
Assail'd,  fight,  taken,  stabb'd,  bleed,  fall,  and  die. 
Augur   me   better   chance,   except   dread   Jove 
Think  it  enough  for  me  to  have  had  thy  love." 

Some   one  then  inquired  of   B if   we   could  not 

see  from  the  window  the  Temple-walk  in  which 
Chaucer  used  to  take  his  exercise;  and  on  his  name 
being  put  to  the  vote,  I  was  pleased  to  find  that  there 

was  a  general  sensation  in  his  favour  in  all  but  A , 

who  said  something  about  the  ruggedness  of  the  metre, 
and  even  objected  to  the  quaintness  of  the  orthography. 
I  was  vexed  at  this  superficial  gloss,  pertinaciously  re- 
ducing every  thing  to  its  own  trite  level,  and  asked  if 
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he  did  not  think  it  would  be  worth  while  to  scan  the 
eye  that  had  first  greeted  the  Muse  in  that  dim  twi- 
light and  early  dawn  of  English  literature;  to  see  the 
head,  round  which  the  visions  of  fancy  must  have  played 
like  gleams  of  inspiration  or  a  sudden  glory;  to  watch 
those  lips  that  "lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers 
came" — as  by  a  miracle,  or  as  if  the  dumb  should  speak? 
Nor  was  it  alone  that  he  had  been  the  first  to  tune  his 
native  tongue  (however  imperfectly  to  modern  ears)  ; 
but  he  was  himself  a  noble,  manly  character,  standing 
before  his  age  and  striving  to  advance  it;  a  pleasant 
humourist  withal,  who  has  not  only  handed  down  to  us 
the  living  manners  of  his  time,  but  had,  no  doubt,  store 
of  curious  and  quaint  devices,  and  would  make  as 
hearty  a  companion  as  Mine  Host  of  Tabard.  His 
interview  with  Petrarch  is  fraught  with  interest.  Yet 
I  would  rather  have  seen  Chaucer  in  company  with  the 
author  of  the  Decameron,  and  have  heard  them  ex- 
change their  best  stories  together, — the  Squire's  Tale 
against  the  Story  of  the  Falcon,  the  Wife  of  Bath's 
Prologue  against  the  Adventures  of  Friar  Albert.  How 
fine  to  see  the  high  mysterious  brow  which  learning 
then  wore,  relieved  by  the  gay  familiar  tone  of  men 
of  the  world,  and  by  the  courtesies  of  genius.  Surely, 
the  thoughts  and  feelings  which  passed  through  the 
minds  of  these  great  revivers  of  learning,  these  Cad- 
muses  who  sowed  the  teeth  of  letters,  must  have 
stamped  an  expression  on  their  features,  as  different 
from  the  moderns  as  their  books,  and  well  worth  the 
perusal.  "Dante,"  I  continued,  "is  as  interesting  a 
person  as  his  own  Ugolino,  one  whose  lineaments  curi- 
osity would  as  eagerly  devour  in  order  to  penetrate  his 
spirit,  and  the  only  one  of  the  Italian  poets  I  should 
care  much  to  see.     There  is  a  fine  portrait  of  Ariosto 
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by  no  less  a  hand  than  Titian's;  light,  Moorish,  spir- 
ited, but  not  answering  our  idea.  The  same  artist's 
large  colossal  profile  of  Peter  Aretine  is  the  only  like- 
ness of  the  kind  that  has  the  effect  of  conversing  with 
'the  mighty  dead/   and  this   is   truly  spectral,  ghastly, 

necromantic. "     B put  it  to  me  if  I  should  like  to 

see  Spenser  as  well  as  Chaucer ;  and  I  answered  with- 
out hesitation,  "No;  for  that  his  beauties  were  ideal, 
visionary,  not  palpable  or  personal,  and  therefore  con- 
nected with  less  curiosity  about  the  man.  His  poetry 
was  the  essence  of  romance,  a  very  halo  round  the 
bright  orb  of  fancy;  and  the  bringing  in  the  individual 
might  dissolve  the  charm.  No  tones  of  voice  could 
come  up  to  the  mellifluous  cadence  of  his  verse ;  no 
form  but  of  a  winged  angel  could  vie  with  the  airy 
shapes  he  has  described.  He  was  (to  our  apprehen- 
sions) rather  a  'creature  of  the  element,  that  lived  in 
the  rainbow  and  played  in  the  plighted  clouds/  than  an 
ordinary  mortal.  Or  if  he  did  appear,  I  should  wish 
it  to  be  as  a  mere  vision,  like  one  of  his  own  pageants, 
and  that  he  should  pass  by  unquestioned  like  a  dream 
or  sound — 

' That  was  Arion  crown'd: 


So  went  he  playing  on  the  wat'ry  plain !'  " 

Captain  C.  muttered  something  about  Columbus,  and 
M.  C.  hinted  at  the  Wandering  Jew;  but  the  last  was 
set  aside  as  spurious,  and  the  first  made  over  to  the 
New  World. 

"I    should    like,"    said    Miss    D ,    "to    have    seen 

Pope  talking  with  Patty  Blount ;  and  I  have  seen  Gold- 
smith."     Every    one    turned    round    to    look    at    Miss 

D ,  as  if  by  so  doing  they  too  could  get  a  sight  of 

Goldsmith. 
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"Where/'  asked  a  harsh  croaking  voice,  "was  Dr. 
Johnson  in  the  years  1745-6?  He  did  not  write  any 
thing  that  we  know  of,  nor  is  there  any  account  of  him 
in  Boswell  during  those  two  years.  WTas  he  in  Scot- 
land with  the  Pretender?  He  seems  to  have  passed 
through  the  scenes  in  the  Highlands  in  company  with 
Boswell  many  years  after  'with  lack-lustre  eye/  yet  as 
if  they  were  familiar  to  him,  or  associated  in  his  mind 
with  interests  that  he  durst  not  explain.  If  so,  it 
would  be  an  additional  reason  for  my  liking  him ;  and 
I  would  give  something  to  have  seen  him  seated  in  the 
tent  with  the  youthful  Majesty  of  Britain,  and  pen- 
ning the  Proclamation  to  all  true  subjects  and  ad- 
herents of  the  legitimate  Government." 

"I   thought,"   said   A ,  turning  short   round   upon 

B ,    "that    you    of    the    Lake    School    did    not    like 

Pope?" — "Not  like  Pope!  My  dear  sir,  you  must  be 
under  a  mistake — I  can  read  him  over  and  over  for 
ever!" — "W7hy  certainly,  the  Essay  on  Man  must  be 
allowed  to  be  a  master-piece." — "It  may  be  so,  but  I 
seldom  look  into  it." — "Oh !  then  it's  his  Satires  you 
admire?" — "No,  not  his  Satires,  but  his  friendly 
Epistles  and  his  compliments." — "Compliments  !  I  did 
not    know    he    ever    made    any." — "The    finest,"     said 

B ,  "that  were  ever  paid  by  the  wit  of  man.     Each 

of  them  is  worth  an  estate  for  life — nay,  is  an  im- 
mortality. There  is  that  superb  one  to  Lord  Corn- 
bury  : 

'Despise  low  joys,  low  gains; 
Disdain    whatever    Cornbury    disdains; 
Be   virtuous,   and   be    happy    for    your    pains/ 

"Was  there  ever  more  artful  insinuation  of  idolatrous 
praise?     And  then  that  noble   apotheosis  of  his   friend 
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Lord  Mansfield  (however  little  deserved),  when,  speak- 
ing of  the  House  of  Lords,  he  adds — 

'Conspicuous   scene !   another   yet   is   nigh, 
(More  silent  far)  where  kings  and  poets  lie; 

Where   Murray    (long  enough  his   country's   pride) 
Shall  be  no  more  than  Tully  or  than  Hyde !' 

"And  with  what  a  fine  turn  of  indignant  flattery  he 
addresses   Lord  Bolingbroke — 

'Why  rail  they  then,  if  but  one  wreath  of  mine, 
Oh!   all-accomplish'd   St.   John,   deck   thy   shrine?' 

"Or  turn,"  continued  B ,  with  a  slight  hectic  on  his 

cheek  and  his  eye  glistening,  "to  his  list  of  early 
friends : 

'But  why  then  publish?     Granville  the  polite, 
And  knowing  Walsh,  would  tell  me  I  could  write; 
Well-natured  Garth  inflamed  with  early  praise, 
And  Congreve  loved  and  Swift  endured  my  lays: 
The   courtly   Talbot,   Somers,   Sheffield  read, 
Ev'n  mitred  Rochester  would  nod  the  head; 
And  St.  John's  self   (great  Dryden's  friend  before) 
Received  with  open  arms  one  poet  more. 
Happy  my   studies,   if  by   these   approved ! 
Happier  their  author,  if  by  these  beloved ! 
From  these  the  world  will  judge  of  men  and  books, 
Not   from  the   Burnets,   Oldmixons,  and   Cooks.'  ' 

Here  his  voice  totally  failed  him,  and  throwing  down 
the  book,  he  said,  "Do  you  think  I  would  not  wish  to 
have  been  friends  with  such  a  man  as  this?" 

"What  say  you  to  Dryden?" — "He  rather  made  a 
show  of  himself,  and  courted  popularity  in  that  lowest 
temple  of  Fame,  a  coffee-house,  so  as  in  some  measure 
to  vulgarize  one's  idea  of  him.     Pope,  on  the  contrary, 
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reached  the  very  beau  ideal  of  what  a  poet's  life  should 
be;  and  his  fame  while  living  seemed  to  be  an  emana- 
tion from  that  which  was  to  circle  his  name  after  death. 
He  was  so  far  enviable  (and  one  would  feel  proud  to 
have  witnessed  the  rare  spectacle  in  him)  that  he  was 
almost  the  only  poet  and  man  of  genius  who  met  with 
his  reward  on  this  side  of  the  tomb,  who  realized  in 
friends,  fortune,  the  esteem  of  the  world,  the  most  san- 
guine hopes  of  a  youthful  ambition,  and  who  found  that 
sort  of  patronage  from  the  great  during  his  lifetime 
which  they  would  be  thought  anxious  to  bestow  upon 
him  after  his  death.  Read  Gay's  verses  to  him  on  his 
supposed  return  from  Greece,  after  his  translation  of 
Homer  was  finished,  and  say  if  you  would  not  gladly 
join  the  bright  procession  that  welcomed  him  home,  or 
see  it  once  more  land  at  Whitehall-stairs." — "Still/'  said 

Miss   D ,   "I   would   rather   have   seen   him   talking 

with  Patty  Blount,  or  riding  by  in  a  coronet-coach  with 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu !" 

E ,   who   was   deep   in   a   game   of   piquet   at   the 

other  end  of  the  room,  whispered  to  M.  C.  to  ask  if 
Junius   would   not   be   a   fit   person   to   invoke    from  the 

dead.      "Yes,"   said   B ,   "provided  he  would  agree 

to  lay  aside  his  mask." 

We  were  now  at  a  stand  for  a  short  time,  when  Field- 
ing was  mentioned  as  a  candidate :  only  one,  however, 
seconded  the  proposition.  "Richardson?" — "By  all 
means,  but  only  to  look  at  him  through  the  glass-door 
of  his  back-shop,  hard  at  work  upon  one  of  his  novels 
(the  most  extraordinary  contrast  that  ever  was  pre- 
sented between  an  author  and  his  works),  but  not  to  let 
him  come  behind  his  counter  lest  he  should  want  you 
to  turn  customer,  nor  to  go  upstairs  with  him,  lest  he 
should  offer  to  read  the  first  manuscript  of  Sir  Charles 
Grandison,  which  was   originally  written  in  eight  and 
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twenty  volumes  octavo,  or  get  out  the  letters  of  his 
female  correspondents,  to  prove  that  Joseph  Andrews 
was  low." 

There  was  but  one  statesman  in  the  whole  of  Eng- 
lish history  that  any  one  expressed  the  least  desire  to 
see — Oliver  Cromwell,  with  his  fine,  frank,  rough, 
pimply  face,  and  wily  policy; — and  one  enthusiast, 
John  Bunyan,  the  immortal  author  of  the  Pilgrim's 
Progress.  It  seemed  that  if  he  came  into  the  room, 
dreams  would  follow  him,  and  that  each  person  would 
nod  under  his  golden  cloud,  "nigh-sphered  in  Heaven," 
a  canopy  as  strange  and  stately  as  any  in  Homer. 

Of  all  persons  near  our  own  time,  Garrick's  name 
was    received    with   the    greatest    enthusiasm,    who    was 

proposed  by  J.  F .     He  presently  superseded  both 

Hogarth  and  Handel,  who  had  been  talked  of,  but  then 
it  was  on  condition  that  he  should  act  in  tragedy  and 
comedy,  in  the  play  and  the  farce,  Lear  and  Wildair 
and  Abel  Drugger.  What  a  sight  for  sore  eyes  that 
would  be !  Who  would  not  part  with  a  year's  income 
at  least,  almost  with  a  year  of  his  natural  life,  to  be 
present  at  it?  Besides,  as  he  could  not  act  alone,  and 
recitations  are  unsatisfactory  things,  what  a  troop  he 
must  bring  with  him — the  silver-tongued  Barry,  and 
Quin,  and  Shuter  and  Weston,  and  Mrs.  Clive  and 
Mrs.  Pritchard,  of  whom  I  have  heard  my  father  speak 
as  so  great  a  favourite  when  he  was  young !  This 
would  indeed  be  a  revival  of  the  dead,  the  restoring 
of  art;  and  so  much  the  more  desirable,  as  such  is  the 
lurking  scepticism  mingled  with  our  overstrained  ad- 
miration of  past  excellence,  that  though  we  have  the 
speeches  of  Burke,  the  portraits  of  Reynolds,  the  writ- 
ings of  Goldsmith,  and  the  conversation  of  Johnson,  to 
show  what  people  could  do  at  that  period,  and  to  con- 
firm the  universal  testimony  to  the  merits  of  Garrick; 
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yet,  as  it  was  before  our  time,  we  have  our  misgivings, 
as  if  he  was  probably  after  all  little  better  than  a 
Bartlemyfair  actor,  dressed  out  to  play  Macbeth  in  a 
scarlet  coat  and  laced  cocked-hat.  For  one,  I  should 
like  to  have  seen  and  heard  with  my  own  eyes  and  ears. 
Certainly,  by  all  accounts,  if  any  one  was  ever  moved 
by  the  true  histrionic  cestus,  it  was  Garrick.  When  he 
followed  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  he  did  not  drop  the 
sword,  as  most  actors  do  behind  the  scenes,  but  kept 
the  point  raised  the  whole  way  round,  so  fully  was  he 
possessed  with  the  idea,  or  so  anxious  not  to  lose  sight 
of  his  part  for  a  moment.  Once  at  a  splendid  dinner- 
party at   Lord  's,   they   suddenly   missed   Garrick, 

and  could  not  imagine  what  was  become  of  him,  till 
they  were  drawn  to  the  window  by  the  convulsive 
screams  and  peals  of  laughter  of  a  young  negro  boy, 
who  was  rolling  on  the  ground  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight 
to  see  Garrick  mimicking  a  turkey-cock  in  the  court- 
yard, with  his  coat-tail  stuck  out  behind,  and  in  a 
seeming  flutter  of  feathered  rage  and  pride.  Of  our 
party  only  two  persons  present  had  seen  the  British 
Roscius ;  and  they  seemed  as  willing  as  the  rest  to 
renew  their  acquaintance  with  their  old  favourite. 

We  were  interrupted  in  the  hey-day  and  mid-career 
of  this  fanciful  speculation,  by  a  grumbler  in  a  cor- 
ner, who  declared  it  was  a  shame  to  make  all  this  rout 
about  a  mere  player  and  farce-writer,  to  the  neglect 
and  exclusion  of  the  fine  old  dramatists,  the  contempo- 
raries and  rivals  of  Shakespeare.      B said  he  had 

anticipated  this  objection  when  he  had  named  the 
author  of  Mustapha  and  Alaham;  and  out  of  caprice 
insisted  upon  keeping  him  to  represent  the  set,  in 
preference  to  the  wild  hare-brained  enthusiast,  Kit 
Marlowe;  to  the  sexton  of  St.  Ann's,  Webster,  with  his 
melancholy    yew-trees    and    death's-heads ;    to    Deckar, 
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who  was  but  a  garrulous  proser;  to  the  voluminous 
Heywood;  and  even  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  whom 
we  might  offend  by  complimenting  the  wrong  author  on 
their  joint  productions.  Lord  Brook,  on  the  contrary, 
stood  quite  by  himself,  or  in  Cowley's  words,  was  "a 
vast  species  alone. "  Some  one  hinted  at  the  circum- 
stance of  his  being  a  lord,  which  rather  startled  B , 

but  he  said  a  ghost  would  perhaps  dispense  with  strict 
etiquette,  on  being  regularly  addressed  by  his  title. 
Ben  Jonson  divided  our  suffrages  pretty  equally.  Some 
were  afraid  he  would  begin  to  traduce  Shakespeare,  who 
was  not  present  to  defend  himself.  "If  he  grows  dis- 
agreeable,"  it   was    whispered   aloud,    "there   is    G 

can  match  him."  At  length,  his  romantic  visit  to 
Drummond  of  Hawthornden  was  mentioned,  and  turned 
the  scale  in  his  favour. 

B inquired  if  there  was  any  one  that  was  hanged 

that  I  would  choose  to  mention?  And  I  answered, 
Eugene  Aram.1  The  name  of  the  "Admirable  Crich- 
ton"  was  suddenly  started  as  a  splendid  example  of 
waste  talents,  so  different  from  the  generality  of  his 
countrymen.  This  choice  was  mightily  approved  by  a 
North-Briton  present,  who  declared  himself  descended 
from  that  prodigy  of  learning  and  accomplishment,  and 
said  he  had  family-plate  in  his  possession  as  vouchers 
for  the  fact,  with  the  initials  A.  C. — Admirable  Crich- 

ton!     H laughed   or   rather   roared  as   heartily   at 

this  as  I  should  think  he  has  done  for  many  years. 

The  last-named  Mitre-courtier2  then  wished  to  know 
whether  there  were  any  metaphysicians  to  whom  one 
might  be  tempted  to  apply  the  wizard  spell?  I  re- 
plied, there  were  only  six  in  modern  times  deserving 
the  name — Hobbes,  Berkeley,  Butler,  Hartley,  Hume, 

1  See  Newgate  Calendar  for  1758. 

2  B at  this  time  occupied  chambers  in  Mitre  court,  Fleet  Street. 
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Leibnitz;  and  perhaps  Jonathan  Edwards,  a  Massa- 
chusetts man.1  As  to  the  French,  who  talked  fluently 
of  having  created  this  science,  there  was  not  a  tittle  in 
any  of  their  writings,  that  was  not  to  be  found  literally 
in  the  authors  I  had  mentioned.  [Home  Tooke,  who 
might  have  a  claim  to  come  in  under  the  head  of  Gram- 
mar, was  still  living.]  None  of  these  names  seemed  to 
excite  much  interest,  and  I  did  not  plead  for  the  re- 
appearance of  those  who  might  be  thought  best  fitted 
by  the  abstracted  nature  of  their  studies  for  the  present 
spiritual  and  disembodied  state,  and  who,  even  while 
on  this   living   stage,   were  nearly   divested   of   common 

flesh  and  blood.     As  A with  an  uneasy  fidgety  face 

was  about  to  put  some  question  about  Mr.  Locke  and 
Dugald  Stewart,  he  was  prevented  by  M.  C.  who  ob- 
served, "If  J was  here,  he  would  undoubtedly  be 

for  having  up  those  profound  and  redoubted  socialists, 
Thomas  Aquinas  and  Duns  Scotus."  I  said  this  might 
be  fair  enough  in  him  who  had  read  or  fancied  he  had 
read  the  original  works,  but  I  did  not  see  how  we  could 
have  any  right  to  call  up  these  authors  to  give  an  ac- 
count of  themselves  in  person  till  we  had  looked  into 
their  writings. 

By  this  time  it  should  seem  that  some  rumour  of  our 
whimsical  deliberation  had  got  wind,  and  had  disturbed 
the  irritabile  genus  in  their  shadowy  abodes,  for  we  re- 
ceived  messages    from   several   candidates   that   we   had 

1  Lord  Bacon  is  not  included  in  this  list,  nor  do  I  know  where  he 
should  come  in.  It  is  not  easy  to  make  room  for  him  and  his  repu- 
tation together.  This  great  and  celebrated  man  in  some  of  his  works 
recommends  it  to  pour  a  bottle  of  claret  into  the  ground  of  a  morning, 
and  to  stand  over  it,  inhaling  the  perfumes.  So  he  sometimes 
enriched  the  dry  and  barren  soil  of  speculation  with  the  fine  aromatic 
spirit  of  his  genius.  His  Essays  and  his  Advancement  of  Learning 
are  works  of  vast  depth  and  scope  of  observation.  The  last,  though 
it  contains  no  positive  discoveries,  is  a  noble  chart  of  the  human 
intellect,  and  a  guide  to  all  future  inquirers. 
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just  been  thinking  of.  Gray  declined  our  invitation, 
though  he  had  not  yet  been  asked:  Gay  offered  to  come 
and  bring  in  his  hand  the  Duchess  of  Bolton,  the  orig- 
inal Polly:  Steele  and  Addison  left  their  cards  as  Cap- 
tain Sentry  and  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley:  Swift  came  in 
and  sat  down  without  speaking  a  word,  and  quitted  the 
room  as  abruptly:  Otway  and  Chatterton  were  seen 
lingering  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Styx,  but  could 
not  muster  enough  between  them  to  pay  Charon  his 
fare:  Thomson  fell  asleep  in  the  boat,  and  was  rowed 
back  again — and  Burns  sent  a  low  fellow,  one  John 
Barleycorn,  an  old  companion  of  his  who  had  conducted 
him  to  the  other  world,  to  say  that  he  had  during  his 
lifetime  been  drawn  out  of  his  retirement  as  a  show, 
only  to  be  made  an  exciseman  of,  and  that  he  would 
rather  remain  where  he  was.  He  desired,  however,  to 
shake  hands  by  his  representative — the  hand,  thus  held 
out,  was  in  a  burning  fever,  and  shook  prodigiously. 
The  room  was  hung  round  with  several  portraits  of 
eminent  painters.  While  we  were  debating  whether  we 
should  demand  speech  with  these  masters  of  mute 
eloquence,  whose  features  were  so  familiar  to  us,  it 
seemed  that  all  at  once  they  glided  from  their  frames, 
and  seated  themselves  at  some  little  distance  from  us. 
There  was  Leonardo  with  his  majestic  beard  and 
watchful  eye,  having  a  bust  of  Archimedes  before  him; 
next  him  was  Raphael's  graceful  head  turned  round  to 
the  Fornarina ;  and  on  his  other  side  was  Lucretia 
Borgia,  with  calm,  golden  locks ;  Michael  Angelo  had 
placed  the  model  of  St.  Peter's  on  the  table  before  him; 
Corregio  had  an  angel  at  his  side ;  Titian  was  seated 
with  his  Mistress  between  himself  and  Giorgioni ;  Guido 
was  accompanied  by  his  own  Aurora,  who  took  a  dice- 
box  from  him;  Claude  held  a  mirror  in  his  hand; 
Rubens  patted  a  beautiful  panther   (led  in  by  a  satyr) 
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on  the  head;  Vandyke  appeared  as  his  own  Paris,  and 
Rembrandt  was  hid  under  furs,  gold  chains  and  jewels, 
which  Sir  Joshua  eyed  closely,  holding  his  hand  so  as 
to  shade  his  forehead.  Not  a  word  was  spoken;  and  as 
we  rose  to  do  them  homage,  they  still  presented  the 
same  surface  to  the  view.  Not  being  bond-fide  repre- 
sentations of  living  people,  we  got  rid  of  the  splendid 
apparitions  by  signs  and  dumb  show.  As  soon  as  they 
had  melted  into  thin  air,  there  was  a  loud  noise  at  the 
outer  door,  and  we  found  it  was  Giotto,  Cimabue,  and 
Ghirlandaio,  who  had  been  raised  from  the  dead  by 
their  earnest  desire  to  see  their  illustrious  successors — 

"Whose  names   on  earth 
In  Fame's  eternal  records  live  for  aye !" 

Finding  them  gone,  they  had  no  ambition  to  be  seen 
after   them,   and   mournfully   withdrew.      "Egad  I"    said 

B ,    "those   are    the    very    fellows    I    should   like    to 

have  had  some  talk  with,  to  know  how  they  could  see 
to  paint  when  all  was   dark  around  them?" 

"But  shall  we  have  nothing  to  say,"  interrogated  G. 

J ,    "to    the    Legend    of    Good    Women?" — "Name, 

name,   Mr.   J ,"   cried   H in   a   boisterous   tone 

of   friendly   exultation,   "name   as   many   as   you   please, 

without   reserve   or    fear   of   molestation !"      J was 

perplexed  between  so  many  amiable  recollections,  that 
the  name  of  the  lady  of  his  choice  expired  in  a  pensive 

whiff  of  his  pipe;  and  B impatiently  declared  for 

the  Duchess  of  Newcastle.  Mrs.  Hutchinson  was  no 
sooner  mentioned,  than  she  carried  the  day  from  the 
Duchess.  We  were  the  less  solicitous  on  this  subject 
of  filling  up  the  posthumous  lists  of  Good  Women,  as 
there  was  already  one  in  the  room  as  good,  as  sensible, 
and  in  all  respects  as  exemplary,  as  the  best  of  them 
could  be  for  their  lives  !     "I  should  like  vastly  to  have 
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seen  Ninon  de  l'Enclos,"  said  that  incomparable  per- 
son; and  this  immediately  put  us  in  mind  that  we  had 
neglected  to  pay  honour  due  to  our  friends  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Channel:  Voltaire,  the  patriarch  of  levity, 
and  Rousseau,  the  father  of  sentiment,  Montaigne  and 
Rabelais  (great  in  wisdom  and  in  wit),  Moliere  and 
that  illustrious  group  that  are  collected  round  him  (in 
the  print  of  that  subject)  to  hear  him  read  his  comedy 
of  the  Tartuffe  at  the  house  of  Ninon;  Racine,  La 
Fontaine,   Rochefoucault,   St.   Evremont,  &c. 

"There  is  one  person,"  said  a  shrill,  querulous  voice, 
"I  would  rather  see  than  all  these — Don  Quixote !" 

"Come,  come!"   said  H ;    "I   thought  we   should 

have  no  heroes,  real  or  fabulous.     What  say  you,  Mr. 

B ?     Are  you  for  eking  out  your  shadowy  list  with 

such  names  as  Alexander,  Julius  Caesar,  Tamerlane,  or 

Ghengis   Khan?" — "Excuse   me,"  said   B ,   "on  the 

subject  of  characters  in  active  life,  plotters  and  dis- 
turbers of  the  world,  I  have  a  crotchet  of  my  own, 
which  I  beg  leave  to  reserve." — "No,  no !  come,  out 
with    your    worthies !" — "What    do    you    think    of    Guy 

Faux  and  Judas  Iscariot?"     H turned  an  eye  upon 

him  like  a  wild  Indian,  but  cordial  and  full  of  smoth- 
ered glee.     "Your  most  exquisite  reason !"  was  echoed 

on  all  sides;  and  A thought  that  B had  now 

fairly  entangled  himself.  "Why,  I  cannot  but  think," 
retorted  he  of  the  wistful  countenance,  "that  Guy  Faux, 
that  poor  fluttering  annual  scare-crow  of  straw  and 
rags,  is  an  ill-used  gentleman.  I  would  give  something 
to  see  him  sitting  pale  and  emaciated,  surrounded  by 
his  matches  and  his  barrels  of  gunpowder,  and  expect- 
ing the  moment  that  was  to  transport  him  to  Paradise 
for   his    heroic   self-devotion;    but   if    I    say   any   more, 

there  is  that  fellow  G will  make  something  of  it. 

And  as  to  Judas   Iscariot,  my  reason  is   different.      I 
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would  fain  see  the  face  of  him,  who,  having  dipped 
his  hand  in  the  same  dish  with  the  Son  of  Man,  could 
afterwards  betray  him.  I  have  no  conception  of  such 
a  thing;  nor  have  I  ever  seen  any  picture  (not  even 
Leonardo's  very  fine  one)   that  gave  me  the  least  idea 

of  it." — "You  have  said  enough,  Mr.  B ,  to  justify 

your   choice/' 

"Oh !    ever    right,    Menenius, — ever    right !" 

"There  is  only  one  other  person  I  can  ever  think  of 

after  this,"   continued   H ;   but   without   mentioning 

a  name  that  once  put  on  a  semblance  of  mortality.  "If 
Shakespeare  was  to  come  into  the  room,  we  should  all 
rise  up  to  meet  him;  but  if  that  person  was  to  come 
into  it,  we  should  all  fall  down  a«d  try  to  kiss  the 
hem  of  his   garment !" 

As  a  lady  present  seemed  now  to  get  uneasy  at  the 
turn  the  conversation  had  taken,  we  rose  up  to  go. 
The  morning  broke  with  that  dim,  dubious  light  by 
which  Giotto,  Cimabue,  and  Ghirlandaio  must  have 
seen  to  paint  their  earliest  works ;  and  we  parted  to 
meet  again  and  renew  similar  topics  at  night,  the  next 
night,  and  the  night  after  that,  till  that  night  over- 
spread Europe  which  saw  no  dawn.  The  same  event, 
in  truth,  broke  up  our  little  Congress  that  broke  up 
the  great  one.  But  that  was  to  meet  again:  our  de- 
liberations have  never  been  resumed. 

ON   GOING   A   JOURNEY 

One  of  the  pleasantest  things  in  the  world  is  going 
a  journey;  but  I  like  to  go  by  myself.  I  can  enjoy 
society  in  a  room;  but  out  of  doors,  nature  is  company 
enough  for  me.  I  am  then  never  less  alone  than  when 
alone. 

"The  fields  his  studv,  nature  was  his  book." 
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I  cannot  see  the  wit  of  walking  and  talking  at  the 
same  time.  When  I  am  in  the  country,  I  wish  to 
vegetate  like  the  country.  I  am  not  for  criticising 
hedge-rows  and  black  cattle.  I  go  out  of  town  in  order 
to  forget  the  town  and  all  that  is  in  it.  There  are 
those  who  for  this  purpose  go  to  watering-places,  and 
carry  the  metropolis  with  them.  I  like  more  elbow- 
room  and  fewer  encumbrances.  I  like  solitude,  when 
I  give  myself  up  to  it,  for  the  sake  of  solitude;  nor  do 
I  ask  for 

— "a   friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom   I   may   whisper   solitude   is    sweet." 

The  soul  of  a  journey  is  liberty,  perfect  liberty,  to 
think,  feel,  do  just  as  one  pleases.  We  go  a  journey 
chiefly  to  be  free  of  all  impediments  and  of  all  incon- 
veniences; to  leave  ourselves  behind,  much  more  to  get 
rid  of  others.  It  is  because  I  want  a  little  breathing- 
space  to  muse  on  indifferent  matters,  where  Contem- 
plation 

"May  plume  her  feathers  and  let  grow  her  wings, 
That   in  the   various   bustle   of  resort 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd," 

that  I  absent  myself  from  the  town  for  a  while,  without 
feeling  at  a  loss  the  moment  I  am  left  by  myself. 
Instead  of  a  friend  in  a  post-chaise  or  in  a  Tilbury,  to 
exchange  good  things  with,  and  vary  the  same  stale 
topics  over  again,  for  once  let  me  have  a  truce  with 
impertinence.  Give  me  the  clear  blue  sky  over  my 
head,  and  the  green  turf  beneath  my  feet,  a  winding 
road  before  me,  and  a  three  hours*  march  to  dinner — 
and  then  to  thinking !  It  is  hard  if  I  cannot  start 
some  game  on  these  lone  heaths.  I  laugh,  I  run,  I 
leap,  I  sing  for  joy.     From  the  point  of  yonder  rolling 
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cloud  I  plunge  into  my  past  being,  and  revel  there,  as 
the  sun-burnt  Indian  plunges  headlong  into  the  wave 
that  wafts  him  to  his  native  shore.  Then  long-for- 
gotten things,  like  "sunken  wrack  and  sumless 
treasuries/'  burst  upon  my  eager  sight,  and  I  begin  to 
feel,  think,  and  be  myself  again.  Instead  of  an  awk- 
ward silence,  broken  by  attempts  at  wit  or  dull  com- 
mon-places, mine  is  that  undisturbed  silence  of  the 
heart  which  alone  is  perfect  eloquence.  No  one  likes 
puns,  alliterations,  antitheses,  argument,  and  analysis 
better  than  I  do;  but  I  sometimes  had  rather  be  with- 
out them.  "Leave,  oh,  leave  me  to  my  repose !"  I 
have  just  now  other  business  in  hand,  which  would 
seem  idle  to  you,  but  is  with  me  "very  stuff  o'  the 
conscience. "  Is  not  this  wild  rose  sweet  without  a 
comment?  Does  not  this  daisy  leap  to  my  heart  set 
in  its  coat  of  emerald?  Yet  if  I  were  to  explain  to 
vou   the   circumstance   that   has    so   endeared   it   to   me. 

»  7 

you  would  only  smile.  Had  I  not  better  then  keep  it 
to  myself,  and  let  it  serve  me  to  brood  over,  from  here 
to  yonder  craggy  point,  and  from  thence  onward  to 
the  far-distant  horizon?  I  should  be  but  bad  company 
all  that  way,  and  therefore  prefer  being  alone.  I  have 
heard  it  said  that  you  may,  when  the  moody  fit  comes 
on,  walk  or  ride  on  by  yourself,  and  indulge  your 
reveries.  But  this  looks  like  a  breach  of  manners,  a 
neglect  of  others,  and  you  are  thinking  all  the  time 
that  you  ought  to  rejoin  your  party.  "Out  upon  such 
half -faced  fellowship/'  say  I.  I  like  to  be  either 
entirely  to  myself,  or  entirely  at  the  disposal  of  others; 
to  talk  or  be  silent,  to  walk  or  sit  still,  to  be  sociable 
or  solitary.  I  was  pleased  with  an  observation  of  Mr. 
Cobbett's,  that  "he  thought  it  a  bad  French  custom 
to  drink  our  wine  with  our  meals,  and  that  an  English- 
man  ought   to   do   only   one   thing   at    a   time."      So    I 
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cannot  talk  and  think,  or  indulge  in  melancholy  musing 
and  lively  conversation  by  fits  and  starts.  "Let  me 
have  a  companion  of  my  way,"  says  Sterne,  "were  it 
but  to  remark  how  the  shadows  lengthen  as  the  sun 
declines."  It  is  beautifully  said;  but  in  my  opinion, 
this  continual  comparing  of  notes  interferes  with  the 
involuntary  impression  of  things  upon  the  mind,  and 
hurts  the  sentiment.  If  you  only  hint  what  you  feel 
in  a  kind  of  dumb  show,  it  is  insipid:  if  you  have  to 
explain  it,  it  is  making  a  toil  of  a  pleasure.  You 
cannot  read  the  book  of  nature  without  being  perpetu- 
ally put  to  the  trouble  of  translating  it  for  the  benefit 
of  others.  I  am  for  the  synthetical  method  on  a 
journey  in  preference  to  the  analytical.  I  am  content 
to  lay  in  a  stock  of  ideas  then,  and  to  examine  and 
anatomise  them  afterwards.  I  want  to  see  my  vague 
notions  float  like  the  down  of  the  thistle  before  the 
breeze,  and  not  to  have  them  entangled  in  the  briars 
and  thorns  of  controversy.  For  once,  I  like  to  have 
it  all  my  own  way;  and  this  is  impossible  unless  you 
are  alone,  or  in  such  company  as  I  do  not  covet.  I 
have  no  objection  to  argue  a  point  with  any  one  for 
twenty  miles  of  measured  road,  but  not  for  pleasure. 
If  you  remark  the  scent  of  a  bean-field  crossing  the 
road,  perhaps  your  fellow-traveller  has  no  smell.  If 
you  point  to  a  distant  object,  perhaps  he  is  short- 
sighted, and  has  to  take  out  his  glass  to  look  at  it. 
There  is  a  feeling  in  the  air,  a  tone  in  the  colour  of  a 
cloud,  which  hits  your  fancy,  but  the  effect  of  which 
you  are  unable  to  account  for.  There  is  then  no  sym- 
pathy, but  an  uneasy  craving  after  it,  and  a  dissatis- 
faction which  pursues  you  on  the  way,  and  in  the  end 
probably  produces  ill  humour.  Now  I  never  quarrel 
with  myself,  and  take  all  my  own  conclusions  for 
granted  till  I  find  it  necessary  to  defend  them  against 
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objections.  It  is  not  merely  that  you  may  not  be  of 
accord  on  the  objects  and  circumstances  that  present 
themselves  before  you — these  may  recall  a  number  of 
objects,  and  lead  to  associations  too  delicate  and  re- 
fined to  be  possibly  communicated  to  others.  Yet  these 
I  love  to  cherish,  and  sometimes  still  fondly  clutch 
them,  when  I  can  escape  from  the  throng  to  do  so. 
To  give  way  to  our  feelings  before  company,  seems 
extravagance  or  affectation;  and  on  the  other  hand,  to 
have  to  unravel  this  mystery  of  our  being  at  every 
turn,  and  to  make  others  take  an  equal  interest  in  it 
(otherwise  the  end  is  not  answered)  is  a  task  to  which 
few  are  competent.  We  must  "give  it  an  understand- 
ing, but  no  tongue. "      My  old  friend  C ,   however, 

could  do  both.  He  could  go  on  in  the  most  delightful 
explanatory  way  over  hill  and  dale,  a  summer's  day,  and 
convert  a  landscape  into  a  didactic  poem  or  a  Pindaric 
ode.  "He  talked  far  above  singing."  If  I  could  so 
clothe  my  ideas  in  sounding  and  flowing  words,  I  might 
perhaps  wish  to  have  some  one  with  me  to  admire  the 
swelling  theme;  or  I  could  be  more  content,  were  it 
possible  for  me  still  to  hear  his  echoing  voice  in  the 
woods  of  All-Foxden.  They  had  "that  fine  madness  in 
them  which  our  first  poets  had;"  and  if  they  could 
have  been  caught  by  some  rare  instrument,  would  have 
breathed  such  strains  as  the  following: — 

— "Here  be  woods  as  green 
As  any,  air  likewise  as  fresh  and  sweet 
As  when  smooth  Zephyrus  plays  on  the  fleet 
Face  of  the  curled  stream,  with  flow'rs  as  many 
As  the  young  spring  gives,  and  as  choice  as  any; 
Here  be  all  new  delights,  cool  streams  and  wells, 
Arbours  o'ergrown  with  woodbine,  caves  and  dells ; 
Choose  where  thou  wilt,  whilst  I  sit  by  and  sing, 
Or  gather  rushes  to  make  many  a  ring 
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For  thy  long  fingers ;  tell  thee  tales  of  love, 
How  the  pale  Phoebe,  hunting  in  a  grove, 
First  saw  the  boy  Endymion,   from  whose  eyes 
She  took  eternal  fire  that  never  dies; 
How  she  convey'd  him  softly  in  a  sleep, 
His  temples  bound  with  poppy,  to  the  steep 
Head  of  old  Latmos,  where  she  stoops  each  night, 
Gilding  the  mountain  with  her  brother's  light, 
To   kiss    her    sweetest/' — Faithful    Shepherdess. 

Had  I  words  and  images  at  command  like  these,  I 
would  attempt  to  wake  the  thoughts  that  lie  slumber- 
ing on  golden  ridges  in  the  evening  clouds ;  but  at  the 
sight  of  nature  my  fancy,  poor  as  it  is,  droops  and 
closes  up  its  leaves,  like  flowers  at  sunset.  I  can  make 
nothing  out  on  the  spot:  I  must  have  time  to  collect 
myself. 

In  general,  a  good  thing  spoils  out-of-door  prospects: 

it    should    be    reserved    for    Table-talk.      L is    for 

this  reason,  I  take  it,  the  worst  company  in  the  world 
out  of  doors ;  because  he  is  the  best  within.  I  grant 
there  is  one  subject  on  which  it  is  pleasant  to  talk  on 
a  journey,  and  that  is,  what  one  shall  have  for  supper 
when  we  get  to  our  inn  at  night.  The  open  air  im- 
proves this  sort  of  conversation  or  friendly  altercation, 
by  setting  a  keener  edge  on  appetite.  Every  mile  of 
the  road  heightens  the  flavour  of  the  viands  we  expect 
at  the  end  of  it.  How  fine  it  is  to  enter  some  old 
town,  walled  and  turreted,  just  at  the  approach  of 
nightfall,  or  to  come  to  some  straggling  village,  with 
the  lights  streaming  through  the  surrounding  gloom; 
and  then  after  inquiring  for  the  best  entertainment 
that  the  place  affords,  to  "take  one's  ease  at  one's 
inn!"  These  eventful  moments  in  our  lives'  history 
are  too  precious,  too  full  of  solid,  heartfelt  happiness 
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to  be  frittered  and  dribbled  away  in  imperfect  sym- 
pathy. I  would  have  them  all  to  myself,  and  drain 
them  to  the  last  drop:  they  will  do  to  talk  of  or  to 
write  about  afterwards.  What  a  delicate  speculation 
it  is,  after  drinking  whole   goblets   of  tea — 

"The  cups  that  cheer,  but  not  inebriate — " 

and  letting  the  fumes  ascend  into  the  brain,  to  sit 
considering  what  we  shall  have  for  supper — eggs  and  a 
rasher,  a  rabbit  smothered  in  onions,  or  an  excellent 
veal-cutlet !  Sancho  in  such  a  situation  once  fixed  upon 
cow-heel;  and  his  choice,  though  he  could  not  help  it, 
is  not  to  be  disparaged.  Then,  in  the  intervals  of  pic- 
tured scenery  and  Shandean  contemplation,  to  catch 
the   preparation   and   the   stir   in   the   kitchen. — Procul, 

0  procul  este  profani!  These  hours  are  sacred  to 
silence  and  to  musing,  to  be  treasured  up  in  the  mem- 
ory, and  to  feed  the  source  of  smiling  thoughts  here- 
after. I  would  not  waste  them  in  idle  talk;  or  if  I 
must  have  the  integrity  of  fancy  broken  in  upon,  I 
would  rather  it  were  by  a  .stranger  than  a  friend.  A 
stranger  takes  his  hue  and  character  from  the  time 
and  place;  he  is  a  part  of  the  furniture  and  costume 
of  an  inn.  If  he  is  a  Quaker,  or  from  the  West  Riding 
of  Yorkshire,  so  much  the  better.  I  do  not  even  try 
to    sympathise    with    him,    and    he    breaks    no    squares. 

1  associate  nothing  with  my  travelling  companion  but 
present  objects  and  passing  events.  In  his  ignorance 
of  me  and  my  affairs,  I  in  a  manner  forget  myself. 
But  a  friend  reminds  one  of  other  things,  rips  up  old 
grievances,  and  destroys  the  abstraction  of  the  scene. 
He  comes  in  ungraciously  between  us  and  our  imag- 
inary character.  Something  is  dropped  in  the  course 
of  conversation  that  gives  a  hint  of  your  profession 
and  pursuits ;   or  from  having  some  one  with  you  that 
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knows  the  less  sublime  portions  of  your  history,  it 
seems  that  other  people  do.  You  are  no  longer  a 
citizen  of  the  world;  but  your  "unhoused  free  condi- 
tion is  put  into  circumscription  and  confine. "  The 
incognito  of  an  inn  is  one  of  its  striking  privileges — 
"lord  of  one's  self,  uncumbered  with  a  name."  Oh !  it 
is  great  to  shake  off  the  trammels  of  the  world  and  of 
public  opinion — to  lose  our  importunate,  tormenting, 
everlasting  personal  identity  in  the  elements  of  nature, 
and  become  the  creature  of  the  moment,  clear  of  all 
ties — to  hold  to  the  universe  only  by  a  dish  of  sweet- 
breads, and  to  owe  nothing  but  the  score  of  the  eve- 
ning— and  no  longer  seeking  for  applause  and  meeting 
with  contempt,  to  be  known  by  no  other  title  than 
the  Gentleman  in  the  parlour!  One  may  take  one's 
choice  of  all  characters  in  this  romantic  state  of  un- 
certainty as  to  one's  real  pretensions,  and  become  in- 
definitely respectable  and  negatively  right-worshipful. 
We  baffle  prejudice  and  disappoint  conjecture;  and 
from  being  so  to  others,  begin  to  be  objects  of  curiosity 
and  wonder  even  to  ourselves.  We  are  no  more  those 
hackneyed  common-places  that  we  appear  in  the 
world;  an  inn  restores  us  to  the  level  of  nature,  and 
quits  scores  with  society !  I  have  certainly  spent  some 
enviable  hours  at  inns — sometimes  when  I  have  been 
left  entirely  to  myself,  and  have  tried  to  solve  some 
metaphysical  problem,  as  once  at  Witham-Common, 
where  I  found  out  the  proof  that  likeness  is  not  a  case 
of  the  association  of  ideas — at  other  times,  when  there 
have  been  pictures  in  the  room,  as  at  St.  Neot's  (I 
think  it  was)  where  I  first  met  with  Gribelin's  engrav- 
ings of  the  Cartoons,  into  which  I  entered  at  once,  and 
at  a  little  inn  on  the  borders  of  Wales,  where  there 
happened  to  be  hanging  some  of  Westall's  drawings, 
which   I   compared  triumphantly    (for   a   theory   that   I 


ON   GOING  A   JOURNEY  141 

had,  not  for  the  admired  artist)  with  the  figure  of  a 
girl  who  had  ferried  me  over  the  Severn,  standing  up 
in  the  boat  between  me  and  the  twilight — at  other  times 
I  might  mention  luxuriating  in  books,  with  a  peculiar 
interest  in  this  way,  as  I  remember  sitting  up  half  the 
night  to  read  Paul  and  Virginia,  which  I  picked  up  at 
an  inn  at  Bridgewater,  after  being  drenched  in  the 
rain  all  day;  and  at  the  same  place  I  got  through  two 
volumes  of  Madame  D'Arblay's  Camilla.  It  was  on 
the  10th  of  April,  1798,  that  I  sat  down  to  a  volume 
of  the  New  Eloise,  at  the  inn  at  Llangollen,  over  a 
bottle  of  sherry  and  a  cold  chicken.  The  letter  I  chose 
was  that  in  which  St.  Preux  describes  his  feelings  as 
he  first  caught  a  glimpse  from  the  heights  of  the  Jura 
of  the  Pays  de  Vaud,  which  I  had  brought  with  me 
as  a  bon  bouche  to  crown  the  evening  with.  It  was  my 
birthday,  and  I  had  for  the  first  time  come  from  a 
place  in  the  neighbourhood  to  visit  this  delightful  spot. 
The  road  to  Llangollen  turns  off  between  Chirk  and 
Wrexham;  and  on  passing  a  certain  point  you  come 
all  at  once  upon  the  valley,  which  opens  like  an  amphi- 
theatre, broad,  barren  hills  rising  in  majestic  state  on 
either  side,  with  "green  upland  swells  that  echo  to 
the  bleat  of  flocks"  below,  and  the  river  Dee  babbling 
over  its  stony  bed  in  the  midst  of  them.  The  valley 
at  this  time  "glittered  green  with  sunny  showers,"  and 
a  budding  ash-tree  dipped  its  tender  branches  in  the 
chiding  stream.  How  proud,  how  glad  I  was  to  walk 
along  the  high  road  that  overlooks  the  delicious  pros- 
pect, repeating  the  lines  which  I  have  just  quoted  from 
Mr.  Coleridge's  poems !  But  besides  the  prospect 
which  opened  beneath  my  feet,  another  also  opened  to 
my  inward  sight,  a  •  heavenly  vision,  on  which  were 
written,  in  letters  large  as  Hope  could  make  them, 
these    four    words,    Liberty,    Genius,    Love,    Virtue; 
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which  have  since  faded  into  the  light  of  common  day, 
or  mock  my  idle  gaze. 

"The    beautiful   is    vanished,   and    returns    not." 

Still  I  would  return  some  time  or  other  to  this  en- 
chanted spot;  but  I  would  return  to  it  alone.  What 
other  self  could  I  find  to  share  that  influx  of  thoughts, 
of  regret,  and  delight,  the  fragments  of  which  I  could 
hardly  conjure  up  to  myself,  so  much  have  they  been 
broken  and  defaced !  I  could  stand  on  some  tall  rock, 
and  overlook  the  precipice  of  years  that  separates  me 
from  what  I  then  was.  I  was  at  that  time  going 
shortly  to  visit  the  poet  whom  I  have  above  named. 
Where  is  he  now?  Not  only  I  myself  have  changed; 
the  world,  which  was  then  new  to  me,  has  become  old 
and  incorrigible.  Yet  will  I  turn  to  thee  in  thought, 
O  sylvan  Dee,  in  joy,  in  youth  and  gladness  as  thou 
then  wert;  and  thou  shalt  always  be  to  me  the  river 
of  Paradise,  where  I  will  drink  of  the  waters  of  life 
freely ! 

There  is  hardly  anything  that  shows  the  shortsight- 
edness or  capriciousness  of  the  imagination  more  than 
travelling  does.  With  change  of  place  we  change  our 
ideas;  nay,  our  opinions  and  feelings.  We  can  by  an 
effort  indeed  transport  ourselves  to  old  and  long- 
forgotten  scenes,  and  then  the  picture  of  the  mind 
revives  again;  but  we  forget  those  that  we  have  just 
left.  It  seems  that  we  can  think  but  of  one  place  at  a 
time.  The  canvas  of  the  fancy  is  but  of  a  certain 
extent,  and  if  we  paint  one  set  of  objects  upon  it,  they 
immediately  efface  every  other.  We  cannot  enlarge 
our  conceptions,  we  only  shift  our  point  of  view.  The 
landscape  bares  its  bosom  to  the-  enraptured  eye,  we 
take  our  fill  of  it,  and  seem  as  if  we  could  form  no 
other  image  of  beauty  or  grandeur.     We  pass  on,  and 
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think  no  more  of  it:  the  horizon  that  shuts  it  from  our 
sight  also  blots  it  from  our  memory  like  a  dream.  In 
travelling  through  a  wild  barren  country  I  can  form 
no  idea  of  a  woody  and  cultivated  one.  It  appears  to 
me  that  all  the  world  must  be  barren,  like  what  I  see 
of  it.  In  the  country  we  forget  the  town,  and  in  town 
we  despise  the  country.  "Beyond  Hyde  Park."  says 
Sir  Fopling  Flutter,  "all  is  a  desert."  All  that  part  of 
the  map  that  we  do  not  see  before  us  is  a  blank.  The 
world  in  our  conceit  of  it  is  not  much  bigger  than  a 
nutshell.  It  is  not  one  prospect  expanded  into  an- 
other, county  joined  to  county,  kingdom  to  kingdom., 
lands  to  seas,  making  an  image  voluminous  and  vast; — 
the  mind  can  form  no  larger  idea  of  space  than  the  eye 
can  take  in  at  a  single  glance.  The  rest  is  a  name 
written  in  a  map.  a  calculation  of  arithmetic.  For 
instance,  what  is  the  true  signification  of  that  immense 
mass  of  territory  and  population  known  by  the  name 
of  China  to  us  ?  An  inch  of  pasteboard  on  a  wooden 
globe,  of  no  more  account  than  a  China  orange  !  Things 
near  us  are  seen  of  the  size  of  life:  things  at  a  dis- 
tance are  diminished  to  the  size  of  the  understanding. 
We  measure  the  universe  by  ourselves,  and  even  com- 
prehend the  texture  of  our  own  being  only  piecemeal. 
In  this  way.  however,  we  remember  an  infinity  of 
things  and  places.  The  mind  is  like  a  mechanical  in- 
strument that  plays  a  great  variety  of  tunes,  but  it 
must  play  them  in  succession.  One  idea  recalls  an- 
other, but  it  at  the  same  time  excludes  all  others.  In 
trying  to  renew  old  recollections,  we  cannot  as  it  were 
unfold  the  whole  web  of  our  existence ;  we  must  pick 
out  the  single  threads.  So  in  coming  to  a  place  where 
we  have  formerly  lived,  and  with  which  we  have 
intimate  associations,  every  one  must  have  found  that 
the   feeling  grows   more   vivid   the   nearer   we   approach 
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the  spot,  from  the  mere  anticipation  of  the  actual  im- 
pression: we  remember  circumstances,  feelings,  per- 
sons, faces,  names,  that  we  had  not  thought  of  for 
years ;  but  for  the  time  all  the  rest  of  the  world  is 
forgotten ! — To  return  to  the  question  I  have  quitted 
above. 

I  have  no  objection  to  go  to  see  ruins,  aqueducts, 
pictures,  in  company  with  a  friend  or  a  party,  but 
rather  the  contrary,  for  the  former  reason  reversed. 
They  are  intelligible  matters,  and  will  bear  talking 
about.  The  sentiment  here  is  not  tacit,  but  communi- 
cable and  overt.  Salisbury  Plain  is  barren  of  criticism, 
but  Stonehenge  will  bear  a  discussion  antiquarian, 
picturesque,  and  philosophical.  In  setting  out  on  a 
party  of  pleasure,  the  first  consideration  always  is 
where  we  shall  go  to:  in  taking  a  solitary  ramble,  the 
question  is  what  we  shall  meet  with  by  the  way.  "The 
mind  is  its  own  place ;"  nor  are  we  anxious  to  arrive 
at  the  end  of  our  journey.  I  can  myself  do  the  honours 
indifferently  well  to  works  of  art  and  curiosity.  I  once 
took  a  party  to  Oxford  with  no  mean  eclat — shewed 
them  that  seat  of  the  Muses  at  a  distance, 

"With  glistering  spires  and  pinnacles  adorn'd" — 

descanted  on  the  learned  air  that  breathes  from  the 
grassy  quadrangles  and  stone  walls  of  halls  and  col- 
leges— was  at  home  in  the  Bodleian;  and  at  Blenheim 
quite  superseded  the  powdered  Cicerone  that  attended 
us,  and  that  pointed  in  vain  with  his  wand  to  common- 
place beauties  in  matchless  pictures. — As  another  ex- 
ception to  the  above  reasoning,  I  should  not  feel  con- 
fident in  venturing  on  a  journey  in  a  foreign  country 
without  a  companion.  I  should  want  at  intervals  to 
hear  the  sound  of  my  own  language.  There  is  an 
involuntary  antipathy   in   the   mind   of   an   Englishman 
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to  foreign  manners  and  notions  that  requires  the  as- 
sistance of  social  sympathy  to  carry  it  off.  As  the 
distance  from  home  increases,  this  relief,  which  was 
at  first  a  luxury,  becomes  a  passion  and  an  appetite. 
A  person  would  almost  feel  stifled  to  find  himself  in 
the  deserts  of  Arabia  without  friends  and  countrymen: 
there  must  be  allowed  to  be  something  in  the  view  of 
Athens  or  old  Rome  that  claims  the  utterance  of 
speech;  and  I  own  that  the  Pyramids  are  too  mighty 
for  any  single  contemplation.  In  such  situations,  so 
opposite  to  all  one's  ordinary  train  of  ideas,  one  seems 
a  species  by  one's-self,  a  limb  torn  off  from  society, 
unless  one  can  meet  with  instant  fellowship  and  sup- 
port.— Yet  I  did  not  feel  this  want  or  craving  very 
pressing  once,  when  I  first  set  my  foot  on  the  laughing 
shores  of  France.  Calais  was  peopled  with  novelty  and 
delight.  The  confused,  busy  murmur  of  the  place  was 
like  oil  and  wine  poured  into  my  ears ;  nor  did  the 
mariners'  hymn,  which  was  sung  from  the  top  of  an 
old  crazy  vessel  in  the  harbour,  as  the  sun  went  down, 
send  an  alien  sound  into  my  soul.  I  only  breathed 
the  air  of  general  humanity.  I  walked  over  "the  vine- 
covered  hills  and  gay  regions  of  France/'  erect  and 
satisfied;  for  the  image  of  man  was  not  cast  down  and 
chained  to  the  foot  of  arbitrary  thrones :  I  was  at  no 
loss  for  language,  for  that  of  all  the  great  schools  of 
painting  was  open  to  me.  The  whole  is  vanished  like 
a  shade.  Pictures,  heroes,  glory,  freedom,  all  are  fled: 
nothing  remains  but  the  Bourbons  and  the  French 
people ! — There  is  undoubtedly  a  sensation  in  travel- 
ling into  foreign  parts  that  is  to  be  had  nowhere  else; 
but  it  is  more  pleasing  at  the  time  than  lasting.  It  is 
too  remote  from  our  habitual  associations  to  be  a  com- 
mon topic  of  discourse  or  reference,  and,  like  a  dream 
or  another  state  of  existence,  does  not  piece  into  our 
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daily  modes  of  life.  It  is  an  animated  but  a  momentary 
hallucination.  It  demands  an  effort  to  exchange  our 
actual  for  our  ideal  identity;  and  to  feel  the  pulse  of 
our  old  transports  revive  very  keenly,  we  must  "jump" 
all  our  present  comforts  and  connections.  Our  ro- 
mantic and  itinerant  character  is  not  to  be  domesti- 
cated. Dr.  Johnson  remarked  how  little  foreign  travel 
added  to  the  facilities  of  conversation  in  those  who 
had  been  abroad.  In  fact,  the  time  we  have  spent 
there  is  both  delightful,  and  in  one  sense  instructive; 
but  it  appears  to  be  cut  out  of  our  substantial,  down- 
right existence,  and  never  to  join  kindly  on  to  it.  We 
are  not  the  same,  but  another,  and  perhaps  more  envi- 
able individual,  all  the  time  we  are  out  of  our  own 
country.  We  are  lost  to  ourselves,  as  well  as  our 
friends.      So  the  poet  somewhat  quaintly  sings: 

"Out  of  my  country  and  myself  I  go." 

Those  who  wish  to  forget  painful  thoughts,  do  well  to 
absent  themselves  for  a  while  from  the  ties  and  objects 
that  recall  them;  but  we  can  be  said  only  to  fulfil  our 
destiny  in  the  place  that  gave  us  birth.  I  should  on 
this  account  like  well  enough  to  spend  the  whole  of 
my  life  in  travelling  abroad,  if  I  could  any  where  bor- 
row another  life  to  spend  afterwards  at  home ! 
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"The  poet's  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling 
Doth    glance    from    heaven   to    earth,    from   earth    to 

heaven ; 
And  as   imagination  bodies   forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shape,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name." 
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Macbeth  and  Lear,  Othello  and  Hamlet,  are  usually 
reckoned  Shakespeare's  four  principal  tragedies. 
Lear  stands  first  for  the  profound  intensity  of  the 
passion;  Macbeth  for  the  wildness  of  the  imagination 
and  the  rapidity  of  the  action;  Othello  for  the  pro- 
gressive interest  and  powerful  alternations  of  feeling; 
Hamlet  for  the  refined  development  of  thought  and 
sentiment.  If  the  force  of  genius  shewn  in  each  of 
these  works  is  astonishing,  their  variety  is  not  less  so. 
They  are  like  different  creations  of  the  same  mind, 
not  one  of  which  has  the  slightest  reference  to  the 
rest.  This  distinctness  and  originality  is  indeed  the 
necessary  consequence  of  truth  and  nature.  Shake- 
speare's genius  alone  appeared  to  possess  the  resources 
of  nature.  He  is  "vour  onlv  traqedv-maker."  His 
plays  have  the  force  of  things  upon  the  mind.  What 
he  represents  is  brought  home  to  the  bosom  as  a  part 
of  our  experience,  implanted  in  the  memory  as  if  we 
had  known  the  places,  persons,  and  things  of  which  he 
treats.  Macbeth  is  like  a  record  of  a  preternatural 
and  tragical  event.  It  has  the  rugged  severity  of  an 
old  chronicle  with  all  that  the  imagination  of  the  poet 
can  engraft  upon  traditional  belief.  The  castle  of 
Macbeth,  round  which  "the  air  smells  wooingly,"  and 
where  "the  temple-haunting  martlet  builds,"  has  a  real 
subsistence  in  the  mind;  the  Weird  Sisters  meet  us  in 
person  on  "the  blasted  heath";  the  "air-drawn  dagger" 
moves  slowly  before  our  eyes;  the  "gracious  Duncan," 
the  "blood-boultered  Banquo"  stand  before  us;  all  that 
passed  through  the  mind  of  Macbeth  passes,  without 
the  loss  of  a  tittle,  through  ours.  All  that  could  ac- 
tually take  place,  and  all  that  is  only  possible  to  be 
conceived,  what  was  said  and  what  was  done,  the 
workings  of  passion,  the  spells  of  magic,  are  brought 
before  us   with  the   same   absolute  truth   and   vividness. 
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— Shakespeare  excelled  in  the  openings  of  his  plays: 
that  of  Macbeth  is  the  most  striking  of  any.  The 
wildness  of  the  scenery,  the  sudden  shifting  of  the 
situations  and  characters,  the  bustle,  the  expectations 
excited,  are  equally  extraordinary.  From  the  first 
entrance  of  the  Witches  and  the  description  of  them 
when  they  meet   Macbeth, 

"What    are    these 

So  wither'd  and  so  wild  in  their  attire, 

That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  of  th'   earth 

And   yet   are    on't?" 

the  mind  is  prepared  for  all  that  follows. 

This  tragedy  is  alike  distinguished  for  the  lofty  imag- 
ination it  displays,  and  for  the  tumultuous  vehemence  of 
the  action;  and  the  one  is  made  the  moving  principle  of 
the  other.  The  overwhelming  pressure  of  preternatural 
agency  urges  on  the  tide  of  human  passion  with  re- 
doubled force.  Macbeth  himself  appears  driven  along 
by  the  violence  of  his  fate  like  a  vessel  drifting  before  a 
storm:  he  reels  to  and  fro  like  a  drunken  man;  he  stag- 
gers under  the  weight  of  his  own  purposes  and  the  sug- 
gestions of  others ;  he  stands  at  bay  with  his  situation ; 
and  from  the  superstitious  awe  and  breathless  suspense 
into  which  the  communications  of  the  Weird  Sisters 
throw  him,  is  hurried  on  with  daring  impatience  to 
verify  their  predictions,  and  with  impious  and  bloody 
hand  to  tear  aside  the  veil  which  hides  the  uncertainty 
of  the  future.  He  is  not  equal  to  the  struggle  with  fate 
and  conscience.  He  now  "bends  up  each  corporal  in- 
strument to  the  terrible  feat" ;  at  other  times  his  heart 
misgives  him,  and  he  is  cowed  and  abashed  by  his 
success.  "The  deed,  no  less  than  the  attempt,  con- 
founds him."  His  mind  is  assailed  by  the  stings  of 
remorse,   and   full  of   "preternatural   solicitings."      His 
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speeches  and  soliloquies  are  dark  riddles  on  human 
life,  baffling  solution,  and  entangling  him  in  their 
labyrinths.  In  thought  he  is  absent  and  perplexed, 
sudden  and  desperate  in  act,  from  a  distrust  of  his 
own  resolution.  His  energy  springs  from  the  anxiety 
and  agitation  of  his  mind.  His  blindly  rushing  for- 
ward on  the  objects  of  his  ambition  and  revenge,  or  his 
recoiling  from  them,  equally  betrays  the  harassed  state 
of  his  feelings. — This  part  of  his  character  is  admi- 
rably set  off  by  being  brought  in  connection  with  that 
of  Lady  Macbeth,  whose  obdurate  strength  of  will  and 
masculine  firmness  give  her  the  ascendancy  over  her 
husband's  faltering  virtue.  She  at  once  seizes  on  the 
opportunity  that  offers  for  the  accomplishment  of  all 
their  wished-for  greatness,  and  never  flinches  from  her 
object  till  all  is  over.  The  magnitude  of  her  resolu- 
tion almost  covers  the  magnitude  of  her  guilt.  She  is 
a  great  bad  woman,  whom  we  hate,  but  whom  we  fear 
more  than  we  hate.  She  does  not  excite  our  loathing 
and  abhorrence  like  Regan  and  Goneril.  She  is  only 
wicked  to  gain  a  great  end;  and  is  perhaps  more  dis- 
tinguished by  her  commanding  presence  of  mind  and 
inexorable  self-will,  which  do  not  suffer  her  to  be 
diverted  from  a  bad  purpose,  when  once  formed,  by 
weak  and  womanly  regrets,  than  by  the  hardness  of 
her  heart  or  want  of  natural  affections.  The  impres- 
sion which  her  lofty  determination  of  character  makes 
on  the  mind  of  Macbeth  is  well  described  where  he 
exclaims : 

"Bring    forth    men    children    only; 

For   thy   undaunted   mettle    should   compose 
Nothing  but  males  !" 

Nor  do  the  pains  she  is  at  to  "screw  his  courage  to  the 
sticking-place,,,    the  •  reproach   to    him,    not   to    be    "lost 
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so  poorly  in  himself/'  the  assurance  that  "a  little  water 
clears  them  of  this  deed/'  show  anything  but  her 
greater  consistency  in  depravity.  Her  strong-nerved 
ambition  furnishes  ribs  of  steel  to  "the  sides  of  his 
intent";  and  she  is  herself  wound  up  to  the  execution 
of  her  baneful  project  with  the  same  unshrinking 
fortitude  in  crime,  that  in  other  circumstances  she 
would  probably  have  shown  patience  in  suffering.  The 
deliberate  sacrifice  of  all  other  considerations  to  the 
gaining  "for  their  future  days  and  nights  sole  sovereign 
sway  and  masterdom,"  by  the  murder  of  Duncan,  is 
gorgeously  expressed  in  her  invocation  on  hearing  of 
"his   fatal   entrance   under   her   battlements": 


"Come   all   you   spirits 

That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsex  me  here: 

And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  th'  toe,  top-full 

Of  direst  cruelty;   make  thick  my  blood, 

Stop   up   the   access   and   passage   to   remorse, 

That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 

Shake   my   fell   purpose,   nor   keep   peace   between 

The   effect   and   it.      Come   to   my   woman's   breasts, 

And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murthering  ministers,, 

Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 

You  wait  on  nature's   mischief.      Come,  thick  night! 

And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell, 

That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes, 

Nor   heav'n   peep   through   the   blanket   of   the   dark, 

To  cry,  hold,  hold!"— 

When  she  first  hears  that  "Duncan  comes  there  to 
sleep"  she  is  so  overcome  by  the  news,  which  is  be- 
yond her  utmost  expectations,  that  she  answers  the 
messenger,  "Thou  'rt  mad  to  say  it" :  and  on  receiving 
her  husband's  account  of  the  predictions  of  the 
Witches,   conscious   of   his    instability   of   purpose,   and 
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that  her  presence  is   necessary  to   goad  him   on  to   the 
consummation  of  his  promised  greatness,  she  exclaims : 

"Hie  thee  hither, 


That   I   may  pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear, 
And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem 
To  have  thee   crowned  withal." 

This  swelling  exultation  and  keen  spirit  of  triumph, 
this  uncontrollable  eagerness  of  anticipation,  which 
seems  to  dilate  her  form  and  take  possession  of  all  her 
faculties,  this  solid,  substantial  flesh-and-blood  display 
of  passion,  exhibit  a  striking  contrast  to  the  cold,  ab- 
stracted, gratuitous,  servile  malignity  of  the  Witches, 
who  are  equally  instrumental  in  urging  Macbeth  to  his 
fate  for  the  mere  love  of  mischief,  and  from  a  dis- 
interested delight  in  deformity  and  cruelty.  They  are 
hags  of  mischief,  obscene  panders  to  iniquity,  mali- 
cious from  their  impotence  of  enjoyment,  enamoured 
of  destruction,  because  they  are  themselves  unreal, 
abortive,  half-existences, — who  become  sublime  from 
their  exemption  from  all  human  sympathies  and  con- 
tempt for  all  human  affairs,  as  Lady  Macbeth  does  by 
the  force  of  passion !  Her  fault  seems  to  have  been 
an  excess  of  that  strong  principle  of  self-interest  and 
family  aggrandizement,  not  amenable  to  the  common 
feelings  of  compassion  and  justice,  which  is  so  marked 
a  feature  in  barbarous  nations  and  times.  A  passing 
reflection  of  this  kind,  on  the  resemblance  of  the  sleep- 
ing king  to  her  father,  alone  prevents  her  from  slaying 
Duncan   with   her   own  hand. 

In  speaking  of  the  character  of  Lady  Macbeth,  we 
ought  not  to  pass  over  Mrs.  Siddons's  manner  of  act- 
ing that   part.      We    can   conceive   of   nothing   grander. 
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It  was  something  above  nature.  It  seemed  almost  as 
if  a  being  of  a  superior  order  had  dropped  from  a 
higher  sphere  to  awe  the  world  with  the  majesty  of 
her  appearance.  Power  was  seated  on  her  brow,  pas- 
sion emanated  from  her  breast  as  from  a  shrine;  she 
was  tragedy  personified.  In  coming  on  in  the  sleeping- 
scene,  her  eyes  were  open,  but  their  sense  was  shut. 
She  was  like  a  person  bewildered  and  unconscious  of 
what  she  did.  Her  lips  moved  involuntarily — all  her 
gestures  were  involuntary  and  mechanical.  She  glided 
on  and  off  the  stage  like  an  apparition.  To  have  seen 
her  in  that  character  was  an  event  in  every  one's  life, 
not  to  be  forgotten. 

The  dramatic  beauty  of  the  character  of  Duncan, 
which  excites  the  respect  and  pity  even  of  his  mur- 
derers, has  been  often  pointed  out.  It  forms  a  pic- 
ture of  itself.  An  instance  of  the  author's  power  of 
giving  a  striking  effect  to  a  common  reflection,  by  the 
manner  of  introducing  it,  occurs  in  a  speech  of  Duncan, 
complaining  of  his  having  been  deceived  in  his  opinion 
of  the  Thane  of  Cawdor,  at  the  very  moment  that  he 
is  expressing  the  most  unbounded  confidence  in  the 
loyalty  and  services  of  Macbeth. 

"There  is  no  art 
To  find  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face: 
He  was  a  gentleman,  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust. 

O  worthiest  cousin,    {addressing  himself  to  Macbeth) 
The  sin  of  my  ingratitude  e'en  now 
Was  great  upon  me,"  &c. 

Another  passage  to  show  that  Shakespeare  lost  sight 
of  nothing  that  could  in  any  way  give  relief  or  height- 
ening to  his   subject,  is  the   conversation  which  takes 
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place  between  Banquo  and  Fleance  immediately  before 
the  murder-scene  of  Duncan. 

"Banquo.   How  goes  the  night,  boy? 

Fleance.   The   moon   is   down:    I   have   not   heard  the 

clock. 
Banquo.  And  she  goes   down  at  twelve. 
Fleance.   I   take't,   'tis   later,   Sir. 
Banquo.   Hold,   take   my   sword.      There's   husbandry 

in  heav'n, 
Their  candles   are  all  out. — 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep :  Merciful  Powers, 
Restrain    in    me    the    cursed    thoughts    that    nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repose." 

In  like  manner,  a  fine  idea  is  given  of  the  gloomy 
coming  on  of  evening,  just  as  Banquo  is  going  to  be 
assassinated. 

"Light  thickens  and  the  crow 
Makes    wing   to    the    rooky   wood." 

"Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace 
To  gain  the  timely  inn." 

Macbeth  (generally  speaking)  is  done  upon  a 
stronger  and  more  systematic  principle  of  contrast 
than  any  other  of  Shakespeare's  plays.  It  moves  upon 
the  verge  of  an  abyss,  and  is  a  constant  struggle  be- 
tween life  and  death.  The  action  is  desperate  and 
the  reaction  is  dreadful.  It  is  a  huddling  together  of 
fierce  extremes,  a  war  of  opposite  natures  which  of 
them  shall  destroy  the  other.  There  is  nothing  but 
what  has  a  violent  end  or  violent  beginnings.  The 
lights  and  shades  are  laid  on  with  a  determined  hand ; 
the    transitions    from    triumph    to    despair,    from    the 
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height  of  terror  to  the  repose  of  death,  are  sudden 
and  startling;  every  passion  brings  in  its  fellow-con- 
trary, and  the  thoughts  pitch  and  jostle  against  each 
other  as  in  the  dark.  The  whole  play  is  an  unruly 
chaos  of  strange  and  forbidden  things,  where  the 
ground  rocks  under  our  feet.  Shakespeare's  genius 
here  took  its  full  swing,  and  trod  upon  the  farthest 
bounds  of  nature  and  passion.  This  circumstance  will 
account  for  the  abruptness  and  violent  antitheses  of 
the  style,  the  throes  and  labour  which  run  through  the 
expression,  and  from  defects  will  turn  them  into 
beauties.  "So  fair  and  foul  a  day  I  have  not  seen,"  &c. 
"Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  news  together/' 
"Men's  lives  are  like  the  flowers  in  their  caps,  dying 
or  ere  they  sicken."  "Look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
but  be  the  serpent  under  it."  The  scene  before  the 
castle-gate  follows  the  appearance  of  the  Witches  on  the 
heath,  and  is  followed  by  a  midnight  murder.  Duncan 
is  cut  off  betimes  by  treason  leagued  with  witchcraft, 
and  Macduff  is  ripped  untimely  from  his  mother's 
womb  to  avenge  his  death.  Macbeth,  after  the  death 
of  Banquo,  wishes  for  his  presence  in  extravagant 
terms,  "To  him  and  all  we  thirst,"  and  when  his  ghost 
appears,  cries  out,  "Avaunt  and  quit  my  sight,"  and 
being  gone,  he  is  "himself  again."  Macbeth  resolves 
to  get  rid  of  Macduff,  that  "he  may  sleep  in  spite  of 
thunder" ;  and  cheers  his  wife  on  the  doubtful  intelli- 
gence of  Banquo's  taking-off  with  the  encouragement — 
"Then  be  thou  jocund:  ere  the  bat  has  flown  his 
cloistered  flight;  ere  to  black  Hecate's  summons  the 
shard-born  beetle  has  rung  night's  yawning  peal, 
there  shall  be  done — a  deed  of  dreadful  note."  In 
Lady  Macbeth's  speech,  "Had  he  not  resembled  my 
father  as  he  slept,  I  had  done  %"  there  is  murder  and 
filial   piety   together,    and   in    urging   him   to    fulfil    his 
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vengeance  against  the  defenceless  king,  her  thoughts 
spare  the  blood  neither  of  infants  nor  old  age.  The 
description  of  the  Witches  is  full  of  the  same  con- 
tradictory principle;  they  "rejoice  when  good  kings 
bleed";  they  are  neither  of  the  earth  nor  the  air,  but 
both;  "they  should  be  women,  but  their  beards  forbid 
it";  they  take  all  the  pains  possible  to  lead  Macbeth 
on  to  the  height  of  his  ambition,  only  to  betray  him 
"in  deeper  consequence,"  and  after  showing  him  all  the 
pomp  of  their  art,  discover  their  malignant  delight  in 
his  disappointed  hopes,  by  that  bitter  taunt,  "Why 
stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly?"  We  might  multiply 
such  instances  every  where. 

The  leading  features  in  the  character  of  Macbeth 
are  striking  enough,  and  they  form  what  may  be 
thought  at  first  only  a  bold,  rude,  Gothic  outline.  By 
comparing  it  with  other  characters  of  the  same  author 
we  shall  perceive  the  absolute  truth  and  identity  which 
is  observed  in  the  midst  of  the  giddy  whirl  and  rapid 
career  of  events.  Macbeth  in  Shakespeare  no  more 
loses  his  identity  of  character  in  the  fluctuations  of 
fortune  or  the  storm  of  passion,  than  Macbeth  in  him- 
self would  have  lost  the  identity  of  his  person.  Thus 
he  is  as  distinct  a  being  from  Richard  III  as  it  is 
possible  to  imagine,  though  these  two  characters  in 
common  hands,  and  indeed  in  the  hands  of  any  other 
poet,  would  have  been  a  repetition  of  the  same  general 
idea,  more  or  less  exaggerated.  For  both  are  tyrants, 
usurpers,  murderers,  both  aspiring  and  ambitious,  both 
courageous,  cruel,  treacherous.  But  Richard  is  cruel 
from  nature  and  constitution.  Macbeth  becomes  so 
from  accidental  circumstances.  Richard  is  from  his 
birth  deformed  in  body  and  mind,  and  naturally  in- 
capable   of    good.      Macbeth    is    full    of    "the    milk    of 
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human  kindness/'  is  frank,  sociable,  generous.  He  is 
tempted  to  the  commission  of  guilt  by  golden  oppor- 
tunities, by  the  instigations  of  his  wife,  and  by 
prophetic  warnings.  Fate  and  metaphysical  aid  con- 
spire against  his  virtue  and  his  loyalty.  Richard  on 
the  contrary  needs  no  prompter,  but  wades  through 
a  series  of  crimes  to  the  height  of  his  ambition  from 
the  ungovernable  violence  of  his  temper  and  a  reckless 
love  of  mischief.  He  is  never  gay  but  in  the  prospect 
or  in  the  success  of  his  villanies :  Macbeth  is  full  of 
horror  at  the  thoughts  of  the  murder  of  Duncan,  which 
he  is  with  difficulty  prevailed  on  to  commit,  and  of 
remorse  after  its  perpetration.  Richard  has  no  mix- 
ture of  common  humanity  in  his  composition,  no  regard 
to  kindred  or  posterity,  he  owns  no  fellowship  with 
others,  he  is  "himself  alone."  Macbeth  is  not  destitute 
of  feelings  of  sympathy,  is  accessible  to  pity,  is  even 
made  in  some  measure  the  dupe  of  his  uxoriousness, 
ranks  the  loss  of  friends,  of  the  cordial  love  of  his 
followers,  and  of  his  good  name,  among  the  causes 
which  have  made  him  weary  of  life,  and  regrets  that 
he  has  ever  seized  the  crown  by  unjust  means,  since 
he  cannot  transmit  it  to  his  own  posterity: 

"For   Banquo's   issue  have   I   nTd  my  mind — 
For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murther'd, 
To  make  them  kings,  the  seed  of  Banquo  kings." 

In  the  agitation  of  his  mind,  he  envies  those  whom  he 
has  sent  to  peace.  "Duncan  is  in  his  grave;  after  life's 
fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well."  It  is  true,  he  becomes 
more  callous  as  he  plunges  deeper  in  guilt,  "direness 
is  thus  rendered  familiar  to  his  slaughterous  thoughts," 
and  he  in  the  end  anticipates  his  wife  in  the  boldness 
and  bloodiness  of  his  enterprises,  while  she,   for  want 
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of  the  same  stimulus  of  action,  is  "troubled  with  thick- 
coming  fancies  that  rob  her  of  her  rest,"  goes  mad 
and  dies.  Macbeth  endeavours  to  escape  from  reflec- 
tion on  his  crimes  by  repelling  their  consequences,  and 
banishes  remorse  for  the  past  by  the  meditation  of 
future  mischief.  This  is  not  the  principle  of  Richard's 
cruelty,  which  displays  the  wanton  malice  of  a  fiend 
as  much  as  the  frailty  of  human  passion.  Macbeth 
is  goaded  on  to  acts  of  violence  and  retaliation  by 
necessity;  to  Richard,  blood  is  a  pastime. — There  are 
other  decisive  differences  inherent  in  the  two  charac- 
ters. Richard  may  be  regarded  as  a  man  of  the  world, 
a  plotting,  hardened  knave,  wholly  regardless  of  every- 
thing but  his  own  ends,  and  the  means  to  secure  them. 
— Not  so  Macbeth.  The  superstitions  of  the  age,  the 
rude  state  of  society,  the  local  scenery  and  customs, 
all  give  a  wildness  and  imaginary  grandeur  to  his 
character.  From  the  strangeness  of  the  events  that 
surround  him,  he  is  full  of  amazement  and  fear; 
and  stands  in  doubt  between  the  world  of  reality  and 
the  world  of  fancy.  He  sees  sights  not  shown  to 
mortal  eye,  and  hears  unearthly  music.  All  is  tumult 
and  disorder  within  and  without  his  mind;  his  pur- 
poses recoil  upon  himself,  are  broken  and  disjointed; 
he  is  the  double  thrall  of  his  passions  and  his  evil 
destiny.  Richard  is  not  a  character  either  of  imagina- 
tion or  pathos,  but  of  pure  self-will.  There  is  no  con- 
flict of  opposite  feelings  in  his  breast.  The  appari- 
tions which  he  sees  only  haunt  him  in  his  sleep ;  nor 
does  he  live  like  Macbeth  in  a  waking  dream.  Macbeth 
has  considerable  energy  and  manliness  of  character; 
but  then  he  is  "subject  to  all  the  skyey  influences. "  He 
is  sure  of  nothing  but  the  present  moment.  Richard 
in  the  busy  turbulence  of  his  projects  never  loses  his 
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self-possession,  and  makes  use  of  every  circumstance 
that  happens  as  an  instrument  of  his  long-reaching 
designs.  In  his  last  extremity  we  can  only  regard 
him  as  a  wild  beast  taken  in  the  toils ;  we  never  entirely 
lose  our  concern  for  Macbeth;  and  he  calls  back  all 
our  sympathy  by  that  fine  close  of  thoughtful  mel- 
ancholy— 

"My  way  of  life  is   fallen  into  the  sear, 
The   yellow   leaf;    and   that   which   should   accompany 

old  age, 
As  honour,  troops  of  friends,  I  must  not  look  to  have; 
But  in  their  stead,  curses  not  loud  but  deep, 
Mouth-honour,   breath,   which   the   poor   heart 
Would  fain  deny  and  dare  not." 

We  can  conceive  a  common  actor  to  play  Richard 
tolerably  well;  we  can  conceive  no  one  to  play  Mac- 
beth properly,  or  to  look  like  a  man  that  had  encoun- 
tered the  Weird  Sisters.  All  the  actors  that  we  have 
ever  seen,  appear  as  if  they  had  encountered  them  on 
the  boards  of  Covent  Garden  or  Drury  Lane,  but  not 
on  the  heath  at  Fores,  and  as  if  they  did  not  believe 
what  they  had  seen.  The  Witches  of  Macbeth  indeed 
are  ridiculous  on  the  modern  stage,  and  we  doubt  if 
the  furies  of  ^Eschylus  would  be  more  respected.  The 
progress  of  manners  and  knowledge  has  an  influence 
on  the  stage,  and  will  in  time  perhaps  destroy  both 
tragedy  and  comedy.  Filch's  picking  pockets,  in  the 
Beggar's  Opera,  is  not  so  good  a  jest  as  it  used  to  be: 
by  the  force  of  the  police  and  of  philosophy,  Lillo's 
murders  and  the  ghosts  in  Shakespeare  will  become 
obsolete.  At  last  there  will  be  nothing  left,  good  nor 
bad,  to  be  desired  or  dreaded,  on  the  theatre  or  in  real 
life.     A  question  has  been  started  with  respect  to  the 
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originality  of  Shakespeare's  Witches,  which  has  been 
well  answered  by  Mr.  Lamb  in  his  notes  to  the 
Specimens  of  Early  Dramatic  Poetry: 

"Though  some  resemblance  may  be  traced  between 
the  charms  in  Macbeth  and  the  incantations  in  this 
play  (the  Witch  of  Middleton),  which  is  supposed  to 
have  preceded  it.  this  coincidence  will  not  detract  much 
from  the  originality  of  Shakespeare.  His  Witches  are 
distinguished  from  the  Witches  of  Middleton  by  essen- 
tial differences.  These  are  creatures  to  whom  man  or 
woman  plotting  some  dire  mischief  might  resort  for 
occasional  consultation.  Those  originate  deeds  of 
blood,  and  begin  bad  impulses  to  men.  From  the 
moment  that  their  eyes  first  meet  with  Macbeth's,  he 
is  spellbound.  That  meeting  sways  his  destiny.  He 
can  never  break  the  fascination.  These  Witches  can 
hurt  the  body;  those  have  power  over  the  soul. — ■ 
Hecate  in  Middleton  has  a  son.  a  low  buffoon:  the  hags 
of  Shakespeare  have  neither  child  of  their  own,  nor 
seem  to  be  descended  from  any  parent.  They  are  foul 
anomalies,  of  whom  we  know  not  whence  they  are 
sprung,  nor  whether  they  have  beginning  or  ending. 
As  they  are  without  human  passions,  so  they  seem  to 
be  without  human  relations.  They  come  with  thunder 
and  lightning,  and  vanish  to  airy  music.  This  is  all 
we  know  of  them. — Except  Hecate,  they  have  no 
names,  which  heightens  their  mysteriousness.  The 
names,  and  some  of  the  properties  which  Middleton 
has  given  to  his  hags,  excite  smiles.  The  Weird  Sisters 
are  serious  things.  Their  presence  cannot  co-exist 
with  mirth.  But,  in  a  lesser  degree,  the  Witches  of 
Middleton  are  fine  creations.  Their  power  too  is,  in 
some  measure,  over  the  mind.  They  raise  jars, 
jealousies,   strifes,   like   a   thick   scurf  o'er  life." 
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HENRY   IV 

IN    TWO    PARTS 

If  Shakespeare's  fondness  for  the  ludicrous  some- 
times led  to  faults  in  his  tragedies  (which  was  not 
often  the  case)  he  has  made  us  amends  by  the  char- 
acter of  Falstaff.  This  is  perhaps  the  most  substantial 
comic  character  that  ever  was  invented.  Sir  John 
carries  a  most  portly  presence  in  the  mind's  eye;  and 
in  him,  not  to  speak  it  profanely,  "we  behold  the  ful- 
ness of  the  spirit  of  wit  and  humour  bodily."  We  are 
as  well  acquainted  with  his  person  as  his  mind,  and 
his  jokes  come  upon  us  with  double  force  and  relish 
from  the  quantity  of  flesh  through  which  they  make 
their  way,  as  he  shakes  his  fat  sides  with  laughter,  or 
"lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along."  Other  comic 
characters  seem,  if  we  approach  and  handle  them,  to 
resolve  themselves  into  air,  "into  thin  air" ;  but  this 
is  embodied  and  palpable  to  the  grossest  apprehen- 
sion: it  lies  "three  fingers  deep  upon  the  ribs,"  it  plays 
about  the  lungs  and  the  diaphragm  with  all  the  force 
of  animal  enjoyment.  His  body  is  like  a  good  estate 
to  his  mind,  from  which  he  receives  rents  and  revenues 
of  profit  and  pleasure  in  kind,  according  to  its  extent, 
and  the  richness  of  the  soil.  Wit  is  often  a  meagre 
substitute  for  pleasurable  sensation;  an  effusion  of 
spleen  and  petty  spite  at  the  comforts  of  others,  from 
feeling  none  in  itself.  FalstafFs  wit  is  an  emanation 
of  a  fine  constitution;  an  exuberance  of  good-humour 
and  good-nature;  an  overflowing  of  his  love  of  laughter, 
and  good-fellowship;  a  giving  vent  to  his  heart's  ease 
and  over-contentment  with  himself  and  others.  He 
would  not  be  in  character,  if  he  were  not  so  fat  as  he 
is;  for  there  is  the  greatest  keeping  in  the  boundless 
luxury    of    his    imagination    and    the    pampered    self- 
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indulgence  of  his  physical  appetites.  He  manures  and 
nourishes  his  mind  with  jests,  as  he  does  his  body  with 
sack  and  sugar.  He  carves  out  his  jokes,  as  he  would 
a  capon  or  a  haunch  of  venison,  where  there  is  cut 
and  come  again;  and  pours  out  upon  them  the  oil  of 
gladness.  His  tongue  drops  fatness,  and  in  the 
chambers  of  his  brain  "it  snows  of  meat  and  drink. " 
He  keeps  up  perpetual  holiday  and  open  house,  and 
we  live  with  him  in  a  round  of  invitations  to  a  rump 
and  dozen. — Yet  we  are  not  to  suppose  that  he  was 
a  mere  sensualist.  All  this  is  as  much  in  imagination 
as  in  reality.  His  sensuality  does  not  engross  and 
stupify  his  other  faculties,  but  "ascends  me  into  the 
brain,  clears  away  all  the  dull,  crude  vapours  that 
environ  it,  and  makes  it  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and 
delectable  shapes. "  His  imagination  keeps  up  the 
ball  after  his  senses  have  done  with  it.  He  seems  to 
have  even  a  greater  enjoyment  of  the  freedom  from 
restraint,  of  good  cheer,  of  his  ease,  of  his  vanity,  in 
the  ideal  exaggerated  descriptions  which  he  gives  of 
them,  than  in  fact.  He  never  fails  to  enrich  his  dis- 
course with  allusions  to  eating  and  drinking,  but  we 
never  see  him  at  table.  He  carries  his  own  larder 
about  with  him,  and  he  is  himself  "a  tun  of  man."  His 
pulling  out  the  bottle  in  the  field  of  battle  is  a  joke  to 
show  his  contempt  for  glory  accompanied  with  danger, 
his  systematic  adherence  to  his  Epicurean  philosophy 
in  the  most  trying  circumstances.  Again,  such  is  his 
deliberate  exaggeration  of  his  own  vices,  that  it  does 
not  seem  quite  certain  whether  the  account  of  his 
hostess's  bill,  found  in  his  pocket,  with  such  an  out-of- 
the-way  charge  for  capons  and  sack  with  only  one 
halfpenny-worth  of  bread,  was  not  put  there  by  him- 
self as  a  trick  to  humour  the  jest  upon  his  favourite 
propensities,  and  as  a  conscious  caricature  of  himself. 
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He  is  represented  as  a  liar,  a  braggart,  a  coward,  a 
glutton,  &c.,  and  yet  we  are  not  offended  but  delighted 
with  him;  for  he  is  all  these  as  much  to  amuse  others 
as  to  gratify  himself.  He  openly  assumes  all  these 
characters  to  show  the  humorous  part  of  them.  The 
unrestrained  indulgence  of  his  own  ease,  appetites,  and 
convenience,  has  neither  malice  nor  hypocrisy  in  it. 
In  a  word,  he  is  an  actor  in  himself  almost  as  much 
as  upon  the  stage,  and  we  no  more  object  to  the  char- 
acter of  Falstaff  in  a  moral  point  of  view  than  we 
should  think  of  bringing  an  excellent  comedian,  who 
should  represent  him  to  the  life,  before  one  of  the 
police  offices.  We  only  consider  the  number  of  pleasant 
lights  in  which  he  puts  certain  foibles  (the  more 
pleasant  as  they  are  opposed  to  the  received  rules  and 
necessary  restraints  of  society)  and  do  not  trouble 
ourselves  about  the  consequences  resulting  from  them, 
for  no  mischievous  consequences  do  result.  Sir  John 
is  old  as  well  as  fat,  which  gives  a  melancholy  retro- 
spective tinge  to  the  character ;  and  by  the  disparity 
between  his  inclinations  and  his  capacity  for  enjoy- 
ment, makes  it  still  more  ludicrous  and  fantastical. 

The  secret  of  Falstaff's  wit  is  for  the  most  part 
a  masterly  presence  of  mind,  an  absolute  self-posses- 
sion, which  nothing  can  disturb.  His  repartees  are 
involuntary  suggestions  of  his  self-love;  instinctive 
evasions  of  everything  that  threatens  to  interrupt  the 
career  of  his  triumphant  jollity  and  self-complacency. 
His  very  size  floats  him  out  of  all  his  difficulties  in  a 
sea  of  rich  conceits;  and  he  turns  round  on  the  pivot 
of  his  convenience,  with  every  occasion  and  at  a 
moment's  warning.  His  natural  repugnance  to  every 
unpleasant  thought  or  circumstance  of  itself  makes 
light  of  objections,  and  provokes  the  most  extravagant 
and  licentious   answers  in   his   own   justification.      His 
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indifference  to  truth  puts  no  check  upon  his  invention, 
and  the  more  improbable  and  unexpected  his  con- 
trivances are,  the  more  happily  does  he  seem  to  be 
delivered  of  them,  the  anticipation  of  their  effect  act- 
ing as  a  stimulus  to  the  gaiety  of  his  fancy.  The 
success  of  one  adventurous  sally  gives  him  spirits  to 
undertake  another :  he  deals  always  in  round  numbers, 
and  his  exaggerations  and  excuses  are  "open,  palpable, 
monstrous  as  the  father  that  begets  them."  His  dis- 
solute carelessness  of  what  he  says  discovers  itself  in 
the  first  dialogue  with  the  Prince. 

<f  Falstaff.  By  the  lord,  thou  say'st  true,  lad;  and  is 
not  mine  hostess  of  the  tavern  a  most  sweet  wench? 

P.  Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hibla,  my  old  lad  of  the 
castle;  and  is  not  a  buff-jerkin  a  most  sweet  robe  of 
durance? 

Falstaff.  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag,  what  in  thy 
quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  buff-jerkin? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  mine 
hostess  of  the  tavern  ?" 

In  the  same  scene  he  afterwards  affects  melancholy, 
from  pure  satisfaction  of  heart,  and  professes  reform, 
because  it  is  the  farthest  thing  in  the  world  from  his 
thoughts.  He  has  no  qualms  of  conscience,  and  there- 
fore would  as  soon  talk  of  them  as  of  anything  else 
when    the    humour    takes    him. 

"Falstaff.  But  Hal,  I  pr'ythee  trouble  me  no  more 
with  vanity.  I  would  to  God  thou  and  I  knew  where 
a  commodity  of  good  names  were  to  be  bought:  an  old 
lord  of  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  street 
about  you,  sir;  but  I  mark'd  him  net,  and  yet  he  talked 
very   wisely,   and   in   the   street   too. 
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x 
P.  Henry.   Thou  didst  well,  for  wisdom  cries  out  in 

the  street,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Falstaff.  O,  thou  hast  damnable  iteration,  and  art 
indeed  able  to  corrupt  a  saint.  Thou  hast  done  much 
harm  unto  me,  Hal;  God  forgive  thee  for  it.  Before 
I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing,  and  now  I  am, 
if  a  man  should  speak  truly,  little  better  than  one  of 
the  wicked.  I  must  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will  give 
it  over,  by  the  lord;  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain.  I'll 
be  damn'd  for  never  a  king's  son  in  Christendom. 

P.  Henry.  Where  shall  we  take  a  purse  to-morrow, 
Jack? 

Falstaff.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one;  an 
I  do  not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  see  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee, 
from  praying  to  purse-taking. 

Falstaff.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal.  'Tis  no 
sin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation." 

Of  the  other  prominent  passages,  his  account  of  his 
pretended  resistance  to  the  robbers,  "who  grew  from 
four  men  in  buckram  into  eleven"  as  the  imagination 
of  his  own  valour  increased  with  his  relating  it,  his 
getting  off  when  the  truth  is  discovered  by  pretending 
he  knew  the  Prince,  the  scene  in  which  in  the  person 
of  the  old  king  he  lectures  the  prince  and  gives  him- 
self a  good  character,  the  soliloquy  on  honour,  and 
description  of  his  new-raised  recruits,  his  meeting  with 
the  chief  justice,  his  abuse  of  the  Prince  and  Poins, 
who  overhear  him,  to  Doll  Tearsheet,  his  reconcilia- 
tion with  Mrs.  Quickly  who  has  arrested  him  for  an 
old  debt,  and  whom  he  persuades  to  pawn  her  plate  to 
lend  him  ten  pounds  more,  and  the  scenes  with  Shallow 
and  Silence,  are  all  inimitable.  Of  all  of  them,  the 
scene    in   which    Falstaff   plays    the   part,    first,    of   the 
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King,  and  then  of  Prince  Henry,  is  the  one  that  has 
been  the  most  often  quoted.  We  must  quote  it  once 
more  in  illustration  of  our  remarks. 

"Falstaff.  Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where 
thou  spendest  thy  time,  but  also  how  thou  art  ac- 
companied: for  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is 
trodden  on,  the  faster  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it 
is  wasted,  the  sooner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my  son, 
I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my  own  opin- 
ion; but  chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a 
foolish  hanging  of  thy  nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant 
me.  If  then  thou  be  son  to  me,  here  lies  the  point; — 
Why,  being  son  to  me,  art  thou  so  pointed  at?  Shall 
the  blessed  sun  of  heaven  prove  a  micher^  and  eat 
blackberries  ?  A  question  not  to  be  ask'd.  Shall  the 
son  of  England  prove  a  thief,  and  take  purses  ?  a 
question  not  to  be  ask'd.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry, 
which   thou   hast   often   heard    of,    and    it   is    known   to 

2.) 

many  in  our  land  by  the  name  of  pitch :  this  pitch,  as 
ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  defile ;  so  doth  the  com- 
pany thou  keepest:  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  speak  to 
thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pleasure,  but  in  pas- 
sion; not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  also: — and  yet 
there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in 
thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
majesty? 

Falstaff.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'  faith,  and  a  cor- 
pulent; of  a  cheerful  look,  a  pleasing  eye,  and  a  most 
noble  carriage;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  some  fifty,  or, 
by'r-lady,  inclining  to  threescore;  and  now  I  do  re- 
member me,  his  name  is  Falstaff:  if  that  man  should 
be  lewdly  given,  he  deceiveth  me ;  for,  Harry,  I  see 
virtue  in  his  looks.     If  then  the  fruit  may  be  known  by 
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the  tree,  as  the  tree  by  the  fruit,  then  peremptorily  I 
speak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that  Falstaff:  him  keep  with, 
the  rest  banish.  And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet, 
tell  me,  where  hast  thou  been  this  month? 

P.  Henry.  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king?  Do  thou 
stand  for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Falstaff.  Depose  me?  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  gravely, 
so  majestically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up 
by  the  heels  for  a  rabbit-sucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare. 

P.  Henry.     Well,  here  I  am  set. 

Falstaff.     And  here  I  stand: — judge,  my  masters. 

P.  Henry.     Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you? 

Falstaff.     My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

P.  Henry.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  griev- 
ous. 

Falstaff.  S'blood,  my  lord,  they  are  false: — nay, 
I'll  tickle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  i'faith. 

P.  Henry.  Swearest  thou,  ungracious  boy?  hence- 
forth ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried 
away  from  grace:  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the 
likeness  of  a  fat  old  man;  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  com- 
panion. Why  dost  thou  converse  with  that  trunk  of 
humours,  that  bolting-hutch  of  beastliness,  that  swoln 
parcel  of  dropsies,  that  huge  bombard  of  sack,  that 
stuft  cloak-bag  of  guts,  that  roasted  Manning-tree_  ox 
with  the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that 
grey  iniquity,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years  ? 
wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  taste  sack  and  drink  it? 
wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat 
it?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft?  wherein  crafty,  but 
in  villainy  ?  wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  things  ? 
wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

Falstaff.  I  would,  your  grace  would  take  me  with 
you:  whom  means  your  grace? 
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P.  Henry.  That  villainous,  abominable  mis-leader 
of  youth,  Falstaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Falstaff.     My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.      I  know  thou  dost. 

Falstaff.  But  to  say,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than 
in  myself,  were  to  say  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is 
old  (the  more  the  pity)  his  white  hairs  do  witness  it: 
but  that  he  is  (saving  your  reverence)  a  whore-master , 
that  I  utterly  deny.  If  sack  and  sugar  be  a  fault,  God 
help  the  wicked !  if  to  be  old  and  merry  be  a  sin,  then 
many  an  old  host  that  I  know  is  damned:  if  to  be  fat 
be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be 
loved.  No,  my  good  lord;  banish  Peto,  banish  Bar- 
dolph,  banish  Poins ;  but  for  sweet  Jack  Falstaff,  kind 
Jack  Falstaff,  true  Jack  Falstaff,  valiant  Jack  Falstaff. 
and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack 
Falstaff,  banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  company;  banish 
plump  Jack,  and  banish  all  the  world. 

P.  Henry.     I  do,  I  will. 

[Knocking;   and  Hostess   and  Bardolph   go   out. 

Re-enter  Bardolph,  running. 

Bardolph.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord;  the  sheriff,  with 
a  most  monstrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Falstaff.  Out,  you  rogue!  play  out  the  play:  I  have 
much  to  say  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falstaff." 

One  of  the  most  characteristic  descriptions  of  Sir 
John  is  that  which  Mrs.  Quickly  gives  of  him  when 
he  asks  her,  "What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee?" 

(<Hostess.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thy- 
self, and  the  money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon 
a  parcel-gilt  goblet,  sitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber, 
at  the  round  table,  by  a  sea-coal  fire  on  Wednesday  in 
Whitsunweek,    when    the    prince    broke    thy    head    for 
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likening  his  father  to  a  singing  man  of  Windsor;  thou 
didst  swear  to  roe  then,  as  I  was  washing  thy  wound, 
to  marry  me.  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canst 
thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  goodwife  Keeeh,  the  butcher's 
wife,  come  in  then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly?  com- 
ing in  to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar ;  telling  us.  she  had 
a  good  dish  of  prawns ;  whereby  thou  didst  desire  to 
eat  some;  whereby  I  told  thee,  they  were  ill  for  a 
green  wound?  And  didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone 
down  stairs,  desire  me  to  be  no  more  so  familiarity 
with  such  poor  people ;  saying,  that  ere  long  they 
should  call  me  madam?  And  didst  thou  not  kiss  me, 
and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  shillings?  I  put  thee 
now  to  thy  book-oath;   deny  it,  if  thou  canst. " 

This  scene  is  to  us  the  most  convincing  proof  of 
Falstaff's  power  of  gaining  over  the  goodwill  of  those 
he  was  familiar  with,  except  indeed  Bardolph's  some- 
what profane  exclamation  on  hearing  the  account  of  his 
death.  "Would  I  were  with  him.  wheresoe'er  he  is, 
whether  in  heaven  or  hell." 

One  of  the  topics  of  exulting  superiority  over  others 
most  common  in  Sir  John's  mouth  is  his  corpulence 
and  the  exterior  marks  of  good  living  which  he  carries 
about  him.  thus  "turning  his  vices  into  commodity." 
He  accounts  for  the  friendship  between  the  Prince  and 
Poins,  from  "their  legs  being  both  of  a  bigness";  and 
compares  Justice  Shallow  to  "a  man  made  after  supper 
of  a  cheese-paring."  There  cannot  be  a  more  striking 
gradation  of  character  than  that  between  Falstaff  and 
Shallow,  and  Shallow  and  Silence.  It  seems  difficult  at 
first  to  fall  lower  than  the  squire ;  but  this  fool,  great 
as  he  is,  finds  an  admirer  and  humble  foil  in  his  cousin 
Silence.  Vain  of  his  acquaintance  with  Sir  John,  who 
makes  a  butt  of  him.  he  exclaims,  "Would,  cousin  Sil- 
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ence,  that  thou  had'st  seen  that  which  this  knight  and 
I  have  seen !" — "Aye,  Master  Shallow,  we  have  heard 
the  chimes  at  midnight/'  says  Sir  John.  To  Falstaff's 
observation  "I  did  not  think  Master  Silence  had  been 
a  man  of  this  mettle/'  Silence  answers,  "Who,  I  ?  I 
have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere  now."  What  an 
idea  is  here  conveyed  of  a  prodigality  of  living?  What 
good  husbandry  and  economical  self-denial  in  his 
pleasures  ?  What  a  stock  of  lively  recollections  ?  It  is 
curious  that  Shakespeare  has  ridiculed  in  Justice  Shal- 
low, who  was  "in  some  authority  under  the  king,"  that 
disposition  to  unmeaning  tautology  which  is  the  regal 
infirmity  of  later  times,  and  which,  it  may  be  supposed, 
he  acquired  from  talking  to  his  cousin  Silence,  and 
receiving  no  answers. 

"Falstaff.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a 
rich. 

Shallow.  Barren,  barren,  barren;  beggars  all,  beg- 
gars all,  Sir  John:  marry,  good  air.  Spread  Davy, 
spread   Davy.      Well    said,    Davy. 

Falstaff.     This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses. 

Shallow.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good 
varlet.  By  the  mass,  I  have  drank  too  much  sack  at 
supper.  A  good  varlet.  Now  sit  down,  now  sit  down. 
Come,  cousin." 

The  true  spirit  of  humanity,  the  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  stuff  we  are  made  of,  the  practical  wisdom  with 
the  seeming  fooleries  in  the  whole  of  the  garden-scene 
at  Shallow's  country-seat,  and  just  before  in  the  ex- 
quisite dialogue  between  him  and  Silence  on  the  death 
of  old  Double,  have  no  parallel  any  where  else.  In  one 
point  of  view,  they  are  laughable  in  the  extreme ;  in 
another  they  are  equally  affecting,  if  it  is  affecting  to 
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shew   what    a    little    thing    is    human    life,   what    a    poor 
forked    creature    man    is ! 

The  heroic  and  serious  part  of  these  two  plays 
founded  on  the  story  of  Henry  IV  is  not  inferior  to  the 
comic  and  farcical.  The  characters  of  Hotspur  and 
Prince  Henry  are  two  of  the  most  beautiful  and  dra- 
matic, both  in  themselves  and  from  contrast,  that  ever 
were  drawn.  They  are  the  essence  of  chivalry.  We 
like  Hotspur  the  best  upon  the  whole,  perhaps  because 
he  was  unfortunate. — The  characters  of  their  fathers, 
Henry  IV  and  old  Northumberland,  are  kept  up 
equally  well.  Henry  naturally  succeeds  by  his  pru- 
dence and  caution  in  keeping  what  he  has  got;  Northum- 
berland fails  in  his  enterprise  from  an  excess  of  the 
same  quality,  and  is  caught  in  the  web  of  his  own 
cold,  dilatory  policy.  Owen  Glendower  is  a  masterh 
character.  It  is  as  bold  and  original  as  it  is  intel- 
ligible and  thoroughly  natural.  The  disputes  between 
him  and  Hotspur  are  managed  with  infinite  address 
and  insight  into  nature.  We  cannot  help  pointing 
out  here  some  very  beautiful  lines,  where  Hotspur 
describes   the   fight   between   Glendower   and   Mortimer. 

"When  on  the  gentle   Severn's   sedgy  bank, 

In   single   opposition  hand  to   hand. 

He   did   confound   the   best   part   of   an   hour 

In   changing   hardiment    with    great    Glendower: 

Three  times  they  breath'd.  and  three  times  did  they 

drink, 
Upon   agreement,   of   swift    Severn's    flood; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their   bloodv  looks. 
Ran   fearfully   among  the   trembling   reeds, 
And  hid  his   crisp  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-stained    with    these    valiant    combatants. " 

The  peculiarity  and  the  excellence  of  Shakespeare's 
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poetry  is,  that  it  seems  as  if  he  made  his  imagination 
the  hand-maid  of  nature,  and  nature  the  plaything  of 
his  imagination.  He  appears  to  have  been  all  the 
characters,  and  in  all  the  situations  he  describes.  It 
is  as  if  either  he  had  had  all  their  feelings,  or  had  lent 
them  all  his  genius  to  express  themselves.  There  can- 
not be  stronger  instances  of  this  than  Hotspur's  rage 
when  Henry  IV  forbids  him  to  speak  of  Mortimer,  his 
insensibility  to  all  that  his  father  and  uncle  urge  to 
calm  him,  and  his  fine  abstracted  apostrophe  to  hon- 
our, "By  heaven  methinks  it  were  an  easy  leap  to  pluck 
bright  honour  from  the  moon/'  &c.  After  all,  notwith- 
standing the  gallantry,  generosity,  good  temper,  and 
idle  freaks  of  the  mad-cap  Prince  of  Wales,  we  should 
not  have  been  sorry  if  Northumberland's  force  had 
come  up  in  time  to  decide  the  fate  of  the  battle  at 
Shrewsbury;  at  least,  we  always  heartily  sympathize 
with  Lady  Percy's  grief  when  she  exclaims : 

"Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 
To-day  might   I    (hanging  on   Hotspur's   neck) 
Have  talked  of  Monmouth's  grave." 

The  truth  is,  that  we  never  could  forgive  the  Prince's 
treatment  of  FalstafT;  though  perhaps  Shakespeare 
knew  what  was  best,  according  to  the  history,  the 
nature  of  the  times,  and  of  the  man.  We  speak  only 
as  dramatic  critics.  Whatever  terror  the  French  in 
those  days  might  have  of  Henry  V,  yet  to  the  readers 
of  poetry  at  present,  Falstaff  is  the  better  man  of  the 
two.     We  think  of  him  and  quote  him  oftener. 

MR.    KEAN'S    SHYLOCK. 

January  27,   1814. 
Mr.   Kean    (of   whom   report   had   spoken   highly)    last 
night  made  his  appearance  at  Drury-Lane   Theatre  in 
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the  character  of  Shylock.  For  voice,  eye,  action,  and 
expression,  no  actor  has  come  out  for  many  years  at 
all  equal  to  him.  The  applause,  from  the  first  scene 
to  the  last,  was  general,  loud,  and  uninterrupted.  In- 
deed, the  very  first  scene  in  which  he  comes  on  with 
Bassanio  and  Antonio,  shewed  the  master  in  his  art. 
and  at  once  decided  the  opinion  of  the  audience.  Per- 
haps it  was  the  most  perfect  of  any.  Notwithstanding 
the  complete  success  of  Mr.  Kean  in  the  part  of  Shy- 
lock,  we  question  whether  he  will  not  become  a  greater 
favourite  in  other  parts.  There  was  a  lightness  and 
vigour  in  his  tread,  a  buoyancy  and  elasticity  of  spirit, 
a  fire  and  animation,  which  would  accord  better  with 
almost  any  other  character  than  with  the  morose,  sullen, 
inward,  inveterate,  inflexible  malignity  of  Shylock. 
The  character  of  Shylock  is  that  of  a  man  brooding 
over  one  idea,  that  of  its  wrongs,  and  bent  on  one  un- 
alterable purpose,  that  of  revenge.  In  conveying  a  pro- 
found impression  of  this  feeling,  or  in  embodying  the 
general  conception  of  rigid  and  uncontrollable  self-will, 
equally  proof  against  every  sentiment  of  humanity  or 
prejudice  of  opinion,  we  have  seen  actors  more  suc- 
cessful than  Mr.  Kean;  but  in  giving  effect  to  the  con- 
flict of  passions  arising  out  of  the  contrasts  of  situ- 
ation, in  varied  vehemence  of  declamation,  in  keenness 
of  sarcasm,  in  the  rapidity  of  his  transitions  from  one 
tone  and  feeling  to  another,  in  propriety  and  novelty 
of  action,  presenting  a  succession  of  striking  pictures, 
and  giving  perpetually  fresh  shocks  of  delight  and  sur- 
prise, it  would  be  difficult  to  single  out  a  competitor. 
The  fault  of  his  acting  was  (if  we  may  hazard  the  ob- 
jection), an  over-display  of  the  resources  of  the  art, 
which  gave  too  much  relief  to  the  hard,  impenetrable, 
dark  groundwork  of  the  character  of  Shylock.  It 
would  be  endless  to  point  out  individual  beauties,  where 
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almost  every  passage  was  received  with  equal  and  de- 
served applause.  We  thought,  in  one  or  two  instances, 
the  pauses  in  the  voice  were  too  long,  and  too  great  a 
reliance  placed  on  the  expression  of  the  countenance, 
which  is  a  language  intelligible  only  to  a  part  of  the 
house. 

The  rest  of  the  play  was,  upon  the  whole,  very  re- 
spectably cast.  It  would  be  an  equivocal  compliment 
to  say  of  Miss  Smith,  that  her  acting  often  reminds  us 
of  Mrs.  Siddons.  Rae  played  Bassanio;  but  the  abrupt 
and  harsh  tones  of  his  voice  are  not  well  adapted  to 
the  mellifluous  cadences  of  Shakespeare's  verse. 

February  2,  1814. 
Mr.  Kean  appeared  again  in  Shylock,  and  by  his  ad- 
mirable and  expressive  manner  of  giving  the  part,  fully 
sustained  the  reputation  he  had  acquired  by  his  former 
representation  of  it,  though  he  laboured  under  the  dis- 
advantage of  a  considerable  hoarseness.  He  assumed 
a  greater  appearance  of  age  and  feebleness  than  on  the 
first  night,  but  the  general  merit  of  his  playing  was  the 
same.  His  style  of  acting  is,  if  we  may  use  the  expres- 
sion, more  significant,  more  pregnant  with  meaning, 
more  varied  and  alive  in  every  part,  than  any  we  have 
almost  ever  witnessed.  The  character  never  stands 
still;  there  is  no  vacant  pause  in  the  action;  the  eye  is 
never  silent.  For  depth  and  force  of  conception,  we 
have  seen  actors  whom  we  should  prefer  to  Mr.  Kean  in 
Shvlock;  for  brilliant  and  masterlv  execution,  none. 
It  is  not  saying  too  much  of  him,  though  it  is  saying  a 
great  deal,  that  he  has  all  that  Mr.  Kemble  wants  of 
perfection.  He  reminds  us  of  the  descriptions  of  the 
"far-darting  eye"  of  Garrick.  We  are  anxious  to  see 
him  in  Norval  and  Richard,  and  anticipate  more  com- 
plete  satisfaction   from   his   performance   of   the   latter 
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part,    than    from    the    one    in    which    he    has    already- 
stamped  his  reputation  with  the  public. 

Miss  Smith  played  Portia  with  much  more  anima- 
tion than  the  last  time  we  saw  her,  and  in  delivering 
the  fine  apostrophe  on  Mercy,  in  the  trial-scene,  was 
highly  impressive. 


MR.  KEAN'S  RICHARD. 

February  15,  1814. 
Mr.  Kean's  manner  of  acting  this  part  has  one  pecu- 
liar advantage ;  it  is  entirely  his  own,  without  any 
traces  of  imitation  of  any  other  actor.  He  stands  upon 
his  own  ground,  and  he  stands  firm  upon  it.  Almost 
every  scene  had  the  stamp  and  freshness  of  nature. 
The  excellences  and  defects  of  his  performance  were  in 
general  the  same  as  those  which  he  discovered  in  Shy- 
lock;  though,  as  the  character  of  Richard  is  the  most 
difficult,  so  we  think  he  displayed  most  power  in  it.  It 
is  possible  to  form  a  higher  conception  of  this  char- 
acter (we  do  not  mean  from  seeing  other  actors,  but 
from  reading  Shakespeare)  than  that  given  by  this 
very  admirable  tragedian;  but  we  cannot  imagine  any 
character  represented  with  greater  distinctness  and 
precision,  more  perfectly  articulated  in  every  part. 
Perhaps,  indeed,  there  is  too  much  of  this ;  for  we 
sometimes  thought  he  failed,  even  from  an  exuberance 
of  talent,  and  dissipated  the  impression  of  the  char- 
acter by  the  variety  of  his  resources.  To  be  perfect, 
it  should  have  a  little  more  solidity,  depth,  sustained 
and  impassioned  feeling  with  somewhat  less  brilliancy, 
with  fewer  glancing  lights,  pointed  transitions,  and 
pantomimic  evolutions. 

The  Richard  of  Shakespeare  is  towering  and  lofty, 
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as  well  as  aspiring;  equally  impetuous  and  command- 
ing; haughty,  violent,  and  subtle;  bold  and  treacherous; 
confident  in  his  strength,  as  well  as  in  his  cunning; 
raised  high  by  his  birth,  and  higher  by  his  genius  and 
his  crimes ;  a  royal  usurper,  a  princely  hypocrite,  a 
tyrant,  and  a  murderer  of  the  House  of  Plantagenet. 

"But    I    was    born    so    high; 
Our   aery   buildeth   in   the    cedar's    top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun." 

The  idea  conveyed  in  these  lines  (which  are  omitted 
in  the  miserable  medley  acted  for  Richard  III.)  is 
never  lost  sight  of  by  Shakespeare,  and  should  not  be 
out  of  the  actor's  mind  for  a  moment.  The  restless 
and  sanguinary  Richard  is  not  a  man  striving  to  be 
great,  but  to  be  greater  than  he  is ;  conscious  of  his 
strength  of  will,  his  powers  of  intellect,  his  daring  cour- 
age, his  elevated  station,  and  making  use  of  these  ad- 
vantages, as  giving  him  both  the  means  and  the  pretext 
to  commit  unheard-of  crimes,  and  to  shield  himself 
from  remorse  and  infamy. 

If  Mr.  Kean  does  not  completely  succeed  in  con- 
centrating all  the  lines  of  the  character,  as  drawn  by 
Shakespeare,  he  gives  an  animation,  vigour,  and  relief 
to  the  part,  which  we  have  never  seen  surpassed.  He 
is  more  refined  than  Cooke;  more  bold,  varied,  and 
original  than  Kemble,  in  the  same  character.  In  some 
parts,  however,  we  thought  him  deficient  in  dignity; 
and  particularly  in  the  scenes  of  state  business,  there 
was  not  a  sufficient  air  of  artificial  authority.  The  fine 
assumption  of  condescending  superiority,  after  he  is 
made  king — "Stand  all  apart — Cousin  of  Buckingham," 
etc.,  was  not  given  with  the  effect  which  it  might  have 
received.  There  was  also  at  times,  a  sort  of  tip-toe 
elevation,    an   enthusiastic    rapture    in    his    expectations 
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of  obtaining  the  crown,  instead  of  a  gloating  expres- 
sion of  sullen  delight,  as  if  he  already  clutched  the 
bauble,  and  held  it  within  his  grasp.  This  was  the 
precise  expression  which  Mr.  Kean  gave  with  so  much 
effect  to  the  part  where  he  says,  that  he  already  feels 

"The   golden   rigol   bind   his    brows." 

In  one  who  dares  so  much,  there  is  little  indeed  to 
blame.  The  only  two  things  which  appeared  to  us  de- 
cidedly objectionable,  were  the  sudden  letting  down  of 
his  voice  when  he  says  of  Hastings,  "chop  off  his 
head."  and  the  action  of  putting  his  hands  behind  him, 
in  listening  to  Buckingham's  account  of  his  reception 
by  the  citizens.  His  courtship  scene  with  Lady  Anne 
was  an  admirable  exhibition  of  smooth  and  smiling 
villainy.  The  progress  of  wily  adulation,  of  encroach- 
ing humility,  was  finely  marked  throughout  by  the 
action,  voice,  and  eye.  He  seemed,  like  the  first  temp- 
ter, to  approach  his  prey,  certain  of  the  event,  and  as 
if  success  had  smoothed  the  way  before  him.  We  re- 
member Mr.  Cooke's  manner  of  representing  this  scene 
was  more  violent,  hurried,  and  full  of  anxious  uncer- 
tainty. This,  though  more  natural  in  general,  was,  we 
think,  less  in  character.  Richard  should  woo  not  as 
a  lover,  but  as  an  actor — to  show  his  mental  superiority, 
and  power  to  make  others  the  playthings  of  his  will. 
Mr.  Kean's  attitude  in  leaning  against  the  side  of  the 
stage  before  he  comes  forward  in  this  scene,  was  one 
of  the  most  graceful  and  striking  we  remember  to  have 
seen.  It  would  have  done  for  Titian  to  paint.  The 
opening  scene  in  which  Richard  descants  on  his  own 
deformity,  was  conceived  with  perfect  truth  and  char- 
acter, and  delivered  in  a  fine  and  varied  tone  of  natural 
recitation.  Mr.  Kean  did  equal  justice  to  the  beautiful 
description   of   the   camps    the   night   before   the   battle, 
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though,  in  consequence  of  his  hoarseness,  he  was 
obliged  to  repeat  the  whole  passage  in  an  under-key.1 
His  manner  of  bidding  his  friends  good  night,  and  his 
pausing  with  the  point  of  his  sword,  drawn  slowly 
backward  and  forward  on  the  ground,  before  he  retires 
to  his  tent,  received  shouts  of  applause.  He  gave  to  all 
the  busy  scenes  of  the  play  the  greatest  animation  and 
effect.  He  filled  every  part  of  the  stage.  The  con- 
cluding scene,  in  which  he  is  killed  by  Richmond,  was 
the  most  brilliant.  He  fought  like  one  drunk  with 
wounds :  and  the  attitude  in  which  he  stands  with  his 
hands  stretched  out,  after  his  sword  is  taken  from  him, 
had  a  preternatural  and  terrific  grandeur,  as  if  his  will 
could  not  be  disarmed,  and  the  very  phantoms  of  his 
despair  had  a   withering  power. 


February  21,   1814. 

The  house  was  crowded  at  an  early  hour  in  every 
part,  to  witness  Mr.  Kean's  second  representation  of 
Richard.  His  admirable  acting  received  that  meed  of 
applause,  which  it  so  well  deserved.  His  voice  had  not 
entirely  recovered  its  tone  and  strength ;  and  when 
(after  the  curtain  had  dropped,  amidst  a  tumult  of  ap- 
probation), Mr.  Rae  came  forward  to  announce  the 
play  for  Monday,  cries  of  "No,  no,"  from  every  part 
of  the  house,  testified  the  sense  entertained  by  the  audi- 
ence, of  the  impropriety  of  requiring  the  repetition  of 
this  extraordinary  effort,  till  every  physical  disadvan- 
tage  had   been   completely   removed. 

We  have  little  to  add  to  our  former  remarks,  for  Mr. 
Kean  went  through  the  part  nearly  as  before,  and  we 

1  The  defects  in  the  upper  tones  of  Mr.  Kean's  voice  were  hardly 
perceptible  in  his  performance  of  Shylock,  and  were  at  first  attributed 
to  hoarseness. 
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saw  no  reason  to  alter  our  opinion.  The  dying  scene 
was  the  most  varied,  and,  we  think,  for  the  worse.  In 
pronouncing  the  words  in  Richard's  soliloquy,  "I  am 
myself  alone,"  Mr.  Kean  gave  a  quick  and  hurried 
movement  to  his  voice,  as  if  it  was  a  thought  that  sud- 
denly struck  him,  or  which  he  wished  to  pass  over ; 
whereas  it  is  the  deep  and  rooted  sentiment  of  his 
breast.  The  reduplication  of  the  words  in  Shakespeare 
points  out  the  manner  in  which  the  voice  should  dwell 
upon,  and  as  it  were,  brood  over  the  feeling,  loth  to 
part  with  the  bitter  consolation.  Where  he  says  to 
Buckingham,  "I  am  not  i'  the  vein,"  the  expression 
should,  we  imagine,  be  that  of  stifled  hatred  and  cold 
contempt,  instead  of  sarcastic  petulance.  The  scene 
tells  for  itself,  without  being  pointed  by  the  manner. 
In  general,  perhaps,  if  Mr.  Kean  were  to  give  to  the 
character  less  of  the  air  of  an  ostentatious  hypocrite, 
of  an  intelligible  villain,  it  would  be  more  correct,  and 
would  accord  better  with  Shakespeare's  idea  of  the 
part.  The  description  which  he  has  put  into  the  mouth 
of  Hastings,  is  a  perfect  study  for  the  actor. 

"His    grace    looks    cheerfully    and    smooth   to-day: 
There's   some   conceit   or   other   likes   him   well, 
When  he  doth  bid  good-morrow  with  such  a  spirit. 
I  think  there's  never  a  man  in  Christendom 
That  can  less  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he, 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  you  know  his  heart. " 

In  the  scene  with  Lady  Anne,  in  the  sudden  altera- 
tion of  his  manner  to  the  messenger  who  brings  him  the 
news  of  Edward's  illness,  in  the  interview  with  Buck- 
ingham, where  he  desires  the  death  of  the  children,  in 
his  infinitely  spirited  expostulation  with  Lord  Stanley, 
in  his  triumph  at  the  death  of  Buckingham,  in  the 
parting  scene  with  his  friends  before  the  battle,  in  his 
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treatment  of  the  paper  sent  to  Norfolk,  and  in  all  the 
tumult  and  glowing  interest  of  the  last  scenes  of  the 
play,  we  had  fresh  cause  for  admiration.  It  were  in 
vain,  however,  to  point  out  particular  beauties ;  for  the 
research,  the  ingenuity,  and  the  invention  manifested 
throughout  the  character  are  endless.  We  have  said 
before,  and  we  still  think  so,  that  there  is  even  too 
much  effect  given,  too  many  significant  hints,  too  much 
appearance  of  study.  There  is  a  tone  in  acting,  as  well 
as  in  painting,  which  is  the  chief  and  master  excel- 
lence. Our  highest  conception  of  an  actor  is,  that  he 
shall  assume  the  character  once  for  all,  and  be  it 
throughout,  and  trust  to  this  conscious  sympathy  for 
the  effect  produced.  Mr.  Kean's  manner  of  acting  is. 
on  the  contrary,  rather  a  perpetual  assumption  of  his 
part,  always  brilliant  and  successful,  almost  always 
true  and  natural,  but  yet  always  a  distinct  effort  in 
every  new  situation,  so  that  the  actor  does  not  seem 
entirely  to  forget  himself,  or  to  be  identified  with  the 
character.  The  extreme  elaboration  of  the  parts  in- 
jures the  broad  and  massy  effect;  the  general  impulse 
of  the  machine  is  retarded  by  the  variety  and  intricacy 
of  the  movements.  But  why  do  we  try  this  actor  by  an 
ideal  theory?  Who  is  there  that  will  stand  the  same 
test?  It  is,  in  fact,  the  last  forlorn  hope  of  criticism, 
for  it  shows  that  we  have  nothing  else  to  compare  him 
with.  "Take  him  for  all  in  all,"  it  will  be  long,  very 
long,  before  we  "look  upon  his  like  again,"  if  we  are 
to  wait  as  long  as  we  have  waited. 

We  wish  the  introduction  of  the  ghosts  through  the 
trapdoors  of  the  stage  were  altogether  omitted.  The 
speeches,  which  they  address  to  Richard,  might  be  de- 
livered just  as  well  from  behind  the  scenes.  These  sort 
of  exhibitions  are  only  proper  for  a  superstitious  age; 
and  in  an  age  not  superstitious,  excite  ridicule  instead 
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of  terror.  Mr.  Wroughton  makes  a  very  substantial 
ghost,  and  Miss  Boyce  retains  the  same  ruddy  appear- 
ance of  flesh  and  blood,  and  the  same  graceful  embon- 
point, which  so  well  became  her  in  the  scene  where  she 
was  wooed  by  Richard.  Mrs.  Glover's  Queen  was  more 
natural  and  impressive  than  on  the  first  night,  because 
it  was  less  turbulent;  and  if  she  would  use  still  less 
vociferation,  she  would  produce  a  still  greater  effect — 
"For  in  the  very  torrent  and  whirlwind  of  the  passion, 
you  should  acquire  a  temperance  that  may  give  it 
smoothness. " 

Mr.  Kean's  acting  in  Richard,  as  we  before  remarked 
in  his  Shylock,  presents  a  perpetual  succession  of  strik- 
ing pictures.  He  bids  fair  to  supply  us  with  the  best 
Shakespeare  Gallery  we  have  had! 


MR.  KEMBLE'S  RETIREMENT. 

(Covent-Garden)  June  25,  1817. 
Mr.  Kemble  took  his  leave  of  the  Stage  on  Monday 
night,  in  the  character  of  Coriolanus.  On  his  first  com- 
ing forward  to  pronounce  his  Farewell  Address,  he  was 
received  with  a  shout  like  thunder:  on  his  retiring  after 
it,  the  applause  was  long  before  it  subsided  entirely 
away.  There  is  something  in  these  partings  with  old 
public  favourites  exceedingly  affecting.  They  teach  us 
the  shortness  of  human  life,  and  the  vanity  of  human 
pleasures.  Our  associations  of  admiration  and  delight 
with  theatrical  performers,  are  among  our  earliest 
recollections — among  our  last  regrets.  They  are  links 
that  connect  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  life  to- 
gether; their  bright  and  giddy  career  of  popularity 
measures  the  arch  that  spans  our  brief  existence.  It 
is  near  twenty  years  ago  since  we  first  saw  Mr.  Kemble 
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in  the  same  character — yet  how  short  the  interval 
seems !  The  impression  appears  as  distinct  as  if  it 
were  of  yesterday.  In  fact,  intellectual  objects,  in  pro- 
portion as  they  are  lasting,  may  be  said  to  shorten  life 
Time  has  no  effect  upon  them.  The  petty  and  the  per- 
sonal, that  which  appeals  to  our  senses  and  our  inter- 
ests, is  by  degrees  forgotten,  and  fades  away  into  the 
distant  obscurity  of  the  past.  The  grand  and  the  ideal; 
that  which  appeals  to  the  imagination,  can  only  perish 
with  it,  and  remains  with  us,  unimpaired  in  its  lofty 
abstraction,  from  youth  to  age;  as,  wherever  we  go,  we 
still  see  the  same  heavenly  bodies  shining  over  our 
heads !  We  forget  numberless  things  that  have  hap- 
pened to  ourselves,  one  generation  of  follies  after  an- 
other; but  not  the  first  time  of  our  seeing  Mr.  Kemble, 
nor  shall  we  easily  forget  the  last !  Coriolanus,  the 
character  in  which  he  took  his  leave  of  the  Stage,  was 
one  of  the  first  in  which  we  remember  to  have  seen  him ; 
and  it  was  one  in  which  we  were  not  sorry  to  part  with 
him,  for  we  wished  to  see  him  appear  like  himself  to 
the  last.  Nor  was  he  wanting  to  himself  on  this 
occasion:  he  played  the  part  as  well  as  he  ever  did — 
with  as  much  freshness  and  vigour.  There  was  no 
abatement  of  spirit  and  energy — none  of  grace  and  dig- 
nity: his  look,  his  action,  his  expression  of  the  char- 
acter, were  the  same  as  they  ever  were:  they  could  not 
be  finer.  It  is  mere  cant  to  say  that  Mr.  Kemble  has 
quite  fallen  off  of  late — that  he  is  not  what  he  was :  he 
may  have  fallen  off  in  the  opinion  of  some  jealous  ad- 
mirers, because  he  is  no  longer  in  exclusive  possession 
of  the  Stage:  but  in  himself  he  has  not  fallen  off  a  jot. 
Why  then  do  we  approve  of  his  retiring?  Because  we 
do  not  wish  him  to  wait  till  it  is  necessary  for  him  to 
retire.     On  the  last  evening  he  displayed  the  same  ex- 
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cellences,  and  gave  the  same  prominence  to  the  very 
same  passages,  that  he  used  to  do.  We  might  refer  to 
his  manner  of  doing  obeisance  to  his  mother  in  the  tri- 
umphal procession  in  the  second  act,  and  to  the  scene 
with  Aufidius  in  the  last  act,  as  among  the  most  strik- 
ing instances.  The  action  with  which  he  accompanied 
the  proud  taunt  to  Aufidius — 

"Like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Flutter'd  your   Volscians  in   Corioli; 
Alone    I    did   it " 

gave  double  force  and  beauty  to  the  image.  Again, 
where  he  waits  for  the  coming  of  Aufidius  in  his  rival's 
house,  he  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  statue  of  Mars,  him- 
self another  Mars !  In  the  reconciliation  scene  with 
his  mother,  which  is  the  finest  in  the  play,  he  was  not 
equally  impressive.  Perhaps  this  was  not  the  fault  of 
Mr.  Kemble,  but  of  the  stage  itself,  which  can  hardly 
do  justice  to  such  thoughts  and  sentiments  as  here 
occur : 

"My  mother  bows: 


As  if  Olympus  to  a  mole-hill  should 
In  supplication  nod." 

Mr.  Kemble's  voice  seemed  to  faint  and  stagger,  to 
be  strained  and  cracked,  under  the  weight  of  this  ma- 
jestic image:  but,  indeed,  we  know  of  no  tones  deep  or 
full  enough  to  bear  along  the  swelling  tide  of  sentiment 
it  conveys ;  nor  can  we  conceive  any  thing  in  outward 
form  to  answer  to  it,  except  when  Mrs.  Siddons  played 
the  part  of  Volumnia. 

We  may  on  this  occasion  be  expected  to  say  a  few 
words  on  the  general  merits  of  Mr.  Kemble  as  an  actor, 
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and  on  the  principal  characters  he  performed;  in  doing 
which,  we  shall 

"Nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice." 

It  has  always  appeared  to  us,  that  the  range  of 
characters  in  which  Mr.  Kemble  more  particularly 
shone,  and  was  superior  to  every  other  actor,  were 
those  which  consisted  in  the  development  of  some  one 
solitary  sentiment  or  exclusive  passion.  From  a  want 
of  rapidity,  of  scope,  and  variety,  he  was  often  de- 
ficient in  expressing  the  bustle  and  complication  of  dif- 
ferent interests ;  nor  did  he  possess  the  faculty  of  over- 
powering the  mind  by  sudden  and  irresistible  bursts  of 
passion:  but  in  giving  the  habitual  workings  of  a  pre- 
dominant feeling,  as  in  Penruddock,  or  The  Stranger, 
in  Coriolanus,  Cato,  and  some  others,  where  all  the  pas- 
sions move  round  a  central  point,  and  are  governed  by 
one  master-key,  he  stood  unrivalled.  Penruddock,  in 
The  Wheel  of  Fortune,  was  one  of  his  most  correct  and 
interesting  performances,  and  one  of  the  most  perfect 
on  the  modern  stage.  The  deeply-rooted,  mild,  pen- 
sive melancholy  of  the  character,  its  embittered  recol- 
lections, and  dignified  benevolence,  were  conveyed  by 
Mr.  Kemble  with  equal  truth,  elegance,  and  feeling. 
In  The  Stranger,  again,  which  is  in  fact  the  same  char- 
acter, he  brooded  over  the  recollection  of  disappointed 
hope  till  it  became  a  part  of  himself;  it  sunk  deeper 
into  his  mind  the  longer  he  dwelt  upon  it;  his  regrets 
only  became  more  profound  as  they  became  more  dur- 
able. His  person  was  moulded  to  the  character.  The 
weight  of  sentiment  which  oppressed  him  was  never 
suspended:  the  spring  at  his  heart  was  never  lightened 
— it  seemed  as  if  his  whole  life  had  been  a  suppressed 
sigh !     So  in  Coriolanus,  he  exhibited  the  ruling  passion 
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with  the  same  unshaken  firmness,  he  preserved  the  same 
haughty  dignity  of  demeanour,  the  same  energy  of  will, 
and  unbending  sternness  of  temper  throughout.  He  was 
swayed  by  a  single  impulse.  His  tenaciousness  of  pur- 
pose was  only  irritated  by  opposition;  he  turned  neither 
to  the  right  nor  the  left;  the  vehemence  with  which  he 
moved  forward  increasing  every  instant,  till  it  hurried 
him  on  to  the  catastrophe.  In  Leontes,  also,  in  The 
Winter's  Tale  (a  character  he  at  one  time  played 
often),  the  growing  jealousy  of  the  King,  and  the  ex- 
clusive possession  which  this  passion  gradually  obtains 
over  his  mind,  were  marked  by  him  in  the  finest  manner, 
particularly  where  he  exclaims 

"Is   whispering  nothing? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek?      Is  meeting  noses? 
Kissing  with  inside  lip  ?      Stopping  the   career 
Of  laughter  with  a  sigh   (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honesty)?      Horsing  foot  on  foot? 
Skulking   in   corners?      Wishing   clocks    more    swift? 
Hours   minutes  ?      Noon  midnight  ?   and  all   eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs ;  theirs  only, 
That  would  unseen  be  wicked?     Is  this  nothing? 
Why  then  the  world  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothing, 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing, 
My  wife  is  nothing     ...     if  this  be  nothing !" 

In  the  course  of  this  enumeration,  every  proof  told 
stronger,  and  followed  with  quicker  and  harder 
strokes ;  his  conviction  became  more  rivetted  at  every 
step  of  his  progress ;  and  at  the  end,  his  mind,  and 
"every  corporal  agent,"  appeared  wound  up  to  a  frenzy 
of  despair.  In  such  characters,  Mr.  Kemble  had  no 
occasion  to  call  to  his  aid  either  the  resources  of  inven- 
tion or  the  tricks  of  the  art:  his  success  depended  on 
the    increasing    intensity    with    which    he    dwelt    on    a 


MR.    KEMBLE'S    RETIREMENT  185 

given  feeling,  or  enforced  a  passion  that  resisted  all 
interference  or  control. 

In  Hamlet,  on  the  contrary,  Mr.  Kemble  in  our 
judgment  unavoidably  failed  from  a  want  of  flexibility, 
of  that  quick  sensibility  which  yields  to  every  motive, 
and  is  borne  away  with  every  breath  of  fancy;  which 
is  distracted  in  the  multiplicity  of  its  reflections,  and 
lost  in  the  uncertainty  of  its  resolutions.  There  is  a 
perpetual  undulation  of  feeling  in  the  character  of 
Hamlet;  but  in  Mr.  Kemble's  acting,  "there  was  neither 
variableness  nor  shadow  of  turning. "  He  played  it 
like  a  man  in  armour,  with  a  determined  inveteracy 
of  purpose,  in  one  undeviating  straight  line,  which  is 
as  remote  from  the  natural  grace  and  indolent  sus- 
ceptibility of  the  character,  as  the  sharp  angles  and 
abrupt  starts  to  produce  an  effect  which  Mr.  Kean 
throws   into  it. 

In  King  John,  which  was  one  of  Mr.  Kemble's  most 
admired  parts,  the  transitions  of  feeling,  though  just 
and  powerful,  were  prepared  too  long  beforehand,  and 
were  too  long  in  executing  to  produce  their  full  effect. 
The  actor  seemed  waiting  for  some  complicated  ma- 
chinery to  enable  him  to  make  his  next  movement,  in- 
stead of  trusting  to  the  true  impulses  of  passion. 
There  was  no  sudden  collision  of  opposite  elements ; 
the  golden  flash  of  genius  was  not  there;  "the  fire  i'  th' 
flint  was  cold,,,  for  it  was  not  struck.  If  an  image 
could  be  constructed  by  magic  art  to  play  King  John, 
it  would  play  it  in  much  the  same  manner  that  Mr. 
Kemble  played  it. 

In  Macbeth,  Mr.  Kemble  was  unequal  to  "the  tug 
and  war"  of  the  passions  which  assail  him:  he  stood  as 
it  were  at  bay  with  fortune,  and  maintained  his 
ground  too  steadily  against  "fate  and  metaphysical 
aid;"    instead    of    staggering    and    reeling    under    the 
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appalling  visions  of  the  preternatural  world,  and  hav- 
ing his  frame  wrenched  from  all  the  holds  and  resting 
places  of  his  will,  by  the  stronger  power  of  imagina- 
tion. In  the  latter  scenes,  however,  he  displayed  great 
energy  and  spirit;  and  there  was  a  fine  melancholy 
retrospective  tone  in  his  manner  of  delivering  the 
lines, 

"My  way  of  life 
Is   fallen  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf," 

which  smote  upon  the  heart,  and  remained  there  ever 
after.  His  Richard  III  wanted  that  tempest  and 
whirlwind  of  the  soul,  that  life  and  spirit,  and  dazzling 
rapidity  of  motion,  which  fills  the  stage,  and  burns  in 
every  part  of  it,  when  Mr.  Kean  performs  this  char- 
acter. To  Mr.  Kean's  acting  in  general,  we  might 
apply  the  lines  of  the  poet,  where  he  describes 

"A  fiery  soul,  which,  working  out  its  way, 
Fretted  the   pigmy   body  to   decay, 
And   o'er-inform'd  the   tenement   of   clay." 

Mr.  Kemble's  manner,  on  the  contrary,  had  always 
something  dry,  hard,  and  pedantic  in  it.  "You  shall 
relish  him  more  in  the  scholar  than  the  soldier:"  but 
his  monotony  did  not  fatigue,  his  formality  did  not 
displease,  because  there  was  always  sense  and  meaning 
in  what  he  did.  The  fineness  of  Mr.  Kemble's  figure 
may  be  supposed  to  have  led  to  that  statue-like  ap- 
pearance, which  his  acting  was  sometimes  too  apt  to 
assume:  as  the  diminutiveness  of  Mr.  Kean's  person 
has  probably  compelled  him  to  bustle  about  too  much, 
and  to  attempt  to  make  up  for  the  want  of  dignity  of 
form,  by  the  violence  and  contrast  of  his  attitudes. 
If  Mr.  Kemble  were  to  remain  in  the  same  posture  for 
half  an  hour,  his  figure  would  only  excite  admiration: 


MR.    KEMBLE'S    RETIREMENT  187 

if  Mr.  Kean  were  to  stand  still  only  for  a  moment, 
the  contrary  effect  would  be  apparent.  One  of  the 
happiest  and  most  spirited  of  all  Mr.  Kemble's  per- 
formances, and  in  which  even  his  defects  were  blended 
with  his  excellences  to  produce  a  perfect  whole,  was 
his  Pierre.  The  dissolute  indifference  assumed  by 
this  character,  to  cover  the  darkness  of  his  designs, 
and  the  fierceness  of  his  revenge,  accorded  admir- 
ably with  Mr.  Kemble's  natural  manner;  and  the 
tone  of  morbid  rancorous  raillery,  in  which  Pierre  de- 
lights to  indulge,  was  in  unison  with  the  actor's  re- 
luctant, contemptuous  personifications  of  gaiety,  with 
the  scornful  spirit  of  his  Comic  Muse,  which  always 
laboured — invitd  Minerva — against  the  grain.  Cato 
was  another  of  those  parts  for  which  Mr.  Kemble  was 
peculiarly  fitted  by  his  physical  advantages.  There 
was  nothing  for  him  to  do  in  this  character,  but  to 
appear  in  it.  It  had  all  the  dignity  of  still-life.  It 
was  a  studied  piece  of  classical  costume — a  conscious 
exhibition  of  elegantly  disposed  drapery — that  was  all: 
yet,  as  a  mere  display  of  personal  and  artificial  grace, 
it   was   inimitable. 

It  has  been  suggested  that  Mr.  Kemble  chiefly  ex- 
celled in  his  Roman  characters,  and  among  others  in 
Brutus.  If  it  be  meant,  that  he  excelled  in  those  which 
imply  a  certain  stoicism  of  feeling  and  energy  of  will, 
this  we  have  already  granted;  but  Brutus  is  not  a 
character  of  this  kind,  and  Mr.  Kemble  failed  in  it 
for  that  reason.  Brutus  is  not  a  stoic,  but  a  humane 
enthusiast.  There  is  a  tenderness  of  nature  under  the 
garb  of  assumed  severity;  an  inward  current  of 
generous  feelings,  which  burst  out,  in  spite  of  circum- 
stances, with  bleeding  freshness ;  a  secret  struggle  of 
mind,  and  disagreement  between  his  situation  and  his 
intentions ;    a    lofty    inflexibility    of    purpose,    mingled 
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with    an    effeminate    abstractedness    of    thought,    which 
Mr.  Kemble  did  not  give. 

In  short,  we  think  the  distinguishing  excellence  of 
his  acting  may  be  summed  up  in  one  word — intensity; 
in  the  seizing  upon  some  one  feeling  or  idea,  in 
insisting  upon  it,  in  never  letting  it  go,  and  in  working 
it  up,  with  a  certain  graceful  consistency,  and  conscious 
grandeur  of  conception,  to  a  very  high  degree  of 
pathos  or  sublimity.  If  he  had  not  the  unexpected 
bursts  of  nature  and  genius,  he  had  all  the  regularity 
of  art;  if  he  did  not  display  the  tumult  and  conflict 
of  opposite  passions  in  the  soul,  he  gave  the  deepest 
and  most  permanent  interest  to  the  uninterrupted  prog- 
ress of  individual  feeling;  and  in  embodying  a  high 
idea  of  certain  characters,  which  belong  rather  to 
sentiment  than  passion,  to  energy  of  will  than  to 
loftiness  or  to  originality  of  imagination,  he  was  the 
most  excellent  actor  of  his  time.  This  praise  of  him 
is  not  exaggerated:  the  blame  we  have  mixed  with  it 
is  not  invidious.  We  have  only  to  add  to  both,  the 
expression  of  our  grateful  remembrances  and  best 
wishes — Hail,  and  farewell ! 


ON   PLAY-GOING  AND   ON   ACTORS   PAST 
AND   PRESENT.1 

In  commencing  our  account  of  the  drama  for  the  year 
1820,  and  turning  our  eye  back,  as  far  as  our  personal 
recollection  reaches,  towards  the  conclusion  of  the  last 
century,  we  do  not  think  we  should  be  justified,  by 
the  customary  topics  of  comparison,  or  privileges  of 
criticism,     in     making     a     general     complaint     of     the 

1  This  essay,  left  untitled  by  the  author,  has  been  given  the  above 
title  by  the  editor. 
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degeneracy  of  the  stage.     Within  our  remembrance,  at 
least,    it    has    not    fallen    off    to    any    alarming    degree, 
either    in   the    written   or    the    acted   performances.      It 
has    changed    its    style    considerably    in    both    these    re- 
spects,  but    it    does    not    follow   that    it    has    altogether 
deteriorated:   it   has   shifted  its   ground,  but  has   found 
its  level.     With  respect  to  the   pieces  brought  out,  we 
have  got  striking  melo-drames   for   dull  tragedies;   and 
short    farces    are    better    than    long    ones    of    five    acts. 
The   semper   varium   et   mutabile    of   the   poet,   may   be 
transferred  to  the  stage,  "the  inconstant  stage,"  with- 
out losing  the   original   felicity   of  the   application: — it 
has  its  necessary  ebbs  and  flows,  from  its  subjection  to 
the  influence  of  popular  feeling,  and  the  frailty  of  the 
materials  of  which  it  is  composed,  its  own  fleeting  and 
shadowy  essence  and  cannot  be  expected  to  remain  for 
any  great  length  of  time  stationary  at  the  same  point, 
either    of    perfection    or    debasement.      Acting,    in    par- 
ticular, which  is  the  chief  organ  by  which  it  addresses 
itself   to   the   mind; — the   eye,   tongue,    hand   by   which 
it  dazzles,  charms,  and  seizes  on  the  public  attention — 
is   an  art  that  seems   to   contain   in   itself   the   seeds   of 
perpetual     renovation     and    decay,     following     in     this 
respect   the    order   of   nature    rather    than    the    analogy 
of  the  productions  of  human  intellect, — for  whereas  in 
the    other    arts    of    painting   and    poetry,    the    standard 
works    of    genius    being    permanent    and    accumulating, 
for  awhile  provoke  emulation,  but,  in  the  end,  overlay 
future  efforts,  and  transmit  only  their  defects  to  those 
that  come  after ;  the  exertions  of  the  greatest  actor  die 
with  him,  leaving  to  his  successors  only  the  admiration 
of     his     name,     and     the     aspiration     after     imaginary 
excellence:    so    that    in    effect    "no    one    generation    of 
actors    binds    another;"    the    art    is    always    setting    out 
afresh  on  the  stock  of  genius  and  nature,  and  the  sue- 
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cess  depends  (generally  speaking)  on  accident,  oppor- 
tunity, and  encouragement.  The  harvest  of  excellence 
(whatever  it  may  be)  is  removed  from  the  ground 
every  twenty  or  thirty  years,  by  Death's  sickle ;  and 
there  is  room  left  for  another  to  sprout  up  and  tower 
to  an  equal  height,  and  spread  into  equal  luxuriance — 
to  "dally  with  the  wind,  and  court  the  sun" — accord- 
ing to  the  health  and  vigour  of  the  stem,  and  the 
favourableness  of  the  season.  But  books,  pictures, 
remain  like  fixtures  in  the  public  mind;  beyond  a 
certain  point  incumber  the  soil  of  living  truth  and 
nature ;  and  distort  or  stunt  the  growth  of  original 
genius.  xVgain,  the  literary  amateur  may  find  employ- 
ment for  his  time  in  reading  old  authors  only,  and 
exhaust  his  entire  spleen  in  scouting  new  ones :  but 
the  lover  of  the  stage  cannot  amuse  himself,  in  his 
solitary  fastidiousness,  by  sitting  to  witness  a  play 
got  up  by  the  departed  ghosts  of  first-rate  actors ;  or 
be  contented  with  the  perusal  of  a  collection  of  old 
play-bills : — he  may  extol  Garrick,  but  he  must  go  to 
see  Kean;  and,  in  his  own  defence,  must  admire  or  at 
least  tolerate  what  he  sees,  or  stay  away  against  his 
will.  The  theatrical  critic  may  grumble  a  little,  at 
first,  at  a  new  candidate  for  the  favour  of  the  town, 
and  say  how  much  better  the  part  must  have  been  done 
formerly  by  some  actor  whom  he  never  saw ;  but  by 
degrees  he  makes  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  submits 
to  be  pleased  "with  coy,  reluctant,  amorous  delay" — 
devoting  his  attention  to  the  actual  stage  as  he  would 
to  a  living  mistress,  whom  he  selects  as  a  matter  of 
course  from  the  beauties  of  the  present,  and  not  from 
those  of  the  last  age !  We  think  there  is  for  this 
reason  less  pedantry  and  affectation  (though  not  less 
party-feeling  and  personal  prejudice)  in  judging  of 
the  stage  than  of  most   other   subjects;   and  we   feel  a 
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sort  of  theoretical^  as  well  as  instinctive  predilection 
for  the  faces  of  play-going  people  as  among  the  most 
sociable,  gossiping,  good-natured,  and  humane  mem- 
bers of  society.  In  this  point  of  view,  as  well  as  in 
others,  the  stage  is  a  test  and  school  of  humanity.  We 
do  not  much  like  any  person  or  persons  who  do  not 
like  plays ;  and  for  this  reason,  viz.  that  we  imagine 
they  cannot  much  like  themselves  or  any  one  else. 
The  really  humane  man  (except  in  cases  of  unaccount- 
able prejudices,  which  we  do  not  think  the  most  likely 
means  to  increase  or  preserve  the  natural  amiableness 
of  his  disposition)  is  prone  to  the  study  of  humanity. 
Omnes  boni  et  Uberales  humaxitati  semper  favemus. 
He  likes  to  see  it  brought  home  from  the  university 
of  precepts  and  general  terms,  to  the  reality  of 
persons,  of  tones,  and  actions ;  and  to  have  it 
raised  from  the  grossness  and  familiarity  of  sense, 
to  the  lofty  but  striking  platform  of  the  imagination. 
He  likes  to  see  the  face  of  man  with  the  veil  of  time 
torn  from  it,  and  to  feel  the  pulse  of  nature  beating 
in  all  times  and  places  alike.  The  smile  of  good- 
humoured  surprise  at  folly,  the  tear  of  pity  at  mis- 
fortune, do  not  misbecome  the  face  of  man  or  woman. 
It  is  something  delightful  and  instructive,  to  have  seen 
Coriolanus  or  King  John  in  the  habiliments  of  Mr. 
Kemble,  to  have  shaken  hands  almost  with  Othello  in 
the  person  of  Mr.  Kean,  to  have  cowered  before  the 
spirit  of  Lady  Macbeth  in  the  glance  of  Mrs.  Siddons. 
The  stage  at  once  gives  a  body  to  our  thoughts,  and 
refinement  and  expansion  to  our  sensible  impressions. 
It  has  not  the  pride  and  remoteness  of  abstract  science: 
it  has  not  the  petty  egotism  of  vulgar  life.  It  is 
particularly  wanted  in  great  cities  (where  it  of  course 
flourishes  most)  to  take  off  from  the  dissatisfaction 
and  ennui,  that  creep  over  our  own  pursuits   from  the 
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indifference  or  contempt  thrown  upon  them  by  others; 
and  at  the  same  time  to  reconcile  our  numberless  dis- 
cordant incommensurable  feelings  and  interests  to- 
gether^ by  giving  us  an  immediate  and  common  topic 
to  engage  our  attention,  and  to  rally  us  round  the 
standard  of  our  common  humanity.  We  never  hate 
a  face  that  we  have  seen  in  the  pit:  and  Liston's  laugh 
would  be  a  cordial  to  wash  down  the  oldest  animosity 
of  the  most  inveterate   pit-critics. 

The  only  drawback  on  the  felicity  and  triumphant 
self-complacency  of  a  play-goer's  life,  arises  from  the 
shortness  of  life  itself.  We  miss  the  favourites,  not 
of  another  age,  but  of  our  own — the  idols  of  our  youth- 
ful enthusiasm;  and  we  cannot  replace  them  by  others. 
It  does  not  shew  that  these  are  worse,  because  they 
are  different  from  those:  though  they  had  been  better, 
they  would  not  have  been  so  good  to  us.  It  is  the 
penalty  of  our  nature,  from  Adam  downwards :  so 
Milton  makes   our  first  ancestor  exclaim, — 

"Should  God  create 


Another  Eve,  and  I   another  rib  afford, 

Yet  loss   of  thee  would  never   from  my  heart." 

We  offer  our  best  affections,  our  highest  aspirations 
after  the  good  and  beautiful,  on  the  altar  of  youth: 
it  is  well  if,  in  our  after-age,  we  can  sometimes 
rekindle  the  almost  extinguished  flame,  and  inhale  its 
dying  fragrance  like  the  breath  of  incense,  of  sweet- 
smelling  flowers  and  gums,  to  detain  the  spirit  of  life, 
the  ethereal  guest,  a  little  longer  in  its  frail  abode — 
to  cheer  and  soothe  it  with  the  pleasures  of  memory, 
not  with  those  of  hope.  While  we  can  do  this,  life 
is  worth  living  for :  when  we  can  do  it  no  longer,  its 
spring  will  soon  go  down,  and  we  had  better  not  be  ! — 
Who  shall  give  us  Mrs.  Siddons  again,  but  in  a  waking 
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dream,  a  beatific  vision  of  past  years,  crowned  with 
other  hopes  and  other  feelings,  whose  pomp  is  also 
faded,  and  their  glory  and  their  power  gone !  Who 
shall  in  our  time  (or  can  ever  to  the  eye  of  fancy) 
fill  the  stage,  like  her,  with  the  dignity  of  their 
persons,  and  the  emanations  of  their  minds?  Or  who 
shall  sit  majestic  in  the  throne  of  tragedy — a  Goddess, 
a  prophetess  and  a  Muse — from  which  the  lightning 
of  her  eye  flashed  o'er  the  mind,  startling  its  inmost 
thoughts — and  the  thunder  of  her  voice  circled  through 
the  labouring  breast,  rousing  deep  and  scarce  known 
feelings  from  their  slumber?  Who  shall  stalk  over 
the  stage  of  horrors,  its  presiding  genius,  or  "play 
the  hostess,"  at  the  banquetting  scene  of  murder? 
Who  shall  walk  in  sleepless  ecstasy  of  soul,  and  haunt 
the  mind's  eye  ever  after,  with  the  dread  pageantry 
of  suffering  and  of  guilt  ?  Who  shall  make  tragedy 
once  more  stand  with  its  feet  upon  the  earth,  and  with 
its  head  raised  above  the  skies,  weeping  tears  and 
blood?  That  loss  is  not  to  be  repaired.  While  the 
stage  lasts,  there  will  never  be  another  Mrs.  Siddons  ! 
Tragedy  seemed  to  set  with  her;  and  the  rest  are  but 
blazing  comets  or  fiery  exhalations. — It  is  pride  and 
happiness  enough  for  us  to  have  lived  at  the  same 
time  with  her,  and  one  person  more  !  But  enough  on 
this  subject.  Those  feelings  that  we  are  most  anxious 
to  do  justice  to,  are  those  to  which  it  is  impossible 
we  ever  should ! 

To  turn  to  something  less  serious.  We  have  not  the 
same  pomp  of  tragedy  nor  the  same  gentility,  variety, 
and  correctness  in  comedy.  There  was  the  gay. 
fluttering,  hair-brained  Lewis ;  he  that  was  called 
"Gentleman  Lewis," — all  life,  and  fashion,  and 
volubility,  and  whim;  the  greatest  comic  mannerist 
that  perhaps  ever  lived;   whose  head  seemed  to   be   in 
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his  heels,  and  his  wit  at  his  fingers'  ends :  who  never 
let  the  stage  stand  still,  and  made  your  heart  light  and 
your  head  giddy  with  his  infinite  vivacity,  and  bustle, 
and  hey-day  animal  spirits.  We  wonder  how  Death 
ever  caught  him  in  his  mad,  whirling  career,  or  ever 
fixed  his  volatile  spirit  in  a  dull  caput  mortuum  of 
dust  and  ashes  ?  Nobody  could  break  open  a  door,  or 
jump  over  a  table,  or  scale  a  ladder,  or  twirl  a  cocked 
hat,  or  dangle  a  cane,  or  play  a  jockey-nobleman,  or 
a  nobleman's  jockey,  like  him.  He  was  at  Covent 
Garden.  With  him  was  Quick,  who  made  an  excellent 
self-important,  busy,  strutting,  money-getting  citizen; 
or  crusty  old  guardian,  in  a  brown  suit  and  a  bob  wig. 
There  was  also  Munden,  who  was  as  good  an  actor 
then,  as  he  is  now;  and  Fawcett,  who  was  at  that 
time  a  much  better  one  than  he  is  at  present.  He,  of 
late,  seems  to  slur  over  his  parts,  wishes  to  merge  the 
actor  in  the  manager,  and  is  grown  serious  before 
retiring  from  the  stage.  But  a  few  years  back  (when 
he  ran  the  race  of  popularity  with  Jack  Bannister) 
nobody  could  give  the  view  holla  of  a  fox-hunting 
country  squire  like  him;  and  he  sung  amos  amas,  as 
Lingo  in  the  Agreeable  Surprise,  in  a  style  of  pathos 
to  melt  the  heart  of  the  young  apprentices  in  the  two 
shilling  gallery.  But  he  appears  to  have  grown  averse 
to  his  profession,  and  indifferent  to  the  applause  he 
might  acquire  himself,  and  to  the  pleasures  he  used 
to  give  to  others.  In  turbulent  and  pragmatical  char- 
acters, and  in  all  that  cast  of  parts  which  may  be 
called  the  slang  language  of  comedy,  he  hardly  had 
his  equal.  Perhaps  he  might  consider  this  walk  of 
his  art  as  beneath  his  ambition;  but,  in  our  judgment, 
whatever  a  man  can  do  best,  is  worth  his  doing.  At 
the  same  house  was  little  Simmons,  who  remained 
there  till  lately,  like  a  veteran  at  his  post,  till  he  fell 
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down  a  flight  of  steps  and  broke  his  neck,  without  any 
one's  seeming  to  know  or  care  about  the  matter. 
Though  one  of  those  "who  had  gladdened  life/'  his 
death  by  no  means  "eclipsed  the  gaiety  of  nations/' 
The  public  are  not  grateful.  They  make  an  effort 
of  generosity,  collect  all  their  reluctant  admiration 
into  a  heap,  and  offer  it  up  with  servile  ostentation  at 
the  shrine  of  some  great  name,  which  they  think 
reflects  back  its  lustre  on  the  worshippers.  Or,  like 
fashionable  creditors,  they  pay  their  debts  of  honour 
for  the  eclat  of  the  thing,  and  neglect  the  claims  of 
humbler  but  sterling  merit ;  such  as  was  that  of  Sim- 
mons, one  of  the  most  correct,  pointed,  naive  and 
whimsical  comic  actors,  we  have  for  a  long  time  had, 
or  are  likely  to  have  again.  He  was  not  a  buffoon. 
but  a  real  actor.  He  did  not  play  himself,  nor  play 
tricks,  but  played  the  part  the  author  had  assigned 
him.  This  was  the  great  merit  of  the  good  old  style 
of  acting.  He  fitted  into  it  like  a  brilliant  into  the 
setting  of  a  ring,  or  as  the  ring  fits  the  finger.  We 
shall  look  for  him  often  in  Filch,  in  which  his  appear- 
ance was  a  continual  double  entendre,  with  one  eye 
leering  at  his  neighbour's  pockets,  and  the  other  turned 
to  the  gallows : — also  in  the  spangled  Beau  Mordecai, 
in  Moses,  in  which  he  had  all  the  precision,  the  prag- 
maticalness,  and  impenetrable  secrecy  of  the  Jew 
money-lender ;  and  in  my  Lord  Sands,  where  he  had 
all  the  stage  to  himself,  and  seemed  to  fill  it  by  the 
singular  insignificance  of  his  person,  and  the  infinite 
airs  he  gave  himself.  We  shall  look  for  him  in  these 
and  many  other  parts,  but  in  vain,  or  for  any  one  equal 
to   him. 

At  the  other  house,  there  was  King,  whose  acting 
left  a  taste  on  the  palate,  sharp  and  sweet  like  a 
quince;   with   an   old,   hard,   rough,   withered   face,   like 
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a   John-apple,   puckered  up   into   a   thousand   wrinkles; 
with    shrewd    hints    and    tart    replies;    "with    nods    and 
becks  and  wreathed  smiles ;"  who  was  the  real  amorous, 
wheedling,   or    hasty,    choleric,   peremptory   old   gentle- 
man  in   Sir   Peter   Teazle   and   Sir   Anthony   Absolute ; 
and  the  true,  that  is,  the  pretended,  clown  in  Touch- 
stone, with  wit  sprouting  from  his  head  like  a  pair  of 
ass's  ears,  and  folly  perched  on  his  cap  like  the  horned 
owl.     There  was  Parsons  too,  whom  we  just  remember 
like  a  worn-out  "suit  of  office"  in  Elbow;  and  Dodd  in 
Acres,  who  had  the  most  extraordinary  way  of  hitching 
in  a   meaning,   or   subsiding  into   blank   folly   with   the 
best  grace  in  nature;  and  whose  courage  seemed  liter- 
ally to  ooze  out  of  his  fingers  in  the  preparations   for 
the  duel.     There  was  Suett,  the  delightful  old  croaker, 
the   everlasting   Dicky  Gossip  of  the   stage;   and,  with 
him,     Jack     Bannister,     whose     gaiety,     good     humour, 
cordial   feeling,  and  natural  spirits,  shone   through  his 
characters,   and   lighted   them   up   like    a   transparency. 
Bannister  did  not  go  out  of  himself  to  take  possession 
of  his  part,  but  put  it  on  over  his  ordinary  dress,  like 
a   surtout,   snug,   warm,   and   comfortable.      He   let   his 
personal    character    appear    through;    and    it    was    one 
great  charm  of  his  acting.      In  Lenitive,  in  the   Prize, 
when  the  beau  is  ingrafted  on  the  apothecary,  he  came 
out  of  his  shell  like  the  aurelia  out  of  the  grub;   and 
surely    never    lighted    on    the    stage,    which    he    hardly 
seemed    to    touch,    a    more    delightful    vision — gilding, 
and  cheering  the  motley  sphere  he  just  began  to  move 
in — shining   like   a   gilded   pill,    fluttering   like    a    piece 
of   gold-leaf,    gaudy    as    a    butterfly,    loud    as    a    grass- 
hopper, full  of  life,  and  laughter,  and  joy.     His  Scrub, 
in    which    he    spouts    a    torrent    of    home-brewed    ale 
against  the  ceiling,  in  a  sudden  fit  of  laughter  at  the 
waggeries  of  his  brother  Martin; — his   Son-in-law;  his 
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part  in  the  Grandmother ;  his  Autolycus ;  his  Colonel 
Feignwell ;  and  his  Walter  in  the  Children  in  the 
Wood,  were  all  admirable.  Most  of  his  characters 
were  exactly  fitted  for  him — for  his  good-humoured 
smile,  his  buoyant  activity,  his  kind  heart,  and  his 
honest  face :  and  no  one  else  could  do  them  so  well, 
because  no  one  else  could  play  Jack  Bannister.  He 
was,  some  time  since,  seen  casting  a  wistful  eye  at 
Drury-lane  theatre,  and  no  doubt  thinking  of  past 
times :  others  who  also  cast  a  wistful  eye  at  it,  do  not 
forget  him  when  they  think  of  old  and  happy  times  ! 
There  were  Bob  and  Jack  Palmer,  the  Brass  and 
Dick  of  the  Confederacy;  the  one  the  pattern  of  an 
elder,  the  other  of  a  younger  brother.  There  was 
Wewitzer,  the  trustiest  of  Swiss  valets,  and  the  most 
"secret  Tattle"  of  the  stage.  There  was,  and  there 
still  is,  Irish  Johnstone,  with  his  supple  knees,  his 
hat  twisted  round  in  his  hand,  his  good-humoured 
laugh,  his  arched  eye-brows,  his  insinuating  leer,  and 
his  lubricated  brogue,  curling  round  the  ear  like  a  well 
oiled  mustachio.  These  were  all  the  men.  Then  there 
was  Miss  Farren,  with  her  fine-lady  airs  and  graces, 
with  that  elegant  turn  of  her  head,  and  motion  of  her 
fan,  and  tripping  of  her  tongue;  and  Miss  Pope,  the 
very  picture  of  a  Duenna,  a  maiden  lady,  or  an 
antiquated  dowager — the  latter  spring  of  beauty,  the 
second  childhood  of  vanity,  more  quaint,  fantastic,  and 
old-fashioned,  more  pert,  frothy,  and  light-headed 
than  any  thing  that  can  be  imagined;  embalmed  in  the 
follies,  preserved  in  the  spirit  of  affectation  of  the 
last  age: — and  then  add  to  these  Mrs.  Jordan,  the 
child  of  nature,  whose  voice  was  a  cordial  to  the 
heart,  because  it  came  from  it,  rich,  full,  like  the 
luscious  juice  of  the  ripe  grape;  to  hear  whose  laugh 
was  to  drink  nectar;   whose  smile   "made  a   sunshine," 
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not  "in  the  shady  place/'  but  amidst  dazzling  lights 
and  in  glad  theatres : — who  "talked  far  above  singing/' 
and  whose  singing  was  like  the  twang  of  Cupid's  bow. 
Her  person  was  large,  soft,  and  generous  like  her  soul. 
It  has  been  attempted  to  compare  Miss  Kelly  to  her. 
There  is  no  comparison.  Miss  Kelly  is  a  shrewd, 
clever,  arch,  lively  girl;  tingles  all  over  with  sup- 
pressed sensibility;  licks  her  lips  at  mischief,  bites  her 
words  in  two,  or  lets  a  sly  meaning  out  of  the  corners 
of  her  eyes ;  is  fidgetty  with  curiosity,  or  unable  to 
stand  still  for  spite: — she  is  always  uneasy  and  always 
interesting;  but  Mrs.  Jordan  was  all  exuberance  and 
grace,  "her  bounty  was  as  boundless  as  the  sea ;  her 
love  as  deep."  It  was  her  capacity  for  enjoyment, 
and  the  contrast  she  presented  to  every  thing  sharp, 
angular,  and  peevish,  that  communicated  the  same 
genial  heartfelt  satisfaction  to  the  spectator.  Her 
Nell,  for  instance,  was  right  royal  like  her  liquor,  and 
wrapped  up  in  measureless  content  with  lambs'  wool. 
Miss  Kelly  is  a  dexterous  knowing  chambermaid:  Mrs. 
Jordan  had  nothing  dexterous  or  knowing  about  her. 
She  was  Cleopatra  turned  into  an  oyster-wench,  with- 
out knowing  that  she  was  Cleopatra,  or  caring  that 
she  was  an  oyster-wench.  An  oyster-wench,  such  as 
she  was,  would  have  been  equal  to  a  Cleopatra;  and 
an  Antony  would  not  have  deserted  her  for  the  empire 
of  the  world ! 

From  the  favourite  actors  of  a  few  years  back,  we 
turn  to  those  of  the  present  day:  and  we  shall  speak 
of  them,  not  with  grudging  or  stinted  praise. 

The  first  of  these  in  tragedy  is  Mr.  Kean.  To  show 
that  we  do  not  conceive  that  tragedy  regularly  declines 
in  every  successive  generation,  we  shall  say,  that  we 
do  not  think  there  has  been  in  our  remembrance  any 
tragic  performer   (with  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Siddons) 
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equal  to  Mr.  Kean.  Nor,  except  in  voice  and  person, 
and  the  conscious  ease  and  dignity  naturally  resulting 
from  those  advantages,  do  we  know  that  even  Mrs. 
Siddons  was  greater.  In  truth  of  nature  and  force  of 
passion,  in  discrimination  and  originality,  we  see  no 
inferiority  to  any  one  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Kean:  but 
there  is  an  insignificance  of  figure,  and  a  hoarseness 
of  voice,  that  necessarily  vulgarize,  or  diminish  our 
idea  of  the  characters  he  plays:  and  perhaps  to  this 
may  be  added,  a  want  of  a  certain  correspondent  eleva- 
tion and  magnitude  of  thought,  of  which  Mrs.  Siddons's 
noble  form  seemed  to  be  only  the  natural  mould  and 
receptacle.  Her  nature  seemed  always  above  the  cir- 
cumstances with  which  she  had  to  struggle:  her  soul  to 
be  greater  than  the  passion  labouring  in  her  breast. 
Grandeur  was  the  cradle  in  which  her  genius  was 
rocked :  for  her  to  be,  was  to  be  sublime  !  She  did  the 
greatest  things  with  child-like  ease:  her  powers  seemed 
never  tasked  to  the  utmost,  and  always  as  if  she  had 
inexhaustible  resources  still  in  reserve.  The  least 
word  she  uttered  seemed  to  float  to  the  end  of  the 
stage:  the  least  motion  of  her  hand  seemed  to  command 
awe  and  obedience.  Mr.  Kean  is  all  effort,  all  violence, 
all  extreme  passion:  he  is  possessed  with  a  fury,  a 
demon  that  leaves  him  no  repose,  no  time  for  thought, 
or  room  for  imagination.  He  perhaps  screws  himself 
up  to  as  intense  a  degree  of  feeling  as  Mrs.  Siddons, 
strikes  home  with  as  sure  and  as  hard  a  blow  as  she 
did,  but  he  does  this  by  straining  every  nerve,  and 
winding  up  every  faculty  to  this  single  point  alone: 
and  as  he  does  it  by  an  effort  himself,  the  spectator 
follows  him  by  an  effort  also.  Our  sympathy  in  a 
manner  ceases  with  the  actual  impression,  and  does 
not  leave  the  same  grand  and  permanent  image  of 
itself  behind.      The   Othello   furnishes   almost  the  only 
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exception  to  these  remarks.  The  solemn  and  beautiful 
manner  in  which  he  pronounces  the  farewell  soliloquy, 
is  worth  all  gladiatorship  and  pantomime  in  the  world. 
His  Sir  Giles  is  his  most  equal  and  energetic  character: 
but  it  is  too  equal,  too  energetic  from  the  beginning  to 
the  end.  There  is  no  reason  that  he  should  have  the 
same  eagerness,  the  same  impetus  at  the  commencement 
as  at  the  close  of  his  career :  he  should  not  have  the 
fierceness  of  the  wild  beast  till  he  is  goaded  to  mad- 
ness by  the  hunters.  Sir  Giles  Mompesson  (supposed 
to  be  the  original  character)  we  dare  say,  took  things 
more  quietly,  and  only  grew  desperate  with  his  for- 
tunes. Cooke  played  the  general  casting  of  the  char- 
acter better  in  this  respect:  but  without  the  same  fine 
breaks  and  turns  of  passion.  Cooke  indeed,  compared 
to  Kean,  had  only  the  slang  and  bravado  of  tragedy. 
Neither  can  we  think  Mr.  Kemble  equal  to  him,  with 
all  his  study,  his  grace,  and  classic  dignity  of  form. 
He  was  the  statue  of  perfect  tragedy,  not  the  living 
soul.  Mrs.  Siddons  combined  the  advantage  of  form 
and  other  organic  requisites  with  nature  and  passion: 
Mr.  Kemble  has  the  external  requisites  (at  least  of 
face  and  figure)  without  the  internal  workings  of  the 
soul:  Mr.  Kean  has  the  last  without  the  first,  and, 
if  v;e  must  make  our  election  between  the  two,  we 
think  the  vis  tragica  must  take  precedence  of  every 
thing  else.  Mr.  Kean,  in  a  word,  appears  to  us  a 
test,  an  experimentum  cruris,  to  shew  the  triumph  of 
genius  over  physical  defects,  of  nature  over  art,  of 
passion  over  affectation,  and  of  originality  over  com- 
mon-place monotony. — Next  to  Mr.  Kean,  the  greatest 
tragic  performer  now  on  the  stage  is  undoubtedly  Miss 
O'Neill.  She  cannot  take  rank  by  the  side  of  her 
great  predecessor,  but  neither  can  any  other  actress 
be  at  all  compared  with  her.     If  we  had  not  seen  Mrs. 
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Siddons,  we  should  not  certainly  have  been  able  to 
conceive  any  thing  finer  than  some  of  her  characters, 
such  as  Belvidera,  Isabella  in  the  Fatal  Marriage, 
Mrs.  Beverly,  and  Mrs.  Haller,  which  (as  she  at  first 
played  them)  in  tenderness  of  sensibility,  and  the 
simple  force  of  passion,  could  not  be  surpassed.  She 
has,  however,  of  late,  carried  the  expression  of  mental 
agony  and  distress  to  a  degree  of  physical  horror  that 
is  painful  to  behold,  and  which  is  particularly  repulsive 
in  a  person  of  her  delicacy  of  frame  and  truly  feminine 
appearance. — Mrs.  Bunn  is  a  beautiful  and  interesting 
actress  in  the  sentimental  drama;  and  in  the  part  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  in  Schiller's  Tragedy  of  Mary 
Stuart,  which  she  played  lately,  gave,  in  the  agitation 
of  her  form,  the  distracted  thoughts  painted  in  her 
looks,  and  the  deep  but  fine  and  mellow  tones  of  her 
voice,  earnest  of  higher  excellence  than  she  has  yet 
displayed.  Her  voice  is  one  of  the  finest  on  the  stage. 
It  resembles  the  deep  murmur  of  a  hive  of  bees  in 
spring-tide,  and  the  words  drop  like  honey  from  her 
lips. — Mr.  Macready  is,  in  our  opinion,  a  truly  spirited 
and  impassioned  declaimer,  with  a  noble  voice,  and 
great  fervour  of  manner;  but,  we  apprehend,  his  forte 
is  rather  in  giving  a  loose  to  the  tide  of  enthusiastic 
feeling  or  sentiment,  than  in  embodying  individual 
character,  or  discriminating  the  diversity  of  the  pas- 
sions. There  is  a  gaiety  and  tip-toe  elevation  in  his 
personal  deportment,  which  Mr.  Kean  has  not,  but  in 
other  more  essential  points  there  is  no  room  for  com- 
petition. Of  his  Coriolanus  and  Richard,  we  may  have 
to  speak  in  detail  hereafter. 

We  shall  conclude  this  introductory  sketch  with  a 
few  words  on  the  comic  actors.  Emery  at  Covent 
Garden  might  be  said  to  be  the  best  provincial  actor 
on  the  London  boards.     In  his  line  of  rustic  characters 
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he  is  a  perfect  actor.  He  would  be  a  bold  critic  who 
should  undertake  to  show  that  in  his  own  walk  Emery 
ever  did  any  thing  wrong.  His  Hodge  is  an  absolute 
reality;  and  his  Lockitt  is  as  sullen,  as  gloomy,  and 
impenetrable  as  the  prison  walls  of  which  he  is  the 
keeper.  His  Robert  Tyke  is  the  sublime  of  tragedy 
in  low  life. — Mr.  Liston  has  more  comic  humour,  more 
power  of  face,  and  a  more  genial  and  happy  vein  of 
folly,  than  any  other  actor  we  remember.  His  farce 
is  not  caricature:  his  drollery  oozes  out  of  his  features, 
and  trickles  down  his  face:  his  voice  is  a  pitch-pipe  for 
laughter.  He  does  some  characters  but  indifferently, 
others  respectably;  but  when  he  puts  himself  whole 
into  a  jest,  it  is  unrivalled. — Munden  with  all  his 
merit,  his  whim,  his  imagination,  and  with  his  broad 
effects,  is  a  caricaturist  in  the  comparison.  He  distorts 
his  features  to  the  utmost  stretch  of  grimace,  and 
trolls  his  voice  about  with  his  tongue  in  the  most 
extraordinary  manner,  but  he  does  all  this  with  an 
evident  view  to  the  audience:  whereas  Liston's  style 
of  acting  is  the  unconscious  and  involuntary;  he 
indulges  his  own  risibility  or  absurd  humours  to  please 
himself,  and  the  odd  noises  he  makes  come  from  him 
as  naturally  as  the  bleating  of  a  sheep. — Elliston  is 
an  actor  of  great  merit,  and  of  a  very  agreeable  class : 
there  is  a  joyousness  in  his  look,  his  voice,  and  manner; 
he  treads  the  stage  as  if  it  was  his  "best-found,  and 
latest  as  well  as  earliest  choice ;"  writes  himself 
comedian  in  any  book,  warrant,  or  acquittance;  hits 
the  town  between  wind  and  water,  between  farce  and 
tragedy;  touches  the  string  of  a  mock  heroic  sentiment 
with  due  pathos  and  vivacity;  and  makes  the  best 
strolling  gentleman,  or  needy  poet,  on  the  stage.  His 
Rover  is  excellent:  so  is  his  Duke  in  the  Honeymoon; 
and    in    Matrimony    he    is    best    of    all. — Dowton    is    a 
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genuine  and  excellent  comedian;  and,  in  speaking  of 
his  Major  Sturgeon,  we  cannot  pass  over,  in  disdain- 
ful silence,  Russell's  Jerry  Sneak,  and  Mrs.  Harlowe's 
Miss  Molly  Jollop.  Oxberry  is  an  actor  of  a  strong 
rather  than  of  a  pleasant  comic  vein  (his  Mawworm  is 
particularly  emphatical).  Harley  pleases  others,  for 
he  seems  pleased  himself;  and  little  Knight,  in  the 
simplicity  and  good  nature  of  the  country  lad,  is 
inimitable. 

Of  the  particular  parts  in  which  these  and  other 
performers  display  their  talents  to  advantage,  we  must 
speak  in  future  articles  on  this  subject;  as  well  as  of 
the  merits  of  the  modern  drama  itself;  the  manage- 
ment of  our  theatres ;  and  a  variety  of  other  topics,  to 
which  we  propose  to  give  the  best  attention  in  our 
power — determined  neither  to  "extenuate,  nor  set 
down  aught  in  malice. " 
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I  hate  to  read  new  books.  There  are  twenty  or  thirty 
volumes  that  I  have  read  over  and  over  again,  and 
these  are  the  only  ones  that  I  have  any  desire  ever 
to  read  at  all.  It  was  a  long  time  before  I  could  bring 
myself  to  sit  down  to  the  Tales  of  My  Landlord,  but 
now  that  author's  works  have  made  a  considerable  ad- 
dition to  my  scanty  library.  I  am  told  that  some  of 
Lady  Morgan's  are  good,  and  have  been  recommended 
to  look  into  Anastasius ;  but  I  have  not  yet  ventured 
upon  that  task.  A  lady,  the  other  day,  could  not 
refrain  from  expressing  her  surprise  to  a  friend,  who 
said  he  had  been  reading  Delphine : — she  asked, — If 
it  had  not  been  published  some  time  back?  Women 
judge  of  books  as  they  do  of  fashions  or  complexions,, 
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which  are  admired  only  "in  their  newest  gloss."  That 
is  not  my  way.  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  trouble 
the  circulating  libraries  much,  or  pester  the  booksellers 
for  mail-coach  copies  of  standard  periodical  publica- 
tions. I  cannot  say  that  I  am  greatly  addicted  to 
black-letter,  but  I  profess  myself  well  versed  in  the 
marble  bindings  of  Andrew  Millar,  in  the  middle  of 
the  last  century;  nor  does  my  taste  revolt  at  Thurloe's 
State  Papers,  in  Russia  leather;  or  an  ample  impression 
of  Sir  William  Temple's  Essays,  with  a  portrait  after 
Sir  Godfrey  Kneller  in  front.  I  do  not  think  alto- 
gether the  worse  of  a  book  for  having  survived  the 
author  a  generation  or  two.  I  have  more  confidence 
in  the  dead  than  the  living.  Contemporary  writers  may 
generally  be  divided  into  two  classes — one's  friends  or 
one's  foes.  Of  the  first  we  are  compelled  to  think 
too  well,  and  of  the  last  we  are  disposed  to  think  too 
ill,  to  receive  much  genuine  pleasure  from  the  perusal, 
or  to  judge  fairly  of  the  merits  of  either.  One  candidate 
for  literary  fame,  who  happens  to  be  of  our  acquaint- 
ance, writes  finely,  and  like  a  man  of  genius ;  but 
unfortunately  has  a  foolish  face,  which  spoils  a  delicate 
passage : — another  inspires  us  with  the  highest  respect 
for  his  personal  talents  and  character,  but  does  not 
quite  come  up  to  our  expectations  in  print.  All  these 
contradictions  and  petty  details  interrupt  the  calm 
current  of  our  reflections.  If  you  want  to  know  what 
any  of  the  authors  were  who  lived  before  our  time,  and 
are  still  objects  of  anxious  inquiry,  you  have  only  to 
look  into  their  works.  But  the  dust  and  smoke  and 
noise  of  modern  literature  have  nothing  in  common 
with  the  pure,   silent  air  of  immortality. 

When  I  take  up  a  work  that  I  have  read  before  (the 
oftener  the  better)  I  know  what  I  have  to  expect.  The 
satisfaction  is  not  lessened  by  being  anticipated.    When 
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the  entertainment  is  altogether  new,  I  sit  down  to  it 
as  I  should  to.  a  strange  dish, — turn  and  pick  out  a 
bit  here  and  there,  and  am  in  doubt  what  to  think  of 
the  composition.  There  is  a  want  of  confidence  and 
security  to  second  appetite.  New-fangled  books  are 
also  like  made-dishes  in  this  respect,  that  they  are 
generally  little  else  than  hashes  and  rifaccimentos  of 
what  has  been  served  up  entire  and  in  a  more  natural 
state  at  other  times.  Besides,  in  thus  turning  to  a 
well-known  author,  there  is  not  only  an  assurance 
that  my  time  will  not  be  thrown  away,  or  my  palate 
nauseated  with  the  most  insipid  or  vilest  trash, — but  I 
shake  hands  with,  and  look  an  old,  tried,  and  valued 
friend  in  the  face, — compare  notes,  and  chat  the  hours 
away.  It  is  true,  we  form  dear  friendships  with  such 
ideal  guests — dearer,  alas !  and  more  lasting,  than 
those  with  our  most  intimate  acquaintance.  In  reading 
a  book  which  is  an  old  favourite  with  me  (say  the  first 
novel  I  ever  read)  I  not  only  have  the  pleasure  of 
imagination  and  of  a  critical  relish  of  the  work,  but 
the  pleasures  of  memory  added  to  it.  It  recalls  the 
same  feelings  and  associations  which  I  had  in  first 
reading  it,  and  which  I  can  never  have  again  in  any 
other  way.  Standard  productions  of  this  kind  are 
links  in  the  chain  of  our  conscious  being.  They  bind 
together  the  different  scattered  divisions  of  our  per- 
sonal identity.  They  are  land-marks  and  guides  in 
our  journey  through  life.  They  are  pegs  and  loops 
on  which  we  can  hang  up,  or  from  which  we  can  take 
down,  at  pleasure,  the  wardrobe  of  a  moral  imagination, 
the  relics  of  our  best  affections,  the  tokens  and  records 
of  our  happiest  hours.  They  are  "for  thoughts  and 
for  remembrance \"  They  are  like  Fortunatus's  Wish- 
ing-Cap — they  give  us  the  best  riches — those  of  Fancy; 
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and  transport  us,  not  over  half  the  globe,  but    (which 
is  better)  over  half  our  lives,  at  a  word's  notice! 

My  father  Shandy  solaced  himself  with  Bruscam- 
bille.  Give  me  for  this  purpose  a  volume  of  Peregrine 
Pickle  or  Tom  Jones.  Open  either  of  them  any  where 
— at  the  Memoirs  of  Lady  Vane,  or  the  adventures  at 
the  masquerade  with  Lady  Bellaston,  or  the  disputes 
between  Thwackum  and  Square,  or  the  escape  of  Molly 
Seagrim,  or  the  incident  of  Sophia  and  her  muff,  or 
the  edifying  prolixity  of  her  aunt's  lecture — and  there 
I  find  the  same  delightful,  busy,  bustling  scene  as  ever, 
and  feel  myself  the  same  as  when  I  was  first  intro- 
duced into  the  midst  of  it.  Nay,  sometimes  the  sight 
of  an  odd  volume  of  these  good  old  English  authors 
on  a  stall,  or  the  name  lettered  on  the  back  among 
others  on  the  shelves  of  a  library,  answers  the  purpose, 
revives  the  whole  train  of  ideas,  and  sets  "the  puppets 
dallying."  Twenty  years  are  struck  off  the  list,  and 
I  am  a  child  again.  A  sage  philosopher,  who  was  not 
a  very  wise  man,  said,  that  he  should  like  very  well 
to  be  young  again,  if  he  could  take  his  experience 
along  with  him.  This  ingenious  person  did  not  seem 
to  be  aware,  by  the  gravity  of  his  remark,  that  the 
great  advantage  of  being  young  is  to  be  without  this 
weight  of  experience,  which  he  would  fain  place  upon 
the  shoulders  of  youth,  and  which  never  comes  too 
late  with  years.  Oh !  what  a  privilege  to  be  able  to 
let  this  hump,  like  Christian's  burthen,  drop  from  off 
one's  back,  and  transport  one's-self,  by  the  help  of  a 
little  musty  duodecimo,  to  the  time  when  "ignorance 
was  bliss,"  and  when  we  first  got  a  peep  at  the  raree- 
show  of  the  world,  through  the  glass  of  fiction — gazing 
at  mankind,  as  we  do  at  wild  beasts  in  a  menagerie, 
through  the  bars  of  their  cages, — or  at  curiosities  in  a 
museum,  that  we  must  not  touch !    For  myself,  not  only 
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are  the  old  ideas  of  the  contents  of  the  work  brought 
back  to  my  mind  in  all  their  vividness,  but  the  old 
associations  of  the  faces  and  persons  of  those  I  then 
knew,  as  they  were  in  their  life-time — the  place  where 
I  sat  to  read  the  volume,  the  day  when  I  got  it,  the 
feeling  of  the  air,  the  fields,  the  sky — return,  and  all 
my  early  impressions  with  them.  This  is  better  to  me 
— those  places,  those  times,  those  persons,  and  those 
feelings  that  come  across  me  as  I  retrace  the  story  and 
devour  the  page,  are  to  me  better  far  than  the  wet 
sheets  of  the  last  new  novel  from  the  Ballantyne  press, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  Minerva  press  in  Leadenhall- 
street.  It  is  like  visiting  the  scenes  of  early  youth. 
I  think  of  the  time  "when  I  was  in  my  father's  house, 
and  my  path  ran  down  with  butter  and  honey," — when 
I  was  a  little,  thoughtless  child,  and  had  no  other  wish 
or  care  but  to  con  my  daily  task,  and  be  happy ! — Tom 
Jones,  I  remember,  was  the  first  work  that  broke  the 
spell.  It  came  down  in  numbers  once  a  fortnight,  in 
Cooke's  pocket-edition,  embellished  with  cuts.  I  had 
hitherto  read  only  in  school-books,  and  a  tiresome 
ecclesiastical  history  (with  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Rad- 
cliffe's  Romance  of  the  Forest)  :  but  this  had  a  different 
relish  with  it, — "sweet  in  the  mouth/'  though  not 
"bitter  in  the  belly."  It  smacked  of  the  world  I  lived 
in,  and  in  which  I  was  to  live — and  shewed  me  groups, 
"gay  creatures"  not  "of  the  element,"  but  of  the  earth; 
not  "living  in  the  clouds,"  but  travelling  the  same  road 
that  I  did; — some  that  had  passed  on  before  me,  and 
others  that  might  soon  overtake  me.  My  heart  had 
palpitated  at  the  thoughts  of  a  boarding-school  ball,  or 
gala-day  at  Midsummer  or  Christmas :  but  the  world  I 
had  found  out  in  Cooke's  edition  of  the  British  Novel- 
ists was  to  me  a  dance  through  life,  a  perpetual  gala- 
day.      The   six-penny   numbers    of   this   work   regularly 
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contrived  to  leave  off  just  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence, 
and  in  the  nick  of  a  story,  where  Tom  Jones  discovers 
Square  behind  the  blanket;  or  where  Parson  Adams, 
in  the  inextricable  confusion  of  events,  very  undesign- 
edly gets  to  bed  to  Mrs.  Slip-slop.  Let  me  caution  the 
reader  against  this  impression  of  Joseph  Andrews;  for 
there  is  a  picture  of  Fanny  in  it  which  he  should  not 
set  his  heart  on,  lest  he  should  never  meet  with  any 
thing  like  it;  or  if  he  should,  it  would,  perhaps,  be 
better  for  him  that  he  had  not.  It  was  just  like 
!  With  what  eagerness  I  used  to  look  for- 
ward to  the  next  number,  and  open  the  prints  !  Ah ! 
never  again  shall  I  feel  the  enthusiastic  delight  with 
which  I  gazed  at  the  figures,  and  anticipated  the  story 
and  adventures  of  Major  Bath  and  Commodore  Trun- 
nion, of  Trim  and  my  Uncle  Toby,  of  Don  Quixote 
and  Sancho  and  Dapple,  of  Gil  Bias  and  Dame 
Lorenza  Sephora,  of  Laura  and  the  fair  Lucretia, 
whose  lips  open  and  shut  like  buds  of  roses.  To  what 
nameless  ideas  did  they  give  rise, — with  what  airy 
delights  I  filled  up  the  outlines,  as  I  hung  in  silence 
over  the  page ! — Let  me  still  recall  them,  that  they  may 
breathe  fresh  life  into  me,  and  that  I  may  live  that 
birthday  of  thought  and  romantic  pleasure  over  again ! 
Talk  of  the  ideal!  This  is  the  only  true  ideal — the 
heavenly  tints  of  Fancy  reflected  in  the  bubbles  that 
float  upon  the  spring-tide  of  human  life. 

Oh !  Memory !  shield  me  from  the  world's  poor  strife, 
And  give  those  scenes  thine  everlasting  life ! 

The  paradox  with  which  I  set  out  is,  I  hope,  less 
startling  than  it  was;  the  reader  will,  by  this  time, 
have  been  let  into  my  secret.  Much  about  the  same 
time,  or  I  believe  rather  earlier,  I  took  a  particular 
satisfaction    in    reading    Chubb's    Tracts,    and    I    often 
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think  I  will  get  them  again  to  wade  through.  There 
is  a  high  gusto  of  polemical  divinity  in  them;  and  you 
fancy  that  you  hear  a  club  of  shoemakers  at  Salisbury, 
debating  a  disputable  text  from  one  of  St.  Paul's 
Epistles  in  a  workmanlike  style,  with  equal  shrewdness 
and  pertinacity.  I  cannot  say  much  for  my  meta- 
physical studies,  into  which  I  launched  shortly  after 
with  great  ardour,  so  as  to  make  a  toil  of  a  pleasure. 
I  was  presently  entangled  in  the  briars  and  thorns  of 
subtle  distinctions, — of  "fate,  free-will,  fore-knowledge 
absolute,"  though  I  cannot  add  that  "in  their  wander- 
ing mazes  I  found  no  end;"  for  I  did  arrive  at  some 
very  satisfactory  and  potent  conclusions;  nor  will  I 
go  so  far,  however  ungrateful  the  subject  might  seem, 
as  to  exclaim  with  Marlowe's  Faustus — "Would  I  had 
never  seen  Wittenberg,  never  read  book" — that  is,  never 
studied  such  authors  as  Hartley,  Hume,  Berkeley,  &c. 
Locke's  Essay  on  the  Human  Understanding  is,  how- 
ever, a  work  from  which  I  never  derived  either  pleasure 
or  profit;  and  Hobbes,  dry  and  powerful  as  he  is,  I  did 
not  read  till  long  afterwards.  I  read  a  few  poets, 
which  did  not  much  hit  my  taste, — for  I  would  have 
the  reader  understand,  I  am  deficient  in  the  faculty  of 
imagination;  but  I  fell  early  upon  French  romances 
and  philosophy,  and  devoured  them  tooth-and-nail. 
Many  a  dainty  repast  have  I  made  of  the  New  Eloise; 
— the  description  of  the  kiss ;  the  excursion  on  the 
water;  the  letter  of  St.  Preux,  recalling  the  time  of 
their  first  loves;  and  the  account  of  Julia's  death;  these 
I  read  over  and  over  again  with  unspeakable  delight 
and  wonder.  Some  years  after,  when  I  met  with  this 
work  again,  I  found  I  had  lost  nearly  my  whole  relish 
for  it  (except  some  few  parts)  and  was,  I  remember, 
very  much  mortified  with  the  change  in  my  taste,  which 
I  sought  to  attribute  to  the  smallness  and  gilt  edges  of 
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the  edition  I  had  bought,  and  its  being  perfumed  with 
rose-leaves.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  gravity,  the 
solemnity  with  which  I  carried  home  and  read  the 
Dedication  to  the  Social  Contract,  with  some  other 
pieces  of  the  same  author,  which  I  had  picked  up  at  a 
stall  in  a  coarse  leathern  cover.  Of  the  Confessions 
I  have  spoken  elsewhere,  and  may  repeat  what  I  have 
said — "Sweet  is  the  dew  of  their  memory,  and  pleasant 
the  balm  of  their  recollection !"  Their  beauties  are  not 
"scattered  like  stray-gifts  o'er  the  earth,"  but  sown 
thick  on  the  page,  rich  and  rare.  I  wish  I  had  never 
read  the  Emilius,  or  read  it  with  less  implicit  faith. 
I  had  no  occasion  to  pamper  my  natural  aversion  to 
affectation  or  pretence,  by  romantic  and  artificial 
means.  I  had  better  have  formed  myself  on  the  model 
of  Sir  Fopling  Flutter.  There  is  a  class  of  persons 
whose  virtues  and  most  shining  qualities  sink  in,  and 
are  concealed  by,  an  absorbent  ground  of  modesty  and 
reserve;  and  such  a  one  I  do,  without  vanity,  profess 
myself.1  Now  these  are  the  very  persons  who  are 
likely  to  attach  themselves  to  the  character  of  Emilius, 
and  of  whom  it  is  sure  to  be  the  bane.  This  dull, 
phlegmatic,  retiring  humour  is  not  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  corrected,  but  confirmed  and  rendered  desperate,  by 
being  in  that  work  held  up  as  an  object  of  imitation, 
as  an  example  of  simplicity  and  magnanimity — by  com- 
ing upon  us  with  all  the  recommendations  of  novelty, 
surprise,  and  superiority  to  the  prejudices  of  the  world 
— by  being  stuck  upon  a  pedestal,  made  amiable,  daz- 
zling, a  leurre  de  dupe!  The  reliance  on  solid  worth 
which   it   inculcates,   the   preference    of   sober   truth   to 

1  Nearly  the  same  sentiment  was  wittily  and  happily  expressed  by 
a  friend,  who  had  some  lottery  puffs,  which  he  had  been  employed  to 
write,  returned  on  his  hands  for  their  too  great  severity  of  thought 
and  classical  terseness  of  style,  and  who  observed  on  that  occasion, 
that  "Modest  merit  never  can  succeed!" 
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gaudy  tinsel,  hangs  like  a  mill-stone  round  the  neck  of 
the  imagination — "a  load  to  sink  a  navy" — impedes  our 
progress,  and  blocks  up  every  prospect  in  life,  A  man, 
to  get  on,  to  be  successful,  conspicuous,  applauded, 
should  not  retire  upon  the  centre  of  his  conscious  re- 
sources, but  be  always  at  the  circumference  of  appear- 
ances. He  must  envelop  himself  in  a  halo  of  mystery — 
he  must  ride  in  an  equipage  of  opinion — he  must  walk 
with  a  train  of  self-conceit  following  him — he  must  not 
strip  himself  to  a  buff- jerkin,  to  the  doublet  and  hose  of 
his  real  merits,  but  must  surround  himself  with  a 
cortege  of  prejudices,  like  the  signs  of  the  Zodiac — he 
must  seem  any  thing  but  what  he  is,  and  then  he  may 
pass  for  any  thing  he  pleases.  The  world  love  to  be 
amused  by  hollow  professions,  to  be  deceived  by  flat- 
tering appearances,  to  live  in  a  state  of  hallucination; 
and  can  forgive  every  thing  but  the  plain,  downright, 
simple  honest  truth — such  as  we  see  it  chalked  out  in 
the  character  of  Emilius. — To  return  from  this  digres- 
sion, which  is  a  little  out  of  place  here. 

Books  have  in  a  great  measure  lost  their  power  over 
me;  nor  can  I  revive  the  same  interest  in  them  as 
formerly.  I  perceive  when  a  thing  is  good,  rather  than 
feel  it.     It  is  true, 

Marcian   Colonna   is   a   dainty   book; 

and  the  reading  of  Mr.  Keats's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes  lately 
made  me  regret  that  I  was  not  young  again.  The  beau- 
tiful and  tender  images  there  conjured  up,  "come  like 
shadows — so  depart."  The  "tiger-moth's  wings," 
which  he  has  spread  over  his  rich  poetic  blazonry,  just 
flit  across  my  fancy;  the  gorgeous  twilight  window 
which  he  has  painted  over  again  in  his  verse,  to  me 
"blushes"  almost  in  vain  "with  blood  of  queens  and 
kings."      I  know  how   I   should  have   felt   at   one   time 
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in  reading  such  passages ;  and  that  is  all.  The  sharp 
luscious  flavour,  the  fine  aroma  is  fled,  and  nothing  but 
the  stalk,  the  bran,  the  husk  of  literature  is  left.  If 
any  one  were  to  ask  me  what  I  read  now,  I  might 
answer  with  my  Lord  Hamlet  in  the  play — "Words, 
words,  words." — "What  is  the  matter?" — "Nothing!" 
— They  have  scarce  a  meaning.  But  it  was  not  always 
so.  There  was  a  time  when  to  my  thinking,  every  word 
was  a  flower  or  a  pearl,  like  those  which  dropped  from 
the  mouth  of  the  little  peasant-girl  in  the  Fairy  tale, 
or  like  those  that  fall  from  the  great  preacher  in  the 
Caledonian  Chapel !  I  drank  of  the  stream  of  knowl- 
edge that  tempted,  but  did  not  mock  my  lips,  as  of  the 
river  of  life,  freely.  How  eagerly  I  slaked  my  thirst 
of  German  sentiment,  "as  the  hart  that  panteth  for 
the  water-springs;"  how  I  bathed  and  revelled,  and 
added  my  floods  of  tears  to  Goethe's  Sorrows  of  Werter, 
and  to   Schiller's   Robbers — 

Giving  my  stock  of  more  to  that  which  had  too  much! 

I  read,  and  assented  with  all  my  soul  to  Coleridge's 
fine  Sonnet,  beginning — 

Schiller!  that  hour  I  would  have  wish'd  to  die, 
If  through  the  shuddering  midnight  I  had  sent, 
From  the  dark  dungeon  of  the  tow'r  time-rent, 
That  fearful  voice,  a  famish'd  father's  cry! 

I  believe  I  may  date  my  insight  into  the  mysteries  of 
poetry  from  the  commencement  of  my  acquaintance 
with  the  authors  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads;  at  least,  my 
discrimination  of  the  higher  sorts — not  my  predilection 
for  such  writers  as  Goldsmith  or  Pope:  nor  do  I 
imagine  they  will  say  I  got  my  liking  for  the  Novelists, 
or  the  comic  writers, — for  the  characters  of  Valentine, 
Tattle,  or  Miss  Prue,  from  them.     If  so,  I  must  have 
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got  from  them  what  they  never  had  themselves.  In 
points  where  poetic  diction  and  conception  are  con- 
cerned, I  may  be  at  a  loss,  and  liable  to  be  imposed 
upon:  but  in  forming  an  estimate  of  passages  relating 
to  common  life  and  manners,  I  cannot  think  I  am  a 
plagiarist  from  any  man.  I  there  "know  my  cue  with- 
out a  prompter."  I  may  say  of  such  studies — -Intus  et 
in  cnte.  I  am  just  able  to  admire  those  literal  touches 
of  observation  and  description,  which  persons  of  loftier 
pretensions  overlook  and  despise.  I  think  I  compre- 
hend something  of  the  characteristic  part  of  Shake- 
speare; and  in  him  indeed,  all  is  characteristic,  even 
the  nonsense  and  poetry.  I  believe  it  was  the  cele- 
brated Sir  Humphrey  Davy  who  used  to  say,  that 
Shakespeare  was  rather  a  metaphysician  than  a  poet. 
At  any  rate,  it  was  not  ill  said.  I  wish  that  I  had 
sooner  known  the  dramatic  writers  contemporary  with 
Shakespeare ;  for  in  looking  them  over  about  a  year  ago, 
I  almost  revived  my  old  passion  for  reading,  and  my  old 
delight  in  books,  though  they  were  very  nearly  new  to 
me.  The  Periodical  Essayists  I  read  long  ago.  The 
Spectator  I  liked  extremely:  but  the  Tatler  took  my 
fancy  most.  I  read  the  others  soon  after,  the  Rambler, 
the  Adventurer,  the  World,  the  Connoisseur :  I  was 
not  sorry  to  get  to  the  end  of  them,  and  have  no  desire 
to  go  regularly  through  them  again.  I  consider  myself 
a  thorough  adept  in  Richardson.  I  like  the  longest  of 
his  novels  best,  and  think  no  part  of  them  tedious ;  nor 
should  I  ask  to  have  any  thing  better  to  do  than  to  read 
them  from  beginning  to  end,  to  take  them  up  when  I 
chose,  and  lay  them  down  when  I  was  tired,  in  some  old 
family  mansion  in  the  country,  till  every  word  and 
syllable  relating  to  the  bright  Clarissa,  the  divine 
Clementina,  the  beautiful  Pamela,  "with  every  trick  and 
line  of  their  sweet  favour,"  were  once  more  "graven  in 
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my  heart's  table."1  I  have  a  sneaking  kindness  for 
Mackenzie's  Julia  de  Roubigne — for  the  deserted  man- 
sion, and  straggling  gilliflowers  on  the  mouldering 
garden-wall;  and  still  more  for  his  Man  of  Feeling; 
not  that  it  is  better,  nor  so  good;  but  at  the  time  I 
read  it,  I  sometimes  thought  of  the  heroine,  Miss  Wal- 
ton,  and   of    Miss   together,   and    "that   ligament, 

fine  as  it  was,  was  never  broken !" — One  of  the  poets 
that  I  have  always  read  with  most  pleasure,  and  can 
wander  about  in  for  ever  with  a  sort  of  voluptuous 
indolence,  is  Spenser;  and  I  like  Chaucer  even  better. 
The  only  writer  among  the  Italians  I  can  pretend  to 
any  knowledge  of,  is  Boccaccio,  and  of  him  I  cannot 
express  half  my  admiration.  His  story  of  the  Hawk  I 
could  read  and  think  of  from  day  to  day,  just  as  I 
would  look   at   a   picture   of   Titian's  ! — 

I  remember,  as  long  ago  as  the  year  1798,  going  to 
a  neighbouring  town  (Shrewsbury,  where  Farquhar  has 
laid  the  plot  of  his  Recruiting  Officer)  and  bringing 
home  with  me,  "at  one  proud  swoop,"  a  copy  of  Mil- 
ton's Paradise  Lost,  and  another  of  Burke's  Reflections 
on  the  French  Revolution — both  which  I  have  still;  and 
I  still  recollect,  when  I  see  the  covers,  the  pleasure 
with  which  I  dipped  into  them  as  I  returned  with  my 
double  prize.  I  was  set  up  for  one  while.  That  time 
is  past  "with  all  its  giddy  raptures:"  but  I  am  still 
anxious     to     preserve     its     memory,     "embalmed     with 

1  During  the  peace  of  Amiens,  a  young  English  officer,  of  the 
name  of  Lovelace,  was  presented  at  Buonaparte's  levee.  Instead 
of  the  usual  question,  "Where  have  you  served,  Sir?"  the  First 
Consul  immediately  addressed  him,  "I  perceive  your  name,  Sir, 
is  the  same  as  that  of  the  hero  of  Richardson's  Romance!"  Here 
was  a  Consul.  The  young  man's  uncle,  who  was  called  Lovelace, 
told  me  this  anecdote  while  we  were  stopping  together  at  Calais. 
I  had  also  been  thinking  that  his  was  the  same  name  as  that  of  the 
hero  of  Richardson's  Romance.  This  is  one  of  my  reasons  for  liking 
Buonaparte. 
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odours. " — With  respect  to  the  first  of  these  works,  I 
would  be  permitted  to  remark  here  in  passing,  that  it 
is  a  sufficient  answer  to  the  German  criticism  which 
has  since  been  started  against  the  character  of  Satan 
{viz.  that  it  is  not  one  of  disgusting  deformity,  or  pure, 
defecated  malice)  to  say  that  Milton  has  there  drawn, 
not  the  abstract  principle  of  evil,  not  a  devil  incarnate, 
but  a  fallen  angel.  This  is  the  scriptural  account,  and 
the  poet  has  followed  it.  We  may  safely  retain  such 
passages    as    that   well-known   one — 

His  form  had  not  yet  lost 

All  her  original  brightness ;  nor  appear'd 
Less    than    archangel    ruin'd;    and   the    excess 
Of    glory   obscur'd — 

for  the  theory,  which  is  opposed  to  them,  "falls  flat 
upon  the  grunsel  edge,  and  shames  its  worshippers/' 
Let  us  hear  no  more  then  of  this  monkish  cant,  and 
bigoted  outcry  for  the  restoration  of  the  horns  and  tail 
of  the  devil ! — Again,  as  to  the  other  work,  Burke's 
Reflections,  I  took  a  particular  pride  and  pleasure  in 
it,  and  read  it  to  myself  and  others  for  months  after- 
wards. I  had  reason  for  my  prejudice  in  favour  of 
this  author.  To  understand  an  adversary  is  some 
praise:  to  admire  him  is  more.  I  thought  I  did  both: 
I  knew  I  did  one.  From  the  first  time  I  ever  cast  my 
eyes  on  any  thing  of  Burke's  (which  was  an  extract 
from  his  Letter  to  a  Noble  Lord  in  a  three-times  a 
week  paper,  The  St.  James's  Chronicle,  in  1796),  I 
said  to  myself,  "This  is  true  eloquence:  this  is  a  man 
pouring  out  his  mind  on  paper."  All  other  style  seemed 
to  me  pedantic  and  impertinent.  Dr.  Johnson's  was 
walking  on  stilts ;  and  even  Junius's  (who  was  at  that 
time  a  favourite  with  me)  with  all  his  terseness,  shrunk 
up   into   little   antithetic   points    and   well-trimmed   sen- 
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tences.  But  Burke's  style  was  forked  and  playful  as 
the  lightning,  crested  like  the  serpent.  He  delivered 
plain  things  on  a  plain  ground;  but  when  he  rose,  there 
was  no  end  of  his  flights  and  circumgyrations — and  in 
this  very  Letter,  "he,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cot,  flut- 
tered his  Volscians"  (the  Duke  of  Bedford  and  the 
Earl  of  Lauderdale)1  "in  Corioli."  I  did  not  care  for 
his  doctrines.  I  was  then,  and  am  still,  proof  against 
their  contagion;  but  I  admired  the  author,  and  was 
considered  as  not  a  very  staunch  partisan  of  the  op- 
posite side,  though  I  thought  myself  that  an  abstract 
proposition  was  one  thing — a  masterly  transition,  a 
brilliant  metaphor,  another.  I  conceived  too  that  he 
might  be  wrong  in  his  main  argument,  and  yet  deliver 
fifty  truths  in  arriving  at  a  false  conclusion.  I  re- 
member Coleridge  assuring  me,  as  a  poetical  and 
political  set-off  to  my  sceptical  admiration,  that  Words- 
worth had  written  an  Essay  on  Marriage,  which,  for 
manly  thought  and  nervous  expression,  he  deemed  in- 
comparably superior.  As  I  had  not,  at  that  time,  seen 
any  specimens  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  prose  style,  I 
could  not  express  my  doubts  on  the  subject.  If  there 
are  greater  prose-writers  than  Burke,  they  either  lie 
out  of  my  course  of  study,  or  are  beyond  my  sphere  of 
comprehension.  I  am  too  old  to  be  a  convert  to  a  new 
mythology  of  genius.  The  niches  are  occupied,  the 
tables  are  full.  If  such  is  still  my  admiration  of  this 
man's  misapplied  powers,  what  must  it  have  been  at  a 
time  when  I  myself  was  in  vain  trying,  year  after  year, 
to  write  a  single  Essay,  nay,  a  single  page  or  sentence; 
when  I  regarded  the  wonders  of  his  pen  with  the  long- 
ing eyes  of  one  who  was  dumb  and  a  changeling;  and 
when,  to  be  able  to  convey  the  slightest  conception  of 

1  He  is  there  called  "Citizen  Lauderdale."     Is  this  the  present 
Earl? 
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my  meaning  to  others  in  words,  was  the  height  of  an 
almost  hopeless  ambition !  But  I  never  measured 
others'  excellences  by  my  own  defects :  though  a  sense 
of  my  own  incapacity,  and  of  the  steep,  impassable 
ascent  from  me  to  them,  made  me  regard  them  with 
greater  awe  and  fondness.  I  have  thus  run  through 
most  of  my  early  studies  and  favourite  authors,  some 
of  whom  I  have  since  criticised  more  at  large.  Whether 
those  observations  will  survive  me,  I  neither  know  nor 
do  I  much  care:  but  to  the  works  themselves,  "worthy 
of  all  acceptation/'  and  to  the  feelings  they  have  al- 
ways excited  in  me  since  I  could  distinguish  a  meaning 
in  language,  nothing  shall  ever  prevent  me  from  look- 
ing back  with  gratitude  and  triumph.  To  have  lived 
in  the  cultivation  of  an  intimacy  with  such  works,  and 
to  have  familiarly  relished  such  names,  is  not  to  have 
lived  quite  in  vain. 

There  are  other  authors  whom  I  have  never  read, 
and  yet  whom  I  have  frequently  had  a  great  desire  to 
read,  from  some  circumstance  relating  to  them.  Among 
these  is  Lord  Clarendon's  History  of  the  Grand  Re- 
bellion, after  which  I  have  a  hankering,  from  hearing 
it  spoken  of  by  good  judges — from  my  interest  in  the 
events,  and  knowledge  of  the  characters  from  other 
sources,  and  from  having  seen  fine  portraits  of  most 
of  them.  I  like  to  read  a  well-penned  character,  and 
Clarendon  is  said  to  have  been  a  master  in  this  way. 
I  should  like  to  read  Froissart's  Chronicles,  Hol- 
lingshed  and  Stowe,  and  Fuller's  Worthies.  I  intend, 
whenever  I  can,  to  read  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  all 
through.  There  are  fifty-two  of  their  plays,  and  I 
have  only  read  a  dozen  or  fourteen  of  them.  A  Wife 
for  a  Month,  and  Thierry  and  Theodoret,  are,  I  am 
told,  delicious,  and  I  can  believe  it.  I  should  like  to 
read    the    speeches    in    Thucydides,    and    Guicciardini's 
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History  of  Florence,  and  Don  Quixote  in  the  original. 
I  have  often  thought  of  reading  the  Loves  of  Persiles 
and  Sigismunda,  and  the  Galatea  of  the  same  author. 
But  I  somehow  reserve  them  like  "another  Yarrow." 
I  should  also  like  to  read  the  last  new  novel  (if  I  could 
be  sure  it  was  so)  of  the  author  of  Waverley: — no  one 
would  be  more  glad  than  I  to  find  it  the  best ! — 
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"Remote,    unfriended,    melancholy,    slow, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheldt  or  wandering  Po." 

I  never  was  in  a  better  place  or  humour  than  I  am  at 
present  for  writing  on  this  subject.  I  have  a  partridge 
getting  ready  for  my  supper,  my  fire  is  blazing  on  the 
hearth,  the  air  is  mild  for  the  season  of  the  year,  I 
have  had  but  a  slight  fit  of  indigestion  to-day  (the  only 
thing  that  makes  me  abhor  myself),  I  have  three  hours 
good  before  me,  and  therefore  I  will  attempt  it.  It  is 
as  well  to  do  it  at  once  as  to  have  it  to  do  for  a  week 
to  come. 

If  the  writing  on  this  subject  is  no  easy  task,  the 
thing  itself  is  a  harder  one.  It  asks  a  troublesome 
effort  to  ensure  the  admiration  of  others :  it  is  a  still 
greater  one  to  be  satisfied  with  one's  own  thoughts. 
As  I  look  from  the  window  at  the  wide  bare  heath 
before  me,  and  through  the  misty  moonlight  air  see 
the  woods  that  wave  over  the  top  of  Winterslow, 

"While  Heav'n's  chancel-vault  is  blind  with  sleet," 

my  mind  takes  its  flight  through  too  long  a  series  of 
years,  supported  only  by  the  patience  of  thought  and 

1  Written  at  Winterslow  Hut,  January  18th-19th,  1821. 
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secret  yearnings  after  truth  and  good,  for  me  to  be  at 
a  loss  to  understand  the  feeling  I  intend  to  write  about ; 
but  I  do  not  know  that  this  will  enable  me  to  convey 
it  more  agreeably  to  the   reader. 

Lady  Grandison,  in  a  letter  to  Miss  Harriet  Byron, 
assures  her  that  "her  brother  Sir  Charles  lived  to  him- 
self ';  and  Lady  L.  soon  after  (for  Richardson  was 
never  tired  of  a  good  thing)  repeats  the  same  observa- 
tion; to  which  Miss  Byron  frequently  returns  in  her 
answers  to  both  sisters,  "For  you  know  Sir  Charles 
lives  to  himself/'  till  at  length  it  passes  into  a  proverb 
among  the  fair  correspondents.  This  is  not,  however, 
an  example  of  what  I  understand  by  living  to  one's-self, 
for  Sir  Charles  Grandison  was  indeed  always  thinking 
of  himself;  but  by  this  phrase  I  mean  never  thinking 
at  all  about  one's-self,  any  more  than  if  there  was  no 
such  person  in  existence.  The  character  I  speak  of  is 
as  little  of  an  egotist  as  possible:  Richardson's  great 
favourite  was  as  much  of  one  as  possible.  Some 
satirical  critic  has  represented  him  in  Elysium  "bowing 
over  the  faded  hand  of  Lady  Grandison"  (Miss  Byron 
that  was) — he  ought  to  have  been  represented  bowing 
over  his  own  hand,  for  he  never  admired  any  one  but 
himself,  and  was  the  god  of  his  own  idolatry.  Neither 
do  I  call  it  living  to  one's-self  to  retire  into  a  desert 
(like  the  saints  and  martyrs  of  old)  to  be  devoured  by 
wild  beasts,  nor  to  descend  into  a  cave  to  be  considered 
as  a  hermit,  nor  to  get  to  the  top  of  a  pillar  or  rock  to 
do  fanatic  penance  and  be  seen  of  all  men.  What  I 
mean  by  living  to  one's-self  is  living  in  the  world,  as 
in  it,  not  of  it:  it  is  as  if  no  one  knew  there  was  such 
a  person,  and  you  wished  no  one  to  know  it:  it  is  to  be 
a  silent  spectator  of  the  mighty  scene  of  things,  not  an 
object  of  attention  or  curiosity  in  it;  to  take  a  thought- 
ful, anxious   interest  in  what  is   passing  in  the   world, 


220  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

but  not  to  feel  the  slightest  inclination  to  make  or 
meddle  with  it.  It  is  such  a  life  as  a  pure  spirit  might 
be  supposed  to  lead,  and  such  an  interest  as  it  might 
take  in  the  affairs  of  men,  calm,  contemplative,  passive, 
distant,  touched  with  pity  for  their  sorrows,  smiling  at 
their  follies  without  bitterness,  sharing  their  affections, 
but  not  troubled  by  their  passions,  not  seeking  their 
notice,  nor  once  dreamt  of  by  them.  He  who  lives 
wisely  to  himself  and  to  his  own  heart  looks  at  the 
busy  world  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat,  and  does 
not  want  to  mingle  in  the  fray.  "He  hears  the  tumult, 
and  is  still."  He  is  not  able  to  mend  it,  nor  willing  to 
mar  it.  He  sees  enough  in  the  universe  to  interest 
him  without  putting  himself  forward  to  try  what  he 
can  do  to  fix  the  eyes  of  the  universe  upon  him.  Vain 
the  attempt !  He  reads  the  clouds,  he  looks  at  the 
stars,  he  watches  the  return  of  the  seasons,  the  falling 
leaves  of  autumn,  the  perfumed  breath  of  spring, 
starts  with  delight  at  the  note  of  a  thrush  in  a  copse 
near  him,  sits  by  the  fire,  listens  to  the  moaning  of  the 
wind,  pores  upon  a  book,  or  discourses  the  freezing 
hours  away,  or  melts  down  hours  to  minutes  in  pleasing 
thought.  All  this  while  he  is  taken  up  with  other 
things,  forgetting  himself.  He  relishes  an  author's 
style  without  thinking  of  turning  author.  He  is  fond 
of  looking  at  a  print  from  an  old  picture  in  the  room, 
without  teasing  himself  to  copy  it.  He  does  not  fret 
himself  to  death  with  trying  to  be  what  he  is  not,  or 
to  do  what  he  cannot.  He  hardly  knows  what  he  is 
capable  of,  and  is  not  in  the  least  concerned  whether 
he  shall  ever  make  a  figure  in  the  world.  He  feels  the 
truth  of  the  lines — 

"The  man  whose  eye  is  ever  on  himself, 
Doth  look  on  one,  the  least  of  nature's  works; 
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One  who  might  move  the  wise  man  to  that  scorn 
Which  wisdom  holds   unlawful  ever." 

He  looks  out  of  himself  at  the  wide,  extended  prospect 
of  nature,  and  takes  an  interest  beyond  his  narrow 
pretensions  in  general  humanity.  He  is  free  as  air, 
and  independent  as  the  wind.  Woe  be  to  him  when 
he  first  begins  to  think  what  others  say  of  him.  While 
a  man  is  contented  with  himself  and  his  own  resources, 
all  is  well.  When  he  undertakes  to  play  a  part  on  the 
stage,  and  to  persuade  the  world  to  think  more  about 
him  than  they  do  about  themselves,  he  is  got  into  a 
track  where  he  will  find  nothing  but  briars  and  thorns, 
vexation  and  disappointment.  I  can  speak  a  little  to 
this  point.  For  many  years  of  my  life  I  did  nothing 
but  think.  I  had  nothing  else  to  do  but  solve  some 
knotty  point,  or  dip  in  some  abstruse  author,  or  look 
at  the  sky,  or  wander  by  the  pebbled  sea-side — 

"To  see  the  children  sporting  on  the  shore, 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  evermore. " 

I  cared  for  nothing,  I  wanted  nothing.  I  took  my 
time  to  consider  whatever  occurred  to  me,  and  was  in 
no  hurry  to  give  a  sophistical  answer  to  a  question — 
there  was  no  printer's  devil  waiting  for  me.  I  used  to 
write  a  page  or  two  perhaps  in  half  a  year;  and  re- 
member laughing  heartily  at  the  celebrated  experi- 
mentalist Nicholson,  who  told  me  that  in  twenty  years 
he  had  written  as  much  as  would  make  three  hundred 
octavo  volumes.  If  I  was  not  a  great  author,  I  could 
read  with  ever  fresh  delight,  "never  ending,  still  be- 
ginning," and  had  no  occasion  to  write  a  criticism  when 
I  had  done.  If  I  could  not  paint  like  Claude,  I  could 
admire  "the  witchery  of  the  soft  blue  sky"  as  I  walked 
out,   and   was   satisfied   with   the   pleasure   it   gave   me. 
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If  I  was  dull,  it  gave  rue  little  concern:  if  I  was  lively. 
I  indulged  rny  spirits.  I  wished  well  to  the  world,  and 
believed  as  favourably  of  it  as  I  could.  I  was  like  a 
stranger  in  a  foreign  land,  at  which  I  looked  with  won- 
der, curiosity,  and  delight,  without  expecting  to  be  an 
object  of  attention  in  return.  I  had  no  relations  to  the 
state,  no  duty  to  perform,  no  ties  to  bind  rue  to  others : 
I  had  neither  friend  nor  mistress,  wife  nor  child.  I 
lived  in  a  world  of  contemplation,  and  not  of  action. 

This  sort  of  dreaming  existence  is  the  best.  He  who 
quits  it  to  go  in  search  of  realities  generally  barters 
repose  for  repeated  disappointments  and  vain  regrets. 
His  time,  thoughts,  and  feelings  are  no  longer  at  his 
own  disposal.  From  that  instant  he  does  not  survey 
the  objects  of  nature  as  they  are  in  themselves,  but 
looks  asquint  at  them  to  see  whether  he  cannot  make 
them  the  instruments  of  his  ambition,  interest,  or 
pleasure;  for  a  candid,  undesigning.  undisguised  sim- 
plicity of  character,  his  views  become  jaundiced, 
sinister,  and  double :  he  takes  no  farther  interest  in 
the  great  changes  of  the  world  but  as  he  has  a  paltry 
share  in  producing  them:  instead  of  opening  his 
senses,  his  understanding,  and  his  heart  to  the  re- 
splendent  fabric  of  the  universe,  he  holds  a  crooked 
mirror  before  his  face,  in  which  he  may  admire  his  own 
person  and  pretensions,  and  just  glance  his  eye  aside 
to  see  whether  others  are  not  admiring  him  too.  He 
no  more  exists  in  the  impression  which  "the  fair  variety 
of  things"  makes  upon  him.  softened  and  subdued  by 
habitual  contemplation,  but  in  the  feverish  sense  of  his 
own  upstart  self-importance.  By  aiming  to  fix.  he  is 
become  the  slave  of  opinion.  He  is  a  tool,  a  part  of  a 
machine  that  never  stands  still,  and  is  sick  and  giddy 
with  the  ceaseless  motion.  He  has  no  satisfaction  but 
in  the  reflection  of  his  own  image  in  the  public  gaze — 
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but  in  the  repetition  of  his  own  name  in  the  public  ear. 
He  himself  is  mixed  up  with  and  spoils  everything.  I 
wonder  Buonaparte  was  not  tired  of  the  N.  N.'s  stuck 
all  over  the  Louvre  and  throughout  France.  Gold- 
smith (as  we  all  know)  when  in  Holland  went  out  into 
a  balcony  with  some  handsome  Englishwomen,  and  on 
their  being  applauded  by  the  spectators,  turned  round, 
and  said  peevishly,  "There  are  places  where  I  also  am 
admired."  He  could  not  give  the  craving  appetite  of 
an  author's  vanity  one  day's  respite.  I  have  seen  a 
celebrated  talker  of  our  own  time  turn  pale  and  go  out 
of  the  room  when  a  showy-looking  girl  has  come  into 
it,  who  for  a  moment  divided  the  attention  of  his 
hearers. — Infinite  are  the  mortifications  of  the  bare 
attempt  to  emerge  from  obscurity;  numberless  the 
failures ;  and  greater  and  more  galling  still  the  vicissi- 
tudes and  tormenting  accompaniments  of  success — 

"Whose  top  to  climb 


Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling." 

"Would  to  God,"  exclaimed  Oliver  Cromwell,  when  he 
was  at  any  time  thwarted  by  the  Parliament,  "that  I 
had  remained  by  my  wood-side  to  tend  a  flock  of  sheep, 
rather  than  have  been  thrust  on  such  a  government  as 
this  !"  When  Buonaparte  got  into  his  carriage  to  pro- 
ceed on  his  Russian  expedition,  carelessly  twirling  his 
glove,  and  singing  the  air,  "Malbrook  to  the  war  is 
going,"  he  did  not  think  of  the  tumble  he  has  got 
since,  the  shock  of  which  no  one  could  have  stood  but 
himself.  We  see  and  hear  chiefly  of  the  favourites  of 
Fortune  and  the  Muse,  of  great  generals,  of  first-rate 
actors,  of  celebrated  poets.  These  are  at  the  head; 
we  are  struck  with  the  glittering  eminence  on  which 
they  stand,  and  long  to  set  out  on  the  same  tempting 
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career, — not  thinking  how  many  discontented  half-pay 
lieutenants  are  in  vain  seeking  promotion  all  their 
lives,  and  obliged  to  put  up  with  "the  insolence  of 
office,  and  the  spurns  which  patient  merit  of  the  un- 
worthy takes;"  how  many  half-starved  strolling  players 
are  doomed  to  penury  and  tattered  robes  in  country 
places,  dreaming  to  the  last  of  a  London  engagement ; 
how  many  wretched  daubers  shiver  and  shake  in  the 
ague-fit  of  alternate  hopes  and  fears,  waste  and  pine 
away  in  the  atrophy  of  genius,  or  else  turn  drawing- 
masters,  picture-cleaners,  or  newspaper-critics ;  how 
many  hapless  poets  have  sighed  out  their  souls  to  the 
Muse  in  vain,  without  ever  getting  their  effusions 
farther  known  than  the  Poet's  Corner  of  a  country 
newspaper,  and  looked  and  looked  with  grudging, 
wistful  eyes  at  the  envious  horizon  that  bounded  their 
provincial  fame ! — Suppose  an  actor,  for  instance, 
"after  the  heart-aches  and  the  thousand  natural  pangs 
that  flesh  is  heir  to,"  does  get  at  the  top  of  his  pro- 
fession, he  can  no  longer  bear  a  rival  near  the  throne ; 
to  be  second  or  only  equal  to  another  is  to  be  nothing: 
he  starts  at  the  prospect  of  a  successor,  and  retains  the 
mimic  sceptre  with  a  convulsive  grasp :  perhaps  as  he 
is  about  to  seize  the  first  place  which  he  has  long  had 
in  his  eye,  an  unsuspected  competitor  steps  in  before 
him,  and  carries  off  the  prize,  leaving  him  to  commence 
his  irksome  toil  again.  He  is  in  a  state  of  alarm  at 
every  appearance  or  rumour  of  the  appearance  of  a 
new  actor:  "a  mouse  that  takes  up  its  lodging  in  a  cat's 
ear"1  has  a  mansion  of  peace  to  him:  he  dreads  every 
hint  of  an  objection,  and  least  of  all  can  forgive  praise 
mingled  with  censure :  to  doubt  is  to  insult ;  to 
discriminate  is  to  degrade:  he  dare  hardly  look  into  a 
criticism  unless  some  one  has  tasted  it  for  him,  to  see 
1  Webster's  Duchess  of  Malfy. 
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that  there  is  no  offence  in  it:  if  he  does  not  draw 
crowded  houses  every  night,  he  can  neither  eat  nor 
sleep;  or  if  all  these  terrible  inflictions  are  removed, 
and  he  can  "eat  his  meal  in  peace/'  he  then  becomes 
surfeited  with  applause  and  dissatisfied  with  his  pro- 
fession: he  wants  to  be  something  else,  to  be  dis- 
tinguished as  an  author,  a  collector,  a  classical 
scholar,  a  man  of  sense  and  information,  and  weighs 
every  word  he  utters,  and  half  retracts  it  before  he 
utters  it,  lest  if  he  were  to  make  the  smallest  slip  of 

the  tongue  it  should  get  buzzed  abroad  that  Mr.  

was  only  clever  as  an  actor!  If  ever  there  was  a  man 
who  did  not  derive  more  pain  than  pleasure  from  his 
vanity,  that  man,  says  Rousseau,  was  no  other  than  a 
fool.  A  country-gentleman  near  Taunton  spent  his 
whole  life  in  making  some  hundreds  of  wretched  copies 
of  second-rate  pictures,  which  were  bought  up  at  his 
death  by  a  neighbouring  baronet,  to  whom 

"Some  Demon  whisper'd,  L ,  have  a  taste !" 

A  little  Wilson  in  an  obscure  corner  escaped  the  man 
of  virtu,  and  was  carried  off  by  a  Bristol  picture-dealer 
for  three  guineas,  while  the  muddled  copies  of  the 
owner  of  the  mansion  (with  the  frames)  fetched  thirty, 
forty,  sixty,  a  hundred  ducats  a  piece.  A  friend  of 
mine  found  a  very  fine  Canaletti  in  a  state  of  strange 
disfigurement,  with  the  upper  part  of  the  sky  smeared 
over  and  fantastically  variegated  with  English  clouds ; 
and  on  inquiring  of  the  person  to  whom  it  belonged 
whether  something  had  not  been  done  to  it,  received 
for  answer  "that  a  gentleman,  a  great  artist  in  the 
neighbourhood,  had  retouched  some  parts  of  it." 
What  infatuation !  Yet  this  candidate  for  the  honours 
of  the  pencil  might  probably  have  made  a  jovial  fox- 
hunter  or  respectable  justice  of  the  peace,  if  he  could 
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only   have   stuck  to   what   nature   and   fortune   intended 

him  for.     Miss  can  by  no  means  be  persuaded  to 

quit  the  boards  of  the  theatre  at  ,  a  little  country 

town  in  the  West  of  England.  Her  salary  has  been 
abridged,  her  person  ridiculed,  her  acting  laughed  at; 
nothing  will  serve — she  is  determined  to  be  an  actress, 
and  scorns  to  return  to  her  former  business  as  a 
milliner.  Shall  I  go  on?  An  actor  in  the  same 
company  was  visited  by  the  apothecary  of  the  place  in 
an  ague-fit,  who,  on  asking  his  landlady  as  to  his  way 
of  life,  was  told  that  the  poor  gentleman  was  very 
quiet  and  gave  little  trouble,  that  he  generally  had  a 
plate  of  mashed  potatoes  for  his  dinner,  and  lay  in  bed 
most  of  his  time,  repeating  his  part.  A  young  couple, 
every  way  amiable  and  deserving,  were  to  have  been 
married,  and  a  benefit-play  was  bespoke  by  the  officers 
of  the  regiment  quartered  there^  to  defray  the  expense 
of  a  license  and  of  the  wedding-ring,  but  the  profits  of 
the  night  did  not  amount  to  the  necessary  sum,  and 
they  have,  I  fear,  "virgined  it  e'er  since !"  Oh  for  the 
pencil    of    Hogarth   or    Wilkie    to    give    a    view    of    the 

comic  strength  of  the  company  at  ,  drawn  up  in 

battle-array  in  the  Clandestine  Marriage,  with  a  coup 
d'ceil  of  the  pit,  boxes,  and  gallery,  to  cure  for  ever 
the  love  of  the  ideal,  and  the  desire  to  shine  and  make 
holiday  in  the  eyes  of  others,  instead  of  retiring  within 
ourselves  and  keeping  our  wishes  and  our  thoughts  at 
home ! 

Even  in  the  common  affairs  of  life,  in  love,  friend- 
ship, and  marriage,  how  little  security  have  we  when 
we  trust  our  happiness  in  the  hands  of  others  !  Most 
of  the  friends  I  have  seen  have  turned  out  the  bit- 
terest enemies,  or  cold,  uncomfortable  acquaintance. 
Old  companions  are  like  meats  served  up  too  often, 
that   lose    their    relish    and    their    wholesomeness.      He 
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who  looks  at  beauty  to  admire,  to  adore  it,  who  reads 
of  its  wondrous  power  in  novels,  in  poems,  or  in  plays, 
is  not  unwise;  but  let  no  man  fall  in  love,  for  from 
that  moment  he  is  "the  baby  of  a  girl.,,  I  like  very 
well  to  repeat  such  lines  as  these  in  the  play  of 
Mirandola — 

"With  what  a  waving  air  she  goes 


Along  the  corridor !     How  like  a  fawn ! 
Yet  statelier.     Hark !  No  sound,  however  soft, 
Nor    gentlest    echo    telleth    when    she    treads, 
But  every  motion  of  her  shape  doth  seem 
Hallowed  by  silence. " 

But  however  beautiful  the  description,  defend  me  from 
meeting  with  the  original ! 

"The  fly  that  sips  treacle 
Is   lost  in  the  sweets ; 
So    he    that    tastes    woman 
Ruin   meets." 

The  song  is  Gay's,  not  mine,  and  a  bitter-sweet  it  is. 
How  few  out  of  the  infinite  number  of  those  that  marry 
and  are  given  in  marriage  wed  with  those  they  would 
prefer  to  all  the  world !  nay,  how  far  the  greater 
proportion  are  joined  together  by  mere  motives  of 
convenience,  accident,  recommendation  of  friends,  or 
indeed  not  unfrequently  by  the  very  fear  of  the  event, 
by  repugnance  and  a  sort  of  fatal  fascination !  yet  the 
tie  is  for  life,  not  to  be  shaken  off  but  with  disgrace  or 
death:  a  man  no  longer  lives  to  himself,  but  is  a  body 
(as  well  as  mind)  chained  to  another,  in  spite  of  him- 
self— 

"Like   life   and  death   in   disproportion   met.,, 
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So  Milton  (perhaps  from  his  own  experience)  makes 
Adam  exclaim  in  the  vehemence  of  his  despair, 

"For    either 
He  never   shall   find  out  fit  mate,  but  such 
As   some   misfortune   brings   him   or   mistake 
Or  whom  he  wishes  most  shall   seldom  gain 
Through  her  perverseness,  but  shall  see  her  gain'd 
By  a  far  worse;  or  if  she  love,  withheld 
By  parents ;   or  his  happiest   choice  too  late 
Shall  meet,  already  link'd  and  wedlock-bound 
To  a  fell  adversary,  his  hate  and  shame; 
Which   infinite   calamity   shall   cause 
To  human  life,   and  household  peace   confound." 

If  love  at  first  sight  were  mutual,  or  to  be  conciliated 
by  kind  offices ;  if  the  fondest  affection  were  not  so 
often  repaid  and  chilled  by  indifference  and  scorn;  if 
so  many  lovers  both  before  and  since  the  madman  in 
Don  Quixote  had  not  "worshipped  a  statue,  hunted  the 
wind,  cried  aloud  to  the  desert ;"  if  friendship  were 
lasting;  if  merit  were  renown,  and  renown  were  health, 
riches,  and  long  life;  or  if  the  homage  of  the  world 
were  paid  to  conscious  worth  and  the  true  aspirations 
after  excellence,  instead  of  its  gaudy  signs  and  outward 
trappings ;  then  indeed  I  might  be  of  opinion  that  it 
is  better  to  live  to  others  than  one's-self;  but  as  the 
case  stands,  I  incline  to  the  negative  side  of  the  ques- 
tion.1 

1  Shenstone  and  Gray  were  two  men,  one  of  whom  pretended  to 
live  to  himself,  and  the  other  really  did  so.  Gray  shrunk  from  the 
public  gaze  (he  did  not  even  like  his  portrait  to  be  prefixed  to  his 
works)  into  his  own  thoughts  and  indolent  musings;  Shenstone 
affected  privacy  that  he  might  be  sought  out  by  the  world;  the  one 
courted  retirement  in  order  to  enjoy  leisure  and  repose,  as  the  other 
coquetted  with  it  merely  to  be  interrupted  with  the  importunity  of 
visitors  and  the  flatteries  of  absent  friends. 
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"I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flattered  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee — 
Nor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such;   I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them;   in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts   which   were   not   their   thoughts,   and 

still  could, 
Had  I  not  filed  my  mind  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me — 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words    which    are    things — hopes    which    will    not 

deceive, 
And  virtues   which  are  merciful  nor   weave 
Snares  for  the  failing:  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve; 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem — 
That    goodness    is    no    name,    and    happiness    no 

dream." 

Sweet  verse  embalms  the  spirit  of  sour  misanthropy; 
but  woe  betide  the  ignoble  prose-writer  who  should 
thus  dare  to  compare  notes  with  the  world,  or  tax  it 
roundly   with   imposture. 

If  I  had  sufficient  provocation  to  rail  at  the  public, 
as  Ben  Jonson  did  at  the  audience  in  the  Prologues  to 
his  plays,  I  think  I  should  do  it  in  good  set  terms, 
nearly  as  follows.  There  is  not  a  more  mean,  stupid, 
dastardly,  pitiful,  selfish,  spiteful,  envious,  ungrateful 
animal  than  the  Public.  It  is  the  greatest  of  cowards, 
for  it  is  afraid  of  itself.  From  its  unwieldy,  overgrown 
dimensions,  it  dreads  the  least  opposition  to  it,  and 
shakes  like  isinglass  at  the  touch  of  a  finger.     It  starts 
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at  its  own  shadow,  like  the  man  in  the  Hartz  mountains, 
and  trembles  at  the  mention  of  its  own  name.  It  has 
a  lion's  mouth,  the  heart  of  a  hare,  with  ears  erect  and 
sleepless  eyes.  It  stands  "listening  its  fears."  It  is  so 
in  awe  of  its  own  opinion  that  it  never  dares  to  form 
any,  but  catches  up  the  first  idle  rumour,  lest  it  should 
be  behindhand  in  its  judgment,  and  echoes  it  till  it  is 
deafened  with  the  sound  of  its  own  voice.  The  idea  of 
what  the  public  will  think  prevents  the  public  from 
ever  thinking  at  all,  and  acts  as  a  spell  on  the  exercise 
of  private  judgment,  so  that,  in  short,  the  public  ear 
is  at  the  mercy  of  the  first  impudent  pretender  who 
chooses  to  fill  it  with  noisy  assertions,  or  false  surmises, 
or  secret  whispers.  What  is  said  by  one  is  heard  by 
all;  the  supposition  that  a  thing  is  known  to  all  the 
world  makes  all  the  world  believe  it,  and  the  hollow 
repetition  of  a  vague  report  drowns  the  "still,  small 
voice"  of  reason.  We  may  believe  or  know  that  what 
is  said  is  not  true ;  but  we  know  or  fancy  that  others 
believe  it, — we  dare  not  contradict  or  are  too  indolent  to 
dispute  with  them,  and  therefore  give  up  our  internal, 
and,  as  we  think,  our  solitary  conviction  to  a  sound 
without  substance,  without  proof,  and  often  without 
meaning.  Nay  more,  we  may  believe  and  know  not 
only  that  a  thing  is  false,  but  that  others  believe  and 
know  it  to  be  so,  that  they  are  quite  as  much  in  the 
secret  of  the  imposture  as  we  are,  that  they  see  the 
puppets  at  work,  the  nature  of  the  machinery,  and  yet 
if  any  one  has  the  art  or  power  to  get  the  management 
of  it,  he  shall  keep  possession  of  the  public  ear  by 
virtue  of  a  cant  phrase  or  nickname,  and  by  dint  of 
effrontery  and  perseverance  make  all  the  world  believe 
and  repeat  what  all  the  world  know  to  be  false.  The 
ear  is  quicker  than  the  judgment.  We  know  that 
certain    things    are    said;    by    that    circumstance    alone 
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we  know  that  they  produce  a  certain  effect  on  the 
imagination  of  others,  and  we  conform  to  their  prej- 
udices by  mechanical  sympathy,  and  for  want  of 
sufficient  spirit  to  differ  with  them.  So  far  then  is 
public  opinion  from  resting  on  a  broad  and  solid  basis, 
as  the  aggregate  of  thought  and  feeling  in  a  community, 
that  it  is  slight  and  shallow  and  variable  to  the  last 
degree — the  bubble  of  the  moment;  so  that  we  may 
safely  say  the  public  is  the  dupe  of  public  opinion,  not 
its  parent.  The  public  is  pusillanimous  and  cowardly, 
because  it  is  weak.  It  knows  itself  to  be  a  great  dunce, 
and  that  it  has  no  opinions  but  upon  suggestion.  Yet 
it  is  unwilling  to  appear  in  leading-strings,  and  would 
have  it  thought  that  its  decisions  are  as  wise  as  they 
are  weighty.  It  is  hasty  in  taking  up  its  favourites, 
more  hasty  in  laying  them  aside,  lest  it  should  be 
supposed  deficient  in  sagacity  in  either  case.  It  is 
generally  divided  into  two  strong  parties,  each  of  which 
will  allow  neither  common  sense  nor  common  honesty 
to  the  other  side.  It  reads  the  Edinburgh  and  Quarterly 
Reviews,  and  believes  them  both — or  if  there  is  a  doubt, 
malice  turns  the  scale.  Taylor  and  Hessey  told  me 
that  they  had  sold  nearly  two  editions  of  the  Characters 
of  Shakespeare's  Plays  in  about  three  months,  but  that 
after  the  Quarterly  Review  of  them  came  out  they  never 
sold  another  copy.  The  public,  enlightened  as  they 
are,  must  have  known  the  meaning  of  that  attack  as 
well  as  those  who  made  it.  It  was  not  ignorance  then, 
but  cowardice,  that  led  them  to  give  up  their  own 
opinion.  A  crew  of  mischievous  critics  at  Edinburgh 
having  affixed  the  epithet  of  the  Cockney  School  to  one 
or  two  writers  born  in  the  metropolis,  all  the  people  in 
London  became  afraid  of  looking  into  their  works,  lest 
they  too  should  be  convicted  of  cockneyism.  Oh 
brave  public !     This   epithet  proved  too  much   for   one 
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of  the  writers  in  question,  and  stuck  like  a  barbed 
arrow  in  his  heart.  Poor  Keats  !  What  was  sport  to 
the  town  was  death  to  him.  Young,  sensitive,  delicate, 
he  was  like 

"A  bud  bit  by  an  envious  worm, 
Ere  he  could  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  sun" — 

and  unable  to  endure  the  miscreant  cry  and  idiot  laugh, 
withdrew  to  sigh  his  last  breath  in  foreign  climes. — The 
public  is  as  envious  and  ungrateful  as  it  is  ignorant, 
stupid,    and    pigeon-livered — 

"A   huge-sized  monster   of  ingratitudes. " 

It  reads,  it  admires,  it  extols,  only  because  it  is  the 
fashion,  not  from  any  love  of  the  subject  or  the  man. 
It  cries  you  up  or  runs  you  down  out  of  mere  caprice 
and  levity.  If  you  have  pleased  it,  it  is  jealous  of 
its  own  involuntary  acknowledgment  of  merit,  and 
seizes  the  first  opportunity,  the  first  shabby  pretext, 
to  pick  a  quarrel  with  you  and  be  quits  once  more. 
Every  petty  caviller  is  erected  into  a  judge,  every  tale- 
bearer is  implicitly  believed.  Every  little  low  paltry 
creature  that  gaped  and  wondered,  only  because  others 
did  so,  is  glad  to  find  you  (as  he  thinks)  on  a  level  with 
Tiimself.  An  author  is  not  then,  after  all,  a  being  of 
another  order.  Public  admiration  is  forced,  and  goes 
against  the  grain.  Public  obloquy  is  cordial  and  sin- 
cere: every  individual  feels  his  own  importance  in  it. 
They  give  you  up  bound  hand  and  foot  into  the  power 
of  your  accusers.  To  attempt  to  defend  yourself  is  a 
high  crime  and  misdemeanour,  a  contempt  of  court,  an 
extreme  piece  of  impertinence.  Or  if  you  prove  every 
charge  unfounded,  they  never  think  of  retracing  their 
error    or    making    you    amends.      It    would    be    a    com- 
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promise  of  their  dignity;  they  consider  themselves  as 
the  party  injured,  and  resent  your  innocence  as  an 
imputation  on  their  judgment.  The  celebrated  Bub 
Doddington,  when  out  of  favour  at  court,  said  "he 
would  not  justify  before  his  sovereign:  it  was  for 
Majesty  to  be  displeased,  and  for  him  to  believe  him- 
self in  the  wrong !"  The  public  are  not  quite  so 
modest.  People  already  begin  to  talk  of  the  Scotch 
Novels  as  overrated.  How  then  can  common  authors 
be  supposed  to  keep  their  heads  long  above  water? 
As  a  general  rule,  all  those  who  live  by  the  public 
starve,  and  are  made  a  bye-word  and  a  standing  jest 
into  the  bargain.  Posterity  is  no  better  (not  a  bit 
more  enlightened  or  more  liberal),  except  that  you 
are  no  longer  in  their  power,  and  that  the  voice  of 
common  fame  saves  them  the  trouble  of  deciding  on 
your  claims.  The  public  now  are  the  posterity  of 
Milton  and  Shakespeare.  Our  posterity  will  be  the 
living  public  of  a  future  generation.  When  a  man  is 
dead,  they  put  money  in  his  coffin,  erect  monuments 
to  his  memory,  and  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  his 
birthday  in  set  speeches.  Would  they  take  any  notice 
of  him  if  he  were  living  ?  No ! — I  was  complaining  of 
this  to  a  Scotchman  who  had  been  attending  a  dinner 
and  a  subscription  to  raise  a  monument  to  Burns.  He 
replied  he  would  sooner  subscribe  twenty  pounds  to 
his  monument  than  have  given  it  him  while  living;  so 
that  if  the  poet  were  to  come  to  life  again,  he  would 
treat  him  just  as  he  was  treated  in  fact.  This  was  an 
honest  Scotchman.     What  he  said,  the  rest  would  do. 

Enough:  my  soul,  turn  from  them,  and  let  me  try 
to  regain  the  obscurity  and  quiet  that  I  love,  "far  from 
the  madding  strife,"  in  some  sequestered  corner  of  my 
own,  or  in  some  far-distant  land !  In  the  latter  case, 
I  might  carry  with  me  as  a  consolation  the  passage  in 
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Bolingbroke's  Reflections  on  Exile,  in  which  he  describes 
in  glowing  colours  the  resources  which  a  man  may 
always  find  within  himself,  and  of  which  the  world 
cannot  deprive  him. 

"Believe  me,  the  providence  of  God  has  established 
such  an  order  in  the  world,  that  of  all  which  belongs  to 
us,  the  least  valuable  parts  can  alone  fall  under  the 
will  of  others.  Whatever  is  best  is  safest;  lies  out  of 
the  reach  of  human  power;  can  neither  be  given  nor 
taken  away.  Such  is  this  great  and  beautiful  work  of 
nature,  the  world.  Such  is  the  mind  of  man,  which 
contemplates  and  admires  the  world,  whereof  it  makes 
the  noblest  part.  These  are  inseparably  ours,  and  as 
long  as  we  remain  in  one  we  shall  enjoy  the  other. 
Let  us  march  therefore  intrepidly  wherever  we  are  led 
by  the  course  of  human  accidents.  Wherever  they 
lead  us,  on  what  coast  soever  we  are  thrown  by  them, 
we  shall  not  find  ourselves  absolutely  strangers.  We 
shall  feel  the  same  revolution  of  seasons,  and  the  same 
sun  and  moon1  will  guide  the  course  of  our  year.  The 
same  azure  vault,  bespangled  with  stars,  will  be  every 
where  spread  over  our  heads.  There  is  no  part  of  the 
world  from  whence  we  may  not  admire  those  planets 
which  roll,  like  ours,  in  different  orbits  round  the  same 
central  sun;  from  whence  we  may  not  discover  an 
object  still  more  stupendous,  that  army  of  fixed  stars 
hung  up  in  the  immense  space  of  the  universe,  in- 
numerable suns  whose  beams  enlighten  and  cherish  the 
unknown  worlds  which  roll  around  them:  and  whilst 
I  am  ravished  by  such  contemplations  as  these,  whilst 

1  "Plut.  of  Banishment.  He  compares  those  who  cannot  live  out 
of  their  own  country  to  the  simple  people  who  fancied  the  moon 
of  Athens  was  a  finer  moon  than  that  of  Corinth, 

Labentem  coelo  quae  ducitis  annum. 

Virg.  Georg" 
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my   soul   is   thus    raised   up    to   heaven,   it    imports   me 
little  what  ground  I  tread  upon." 


ON  POETRY  IN  GENERAL 

The  best  general  notion  which  I  can  give  of  poetry 
is,  that  it  is  the  natural  impression  of  any  object  or 
event,  by  its  vividness  exciting  an  involuntary  move- 
ment of  imagination  and  passion,  and  producing,  by 
sympathy,  a  certain  modulation  of  the  voice,  or  sounds, 
expressing  it. 

In  treating  of  poetry,  I  shall  speak  first  of  the  sub- 
ject-matter of  it,  next  of  the  forms  of  expression  to 
which  it  gives  birth,  and  afterwards  of  its  connection 
with    harmony    of    sound. 

Poetry  is  the  language  of  the  imagination  and  the 
passions.  It  relates  to  whatever  gives  immediate  pleas- 
are  or  pain  to  the  human  mind.  It  comes  home  to  the 
bosoms  and  businesses  of  men;  for  nothing  but  what 
so  comes  home  to  them  in  the  most  general  and  intel- 
ligible shape,  can  be  a  subject  for  poetry.  Poetry  is 
the  universal  language  which  the  heart  holds  with 
nature  and  itself.  He  who  has  a  contempt  for  poetry 
cannot  have  much  respect  for  himself,  or  for  any  thing 
else.  It  is  not  a  mere  frivolous  accomplishment  (as 
some  persons  have  been  led  to  imagine),  the  trifling 
amusement  of  a  few  idle  readers  or  leisure  hours — it 
has  been  the  study  and  delight  of  mankind  in  all  ages. 
Many  people  suppose  that  poetry  is  something  to  be 
found  only  in  books,  contained  in  lines  of  ten  syllables, 
with  like  endings :  but  wherever  there  is  a  sense  of 
beauty,  or  power,  or  harmony,  as  in  the  motion  of  a 
wave  of  the  sea,  in  the  growth  of  a  flower  that  "spreads 
its  sweet  leaves  to  the  air.  and  dedicates  its  beautv  to 
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the  sun/' — there  is  poetry,  in  its  birth.  If  history  is  a 
graye  study,  poetry  may  be  said  to  be  a  grayer :  its 
materials  lie  deeper,  and  are  spread  wider.  History 
treats,  for  the  most  part,  of  the  cumbrous  and  unwieldy 
masses  of  things,  the  empty  cases  in  which  the  affairs 
of  the  world  are  packed,  under  the  heads  of  intrigue 
or  war,  in  different  states,  and  from  century  to  century : 
but  there  is  no  thought  or  feeling  that  can  haye  entered 
into  the  mind  of  man  which  he  would  be  eager  to  com- 
municate to  others,  or  which  they  would  listen  to  with 
delight,  that  is  not  a  fit  subject  for  poetry.  It  is  not  a 
branch  of  authorship:  it  is  "the  stuff  of  which  our  life 
is  made."  The  rest  is  "mere  oblivion,"  a  dead  letter: 
for  all  that  is  worth  remembering  in  life,  is  the  poetry 
of  it.  Fear  is  poetry,  hope  is  poetry,  loye  is  poetry, 
hatred  is  poetry,  contempt,  jealousy,  remorse,  admira- 
tion, wonder,  pity,  despair,  or  madness,  are  all  poetry. 
Poetry  is  that  fine  particle  within  us,  that  expands, 
rarefies,  refines,  raises  our  whole  being:  without  it 
"man's  life  is  poor  as  beast's."  Man  is  a  poetical 
animal:  and  those  of  us  who  do  not  study  the  principles 
of  poetry,  act  upon  them  all  our  lives,  like  Moliere's 
Bourgeois  Gentilhomme,  who  had  always  spoken  prose 
without  knowing  it.  The  child  is  a  poet  in  fact,  when 
he  first  plays  at  hide-and-seek,  or  repeats  the  story  of 
Jack  the  Giant-killer;  the  shepherd-boy  is  a  poet,  when 
he  first  crowns  his  mistress  with  a  garland  of  flowers ; 
the  countryman,  when  he  stops  to  look  at  the  rainbow; 
the  city-apprentice,  when  he  gazes  after  the  Lord- 
Mayor's  show;  the  miser,  when  he  hugs  his  gold;  the 
courtier,  who  builds  his  hopes  upon  a  smile;  the  sav- 
age, who  paints  his  idol  with  blood;  the  slave,  who 
worships  a  tyrant,  or  the  tyrant,  who  fancies  himself 
a  god; — the  vain,  the  ambitious,  the  proud,  the  choleric 
man,  the  hero  and  the  coward,  the  beggar  and  the  king, 
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the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  young  and  the  old,  all  live  in 
a  world  of  their  own  making;  and  the  poet  does  no  more 
than  describe  what  all  the  others  think  and  act.  If  his 
art  is  folly  and  madness,  it  is  folly  and  madness  at 
second  hand.  "There  is  warrant  for  it."  Poets  alone 
have  not  "such  seething  brains,  such  shaping  fantasies, 
that  apprehend  more  than  cooler  reason"  can. 

"The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet 
Are   of   imagination   all    compact. 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold; 
The  madman.     While  the  lover,  all  as  frantic, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt. 
The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling, 
Doth  glance   from  heav'n  to  earth,  from   earth  to 

heav'n ; 
And  as   imagination  bodies   forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shape,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a   name. 
Such  tricks   hath   strong   imagination." 

If  poetry  is  a  dream,  the  business  of  life  is  much  the 
same.  If  it  is  a  fiction,  made  up  of  what  we  wish 
things  to  be,  and  fancy  that  they  are,  because  we  wish 
them  so,  there  is  no  other  nor  better  reality.  Ariosto 
has  described  the  loves  of  Angelica  and  Medoro:  but 
was  not  Medoro,  who  carved  the  name  of  his  mistress  on 
the  barks  of  trees,  as  much  enamoured  of  her  charms 
as  he  ?  Homer  has  celebrated  the  anger  of  Achilles : 
but  was  not  the  hero  as  mad  as  the  poet?  Plato  ban- 
ished the  poets  from  his  Commonwealth,  lest  their 
descriptions  of  the  natural  man  should  spoil  his  mathe- 
matical man,  who  was  to  be  without  passions  and  af- 
fections, who  was  neither  to  laugh  nor  weep,  to  feel 
sorrow  nor  anger,  to  be  cast  down  nor  elated  by  any 
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thing.  This  was  a  chimera,  however,  which  never  ex- 
isted but  in  the  brain  of  the  inventor;  and  Homer's 
poetical  world  has  outlived  Plato's  philosophical  Re- 
public. 

Poetry  then  is  an  imitation  of  nature,  but  the  imag- 
ination and  the  passions  are  a  part  of  man's  nature. 
We  shape  things  according  to  our  wishes  and  fancies, 
without  poetry;  but  poetry  is  the  most  emphatical 
language  that  can  be  found  for  those  creations  of  the 
mind  "which  ecstasy  is  very  cunning  in."  Neither  a 
mere  description  of  natural  objects,  nor  a  mere  de- 
lineation of  natural  feelings,  however  distinct  or  forc- 
ible, constitutes  the  ultimate  end  and  aim  of  poetry, 
without  the  heightenings  of  the  imagination.  The  light 
of  poetry  is  not  only  a  direct  but  also  a  reflected  light, 
that  while  it  shews  us  the  object,  throws  a  sparkling 
radiance  on  all  around  it:  the  flame  of  the  passions, 
communicated  to  the  imagination,  reveals  to  us,  as  with 
a  flash  of  lightning,  the  inmost  recesses  of  thought,  and 
penetrates  our  whole  being.  Poetry  represents  forms 
chiefly  as  they  suggest  other  forms;  feelings,  as  they 
suggest  forms  or  other  feelings.  Poetry  puts  a  spirit 
of  life  and  motion  into  the  universe.  It  describes  the 
flowing,  not  the  fixed.  It  does  not  define  the  limits  of 
sense,  or  analyse  the  distinctions  of  the  understanding, 
but  signifies  the  excess  of  the  imagination  beyond  the 
actual  or  ordinary  impression  of  any  object  or  feeling. 
The  poetical  impression  of  any  object  is  that  uneasy, 
exquisite  sense  of  beauty  or  power  that  cannot  be  con- 
tained within  itself;  that  is  impatient  of  all  limit;  that 
(as  flame  bends  to  flame)  strives  to  link  itself  to  some 
other  image  of  kindred  beauty  or  grandeur;  to  enshrine 
itself,  as  it  were,  in  the  highest  forms  of  fancy,  and 
to  relieve  the  aching  sense  of  pleasure  by  expressing  it 
in    the    boldest    manner,    and    by    the    most    striking    ex- 
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amples  of  the  same  quality  in  other  instances.  Poetry, 
according  to  Lord  Bacon,  for  this  reason,  "has  some- 
thing divine  in  it,  because  it  raises  the  mind  and  hurries 
it  into  sublimity,  by  conforming  the  shows  of  things  to 
the  desires  of  the  soul,  instead  of  subjecting  the  soul 
to  external  things,  as  reason  and  history  do."  It  is 
strictly  the  language  of  the  imagination;  and  the  imag- 
ination is  that  faculty  which  represents  objects,  not  as 
they  are  in  themselves,  but  as  they  are  moulded  by 
other  thoughts  and  feelings,  into  an  infinite  variety  of 
shapes  and  combinations  of  power.  This  language  is 
not  the  less  true  to  nature,  because  it  is  false  in  point 
of  fact;  but  so  much  the  more  true  and  natural,  if  it 
conveys  the  impression  which  the  object  under  the  in- 
fluence of  passion  makes  on  the  mind.  Let  an  object, 
for  instance,  be  presented  to  the  senses  in  a  state  of 
agitation  or  fear — and  the  imagination  will  distort  or 
magnify  the  object,  and  convert  it  into  the  likeness  of 
whatever  is  most  proper  to  encourage  the  fear.  "Our 
eyes  are  made  the  fools"  of  our  other  faculties.  This  is 
the    universal    law    of    the    imagination, 

"That   if   it   would   but   apprehend   some   joy, 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy; 
Or   in   the  night   imagining   some   fear, 
How  easy  is  each  bush  suppos'd  a  bear  !" 

When  Iachimo  says  of  Imogen, 

" The  flame  o'  th'  taper 

Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights" — 

this  passionate  interpretation  of  the  motion  of  the 
flame  to  accord  with  the  speaker's  own  feelings,  is  true 
poetry.  The  lover,  equally  with  the  poet,  speaks  of  the 
auburn  tresses  of  his  mistress  as  locks  of  shining  gold, 
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because  the  least  tinge  of  yellow  in  the  hair  has,  from 
novelty  and  a  sense  of  personal  beauty,  a  more  lustrous 
effect  to  the  imagination  than  the  purest  gold.  We 
compare  a  man  of  gigantic  stature  to  a  tower:  not  that 
he  is  any  thing  like  so  large,  but  because  the  excess  of 
his  size  beyond  what  we  are  accustomed  to  expect,  or 
the  usual  size  of  things  of  the  same  class,  produces  by 
contrast  a  greater  feeling  of  magnitude  and  ponderous 
strength  than  another  object  of  ten  times  the  same 
dimensions.  The  intensity  of  the  feeling  makes  up 
for  the  disproportion  of  the  objects.  Things  are  equal 
to  the  imagination,  which  have  the  power  of  affecting 
the  mind  with  an  equal  degree  of  terror,  admiration, 
delight,  or  love.  When  Lear  calls  upon  the  heavens  to 
avenge  his  cause,  "for  they  are  old  like  him,',  there  is 
nothing  extravagant  or  impious  in  this  sublime  identi- 
fication of  his  age  with  theirs ;  for  there  is  no  other 
image  which  could  do  justice  to  the  agonising  sense  of 
his  wrongs  and  his  despair  ! 

Poetry  is  the  high-wrought  enthusiasm  of  fancy  and 
feeling.  As  in  describing  natural  objects,  it  impreg- 
nates sensible  impressions  with  the  forms  of  fancy,  so  it 
describes  the  feelings  of  pleasure  or  pain,  by  blending 
them  with  the  strongest  movements  of  passion,  and  the 
most  striking  forms  of  nature.  Tragic  poetry,  which 
is  the  most  impassioned  species  of  it,  strives  to  carry 
on  the  feeling  to  the  utmost  point  of  sublimity  or 
pathos,  by  all  the  force  of  comparison  or  contrast ; 
loses  the  sense  of  present  suffering  in  the  imaginary 
exaggeration  of  it ;  exhausts  the  terror  or  pity  by  an 
unlimited  indulgence  of  it;  grapples  with  impossibilities 
in  its  desperate  impatience  of  restraint;  throws  us 
back  upon  the  past,  forward  into  the  future;  brings 
every  moment  of  our  being  or  object  of  nature  in 
startling  review  before  us ;   and  in  the   rapid  whirl  of 


ON  POETRY  IN  GENERAL  241 

events,  lifts  us  from  the  depths  of  woe  to  the  highest 
contemplations  on  human  life.  When  Lear  says  of 
Edgar,  "Nothing  but  his  unkind  daughters  could  have 
brought  him  to  this,"  what  a  bewildered  amazement, 
what  a  wrench  of  the  imagination,  that  cannot  be 
brought  to  conceive  of  any  other  cause  of  misery  than 
that  which  has  bowed  it  down,  and  absorbs  all  other 
sorrow  in  its  own!  His  sorrow,  like  a  flood,  supplies 
the  sources  of  all  other  sorrow.  Again,  when  he 
exclaims  in  the  mad  scene,  "The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Tray,  Blanche,  and  Sweetheart,  see,  they  bark  at  me  !" 
it  is  passion  lending  occasion  to  imagination  to  make 
every  creature  in  league  against  him,  conjuring  up 
ingratitude  and  insult  in  their  least  looked-for  and 
most  galling  shapes,  searching  every  thread  and  fibre 
of  his  heart,  and  rinding  out  the  last  remaining  image 
of  respect  or  attachment  in  the  bottom  of  his  breast, 
only  to  torture  and  kill  it !  In  like  manner,  the  "So 
I  am"  of  Cordelia  gushes  from  her  heart  like  a  torrent 
of  tears,  relieving  it  of  a  weight  of  love  and  of  sup- 
posed ingratitude,  which  had  pressed  upon  it  for  years. 
What  a  fine  return  of  the  passion  upon  itself  is  that  in 
Othello — with  what  a  mingled  agony  of  regret  and 
despair  he  clings  to  the  last  traces  of  departed  happi- 
ness— when  he  exclaims, 

" Oh  now,  for  ever 


Farewel  the  tranquil  mind.      Farewel  content; 
Farewel   the   plumed   troops   and   the   big  war, 
That  make  ambition  virtue  !     Oh  farewel ! 
Farewel  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump. 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  th'   ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war: 
And  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
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Th'   immortal   Jove's   dread  clamours   counterfeit, 
Farewel !      Othello's   occupation's   gone  !" 

How  his  passion  lashes  itself  up  and  swells  and  rages 
like  a  tide  in  its  sounding  course,  when  in  answer  to 
the  doubts  expressed  of  his  returning  love,  he  says, 

"Never,  Iago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose   icy   current   and    compulsive   course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To    the    Propontic    and    the    Hellespont: 
Even   so   my   bloody   thoughts,   with    violent   pace, 
Shall   ne'er   look   back,   ne'er   ebb   to   humble   love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow   them   up." 

The  climax  of  his  expostulation  afterwards  with 
Desdemona  is  at  that  line, 

"But   there    where    I    have    garner'd   up    my    heart, 
To    be    discarded    thence !" 

One  mode  in  which  the  dramatic  exhibition  of  pas- 
sion excites  our  sympathy  without  raising  our  disgust 
is,  that  in  proportion  as  it  sharpens  the  edge  of  ca- 
lamity and  disappointment,  it  strengthens  the  desire 
of  good.  It  enhances  our  consciousness  of  the  blessing, 
by  making  us  sensible  of  the  magnitude  of  the  loss. 
The  storm  of  passion  lays  bare  and  shews  us  the  rich 
depths  of  the  human  soul:  the  whole  of  our  existence, 
the  sum  total  of  our  passions  and  pursuits,  of  that 
which  we  desire  and  that  which  we  dread,  is  brought 
before  us  by  contrast;  the  action  and  re-action  are 
equal;  the  keenness  of  immediate  suffering  only  gives 
us  a  more  intense  aspiration  after,  and  a  more  intimate 
participation  with  the  antagonist  world  of  good;  makes 
us    drink    deeper    of   the    cup    of    human    life;    tugs    at 
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the  heartstrings;  loosens  the  pressure  about  them;  and 
calls  the  springs  of  thought  and  feeling  into  play 
with   tenfold   force. 

Impassioned  poetry  is  an  emanation  of  the  moral 
and  intellectual  part  of  our  nature,  as  well  as  of  the 
sensitive — of  the  desire  to  know,  the  will  to  act,  and 
the  power  to  feel;  and  ought  to  appeal  to  these  differ- 
ent parts  of  our  constitution,  in  order  to  be  perfect. 
The  domestic  or  prose  tragedy,  which  is  thought  to 
be  the  most  natural,  is  in  this  sense  the  least  so,  be- 
cause it  appeals  almost  exclusively  to  one  of  these 
faculties,  our  sensibility.  The  tragedies  of  Moore  and 
Lillo,  for  this  reason,  however  affecting  at  the  time, 
oppress  and  lie  like  a  dead  weight  on  the  mind,  a  load 
of  misery  which  it  is  unable  to  throw  off;  the  tragedy 
of  Shakespeare,  which  is  true  poetry,  stirs  our  inmost 
affections,  abstracts  evil  from  itself  by  combining  it 
with  all  the  forms  of  imagination,  and  with  the  deepest 
workings  of  the  heart ;  and  rouses  the  whole  man 
within  us. 

The  pleasure,  however,  derived  from  tragic  poetry 
is  not  any  thing  peculiar  to  it  as  poetry,  as  a  fictitious 
and  fanciful  thing.  It  is  not  an  anomaly  of  the  imag- 
ination. It  has  its  source  and  ground-work  in  the 
common  love  of  strong  excitement.  As  Mr.  Burke 
observes,  people  flock  to  see  a  tragedy;  but  if  there 
were  a  public  execution  in  the  next  street,  the  theatre 
would  soon  be  empty.  It  is  not  then  the  difference 
between  fiction  and  reality  that  solves  the  difficulty. 
Children  are  satisfied  with  the  stories  of  ghosts  and 
witches  in  plain  prose :  nor  do  the  hawkers  of  full,  true, 
and  particular  accounts  of  murders  and  executions 
about  the  streets  find  it  necessary  to  have  them  turned 
into  penny  ballads,  before  they  can  dispose  of  these 
interesting  and  authentic  documents.      The  grave  poli- 
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tician  drives  a  thriving  trade  of  abuse  and  calumnies 
poured  out  against  those  whom  he  makes  his  enemies 
for  no  other  end  than  that  he  may  live  by  them.  The 
popular  preacher  makes  less  frequent  mention  of 
heaven  than  of  hell.  Oaths  and  nicknames  are  onlv  a 
more  vulgar  sort  of  poetry  or  rhetoric.  We  are  as 
fond  of  indulging  our  violent  passions  as  of  reading  a 
description  of  those  of  others.  We  are  as  prone  to 
make  a  torment  of  our  fears,  as  to  luxuriate  in  our 
hopes  of  good.  If  it  be  asked.  Why  we  do  so?  the 
best  answer  will  be.  Because  we  cannot  help  it.  The 
sense  of  power  is  as  strong  a  principle  in  the  mind  as 
the  love  of  pleasure.  Objects  of  terror  and  pity  exer- 
cise the  same  despotic  control  over  it  as  those  of  love 
or  beauty.  It  is  as  natural  to  hate  as  to  love,  to 
despise  as  to  admire,  to  express  our  hatred  or  con- 
tempt, as   our   love  or  admiration: 

"Masterless    passion   sways    us    to   the    mood 
Of   what   it  likes   or  loathes." 

Not  that  we  like  what  we  loathe;  but  we  like  to  in- 
dulge our  hatred  and  scorn  of  it.  to  dwell  upon  it,  to 
exasperate  our  idea  of  it  by  every  refinement  of  in- 
genuity and  extravagance  of  illustration;  to  make  it  a 
bugbear  to  ourselves,  to  point  it  out  to  others  in  all 
the  splendour  of  deformity,  to  embody  it  to  the  senses, 
to  stigmatise  it  by  name,  to  grapple  with  it  in  thought 
— in  action,  to  sharpen  our  intellect,  to  arm  our  will 
against  it.  to  know  the  worst  we  have  to  contend  with, 
and  to  contend  with  it  to  the  utmost.  Poetry  is  only 
the  highest  eloquence  of  passion,  the  most  vivid  form 
of  expression  that  can  be  given  to  our  conception  of 
any  thing,  whether  pleasurable  or  painful,  mean  or 
dignified,  delightful  or  distressing.  It  is  the  perfect 
coincidence  of  the  image  and  the  words  with  the  feel- 
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ing  we  have,  and  of  which  we  cannot  get  rid  in  any 
other  way,  that  gives  an  instant  "satisfaction  to  the 
thought."  This  is  equally  the  origin  of  wit  and  fancy, 
of  comedy  and  tragedy,  of  the  sublime  and  pathetic. 
When  Pope  says  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  shew, — 

"Now  night  descending,  the  proud  scene  is  o'er, 
But   lives   in   Settle's    numbers    one    day   more !" 

— when  Collins  makes  Danger,  "with  limbs  of  giant 
mould," 

"Throw  him  on  the  steep 

Of   some   loose   hanging   rock   asleep:" 

when  Lear  calls  out  in  extreme  anguish, 

"Ingratitude,   thou   marble-hearted   fiend, 
How  much  more  hideous  shew'st  in  a  child 
Than  the   sea-monster !" 

— the  passion  of  contempt  in  the  one  case,  of  terror 
in  the  other,  and  of  indignation  in  the  last,  is  perfectly 
satisfied.  We  see  the  thing  ourselves,  and  shew  it  to 
others  as  we  feel  it  to  exist,  and  as,  in  spite  of  our- 
selves, we  are  compelled  to  think  of  it.  The  imagina- 
tion, by  thus  embodying  and  turning  them  to  shape, 
gives  an  obvious  relief  to  the  indistinct  and  importu- 
nate cravings  of  the  will. — We  do  not  wish  the  thing 
to  be  so;  but  we  wish  it  to  appear  such  as  it  is.  For 
knowledge  is  conscious  power;  and  the  mind  is  no 
longer,  in  this  case,  the  dupe,  though  it  may  be  the 
victim  of  vice  or  folly. 

Poetry  is  in  all  its  shapes  the  language  of  the  imag- 
ination and  the  passions,  of  fancy  and  will.  Nothing, 
therefore,  can  be  more  absurd  than  the  outcry  which 
has  been  sometimes  raised  by  frigid  and  pedantic 
critics,    for    reducing    the    language    of    poetry    to    the 
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standard  of  common  sense  and  reason:  for  the  end  and 
use  of  poetry,  "both  at  the  first  and  now,  was  and  is 
to  hold  the  mirror  up  to  nature/'  seen  through  the 
medium  of  passion  and  imagination,  not  divested  of 
that  medium  by  means  of  literal  truth  or  abstract 
reason.  The  painter  of  history  might  as  well  be 
required  to  represent  the  face  of  a  person  who  has 
just  trod  upon  a  serpent  with  the  still-life  expression 
of  a  common  portrait,  as  the  poet  to  describe  the  most 
striking  and  vivid  impressions  which  things  can  be 
supposed  to  make  upon  the  mind,  in  the  language  of 
common  conversation.  Let  who  will  strip  nature  of 
the  colours  and  the  shapes  of  fancy,  the  poet  is  not 
bound  to  do  so:  the  impressions  of  common  sense  and 
strong  imagination,  that  is,  of  passion  and  indifference, 
cannot  be  the  same,  and  they  must  have  a  separate 
language  to  do  justice  to  either.  Objects  must  strike 
differently  upon  the  mind,  independently  of  what  they 
are  in  themselves,  as  long  as  we  have  a  different  in- 
terest in  them,  as  we  see  them  in  a  different  point  of 
view,  nearer  or  at  a  greater  distance  (morally  or  physi- 
cally speaking)  from  novelty,  from  old  acquaintance, 
from  our  ignorance  of  them,  from  our  fear  of  their 
consequences,  from  contrast,  from  unexpected  likeness. 
We  can  no  more  take  away  the  faculty  of  the  imag- 
ination, than  we  can  see  all  objects  without  light  or 
shade.  Some  things  must  dazzle  us  by  their  preter- 
natural light;  others  must  hold  us  in  suspense,  and 
tempt  our  curiosity  to  explore  their  obscurity.  Those 
who  would  dispel  these  various  illusions,  to  give  us 
their  drab-coloured  creation  in  their  stead,  are  not  very 
wise.  Let  the  naturalist,  if  he  will,  catch  the  glow- 
worm, carry  it  home  with  him  in  a  box,  and  find  it 
next  morning  nothing  but  a  little  grey  worm;  let  the 
poet   or   the   lover   of  poetry   visit   it   at   evening,   when 
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beneath  the  scented  hawthorn  and  the  crescent  moon 
it  has  built  itself  a  palace  of  emerald  light.  This  is 
also  one  part  of  nature,  one  appearance  which  the  glow- 
worm presents,  and  that  not  the  least  interesting;  so 
poetry  is  one  part  of  the  history  of  the  human  mind, 
though  it  is  neither  science  nor  philosophy.  It  cannot 
be  concealed,  however,  that  the  progress  of  knowledge 
and  refinement  has  a  tendency  to  circumscribe  the 
limits  of  the  imagination,  and  to  clip  the  wings  of 
poetry.  The  province  of  the  imagination  is  princi- 
pally visionary,  the  unknown  and  undefined:  the  under- 
standing restores  things  to  their  natural  boundaries, 
and  strips  them  of  their  fanciful  pretensions.  Hence 
the  history  of  religious  and  poetical  enthusiasm  is 
much  the  same ;  and  both  have  received  a  sensible  shock 
from  the  progress  of  experimental  philosophy.  It  is 
the  undefined  and  uncommon  that  gives  birth  and  scope 
to  the  imagination :  we  can  only  fancy  what  we  do  not 
know.  As  in  looking  into  the  mazes  of  a  tangled 
wood  we  fill  them  with  what  shapes  we  please,  with 
ravenous  beasts,  with  caverns  vast,  and  drear  enchant- 
ments, so  in  our  ignorance  of  the  world  about  us,  we 
make  gods  or  devils  of  the  first  object  we  see,  and  set 
no  bounds  to  the  wilful  suggestions  of  our  hopes  and 
fears. 

"And  visions,  as  poetic  eyes  avow, 
Hang  on  each  leaf  and  cling  to  every  bough. " 

There  can  never  be  another  Jacob's  dream.  Since  that 
time,  the  heavens  have  gone  farther  off,  and  grown 
astronomical.  They  have  become  averse  to  the  imag- 
ination, nor  will  they  return  to  us  on  the  squares  of  the 
distances,  or  on  Doctor  Chalmers's  Discourses.  Rem- 
brandt's picture  brings  the  matter  nearer  to  us. — It  is 
not    only    the    progress    of    mechanical    knowledge,    but 
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the  necessary  advances  of  civilization  that  are  un- 
favourable to  the  spirit  of  poetry.  We  not  only  stand 
in  less  awe  of  the  preternatural  worlds  but  we  can 
calculate  more  surely,  and  look  with  more  indifference, 
upon  the  regular  routine  of  this.  The  heroes  of  the 
fabulous  ages  rid  the  world  of  monsters  and  giants. 
At  present  we  are  less  exposed  to  the  vicissitudes  of 
good  or  evil,  to  the  incursions  of  wild  beasts  or  "bandit 
fierce,"  or  to  the  unmitigated  fury  of  the  elements. 
The  time  has  been  that  "our  fell  of  hair  would  at  a  dis- 
mal treatise  rouse  and  stir  as  life  were  in  it."  But  the 
police  spoils  all ;  and  we  now  hardly  so  much  as  dream 
of  a  midnight  murder.  Macbeth  is  only  tolerated  in 
this  country  for  the  sake  of  the  music;  and  in  the 
United  States  of  America,  where  the  philosophical 
principles  of  government  are  carried  still  farther  in 
theory  and  practice,  we  find  that  the  Beggar's  Opera 
is  hooted  from  the  stage.  Society,  by  degrees,  is  con- 
structed into  a  machine  that  carries  us  safely  and  in- 
sipidly from  one  end  of  life  to  the  other,  in  a  very 
comfortable  prose  style. 

"Obscurity  her  curtain  round  them  drew, 
And   siren   Sloth  a   dull  quietus   sung." 

The  remarks  which  have  been  here  made,  would,  in  some 
measure,  lead  to  a  solution  of  the  question  of  the  com- 
parative merits  of  painting  and  poetry.  I  do  not  mean 
to  give  any  preference,  but  it  should  seem  that  the 
argument  which  has  been  sometimes  set  up,  that  paint- 
ing must  affect  the  imagination  more  strongly,  because 
it  represents  the  image  more  distinctly,  is  not  well 
founded.  We  may  assume  without  much  temerity,  that 
poetry  is  more  poetical  than  painting.  When  artists 
or  connoisseurs  talk  on  stilts  about  the  poetry  of  paint- 
ing, they  shew  that  they  know  little  about  poetry,  and 


ON   POETRY  IN  GENERAL  249 

have  little  love  for  the  art.  Painting  gives  the  object 
itself;  poetry  what  it  implies.  Painting  embodies  what 
a  thing  contains  in  itself;  poetry  suggests  what  exists 
out  of  it,  in  any  manner  connected  with  it.  But  this 
last  is  the  proper  province  of  the  imagination.  Again, 
as  it  relates  to  passion,  painting  gives  the  event,  poetry 
the  progress  of  events :  but  it  is  during  the  progress, 
in  the  interval  of  expectation  and  suspense,  while  our 
hopes  and  fears  are  strained  to  the  highest  pitch  of 
breathless    agony,   that    the   pinch    of   the    interest   lies. 

"Between  the   acting  of  a   dreadful   thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma  or  a  hideous  dream. 
The    mortal    instruments    are    then    in    council; 
And  the  state  of  man,  like  to  a  little  kingdom, 
Suffers    then   the    nature   of   an   insurrection." 

But  by  the  time  that  the  picture  is  painted,  all  is 
over.  Faces  are  the  best  part  of  a  picture;  but  even 
faces  are  not  what  we  chiefly  remember  in  what  in- 
terests us  most. — But  it  may  be  asked  then,  Is  there 
any  thing  better  than  Claude  Lorraine's  landscapes, 
than  Titian's  portraits,  than  Raphael's  cartoons,  or  the 
Greek  statues?  Of  the  two  first  I  shall  say  nothing, 
as  they  are  evidently  picturesque,  rather  than  imag- 
inative. Raphael's  cartoons  are  certainly  the  finest 
comments  that  ever  were  made  on  the  Scriptures. 
Would  their  effect  be  the  same  if  we  were  not  ac- 
quainted with  the  text?  But  the  New  Testament 
existed  before  the  cartoons.  There  is  one  subject  of 
which  there  is  no  cartoon,  Christ  washing  the  feet  of 
the  disciples  the  night  before  his  death.  But  that 
chapter  does  not  need  a  commentary !  It  is  for  want 
of  some  such  resting-place  for  the  imagination  that  the 
Greek  statues  are  little  else  than  specious  forms.     Thev 


250  ESSAYS  BY   HAZLITT 

are  marble  to  the  touch  and  to  the  heart.  They  have 
not  an  informing  principle  within  them.  In  their 
faultless  excellence  they  appear  sufficient  to  themselves. 
By  their  beauty  they  are  raised  above  the  frailties  of 
passion  or  suffering.  By  their  beauty  they  are  deified. 
But  they  are  not  objects  of  religious  faith  to  us,  and 
their  forms  are  a  reproach  to  common  humanity.  They 
seem  to  have  no  sympathy  with  us,  and  not  to  want 
our  admiration. 

Poetry  in  its  matter  and  form  is  natural  imagery  or 
feeling,  combined  with  passion  and  fancy.  In  its  mode 
of  conveyance,  it  combines  the  ordinary  use  of  language 
with  musical  expression.  There  is  a  question  of  long 
standing,  in  what  the  essence  of  poetry  consists ;  or 
what  it  is  that  determines  why  one  set  of  ideas  should 
be  expressed  in  prose,  another  in  verse.  Milton  has 
told  us  his  idea  of  poetry  in  a  single  line — 

"Thoughts    that    voluntary    move 
Harmonious    numbers. " 

As  there  are  certain  sounds  that  excite  certain  move- 
ments, and  the  song  and  dance  go  together,  so  there 
are,  no  doubt,  certain  thoughts  that  lead  to  certain 
tones  of  voice,  or  modulations  of  sound,  and  change 
"the  words  of  Mercury  into  the  songs  of  Apollo." 
There  is  a  striking  instance  of  this  adaptation  of  the 
movement  of  sound  and  rhythm  to  the  subject,  in 
Spenser's  description  of  the  Satyrs  accompanying  Una 
to  the  cave  of  Sylvanus. 

"So  from  the  ground  she  fearless  doth  arise 
And  walketh  forth  without  suspect  of  crime. 
They,  all  as  glad  as  birds  of  joyous  prime, 

Thence  lead  her  forth,  about  her  dancing  round, 
Shouting   and   singing   all   a    shepherd's   rhyme; 
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And  with  green  branches  strewing  all  the  ground, 
Do  worship  her  as  queen  with  olive  garland  crown'd. 

And  all  the  way  their  merry  pipes  they  sound, 
That  all  the  woods  and  doubled  echoes   ring; 

And  with  their  horned  feet  do  wear  the   ground, 
Leaping    like    wanton    kids    in    pleasant    spring; 

So    towards    old    Sylvanus    they    her    bring, 
Who  with  the  noise  awaked,  cometh  out." 

Faery  Queen,  b.  i.  c.  vi. 

On    the    contrary,    there    is    nothing    either    musical    or 
natural    in   the   ordinary    construction   of   language.      It 
is     a     thing     altogether     arbitrary     and     conventional. 
Neither   in   the    sounds   themselves,   which   are   the    vol- 
untary signs  of  certain  ideas,  nor  in  their  grammatical 
arrangements   in   common   speech,   is    there    any   princi- 
ple  of   natural   imitation,   or   correspondence   to   the   in- 
dividual   ideas,    or    to    the    tone    of    feeling    with    which 
they   are   conveyed   to    others.      The   jerks,   the   breaks, 
the  inequalities,  and  harshnesses  of  prose,  are  fatal  to 
the  flow  of  a  poetical  imagination,  as  a  jolting  road  or 
a    stumbling    horse    disturbs    the    reverie    of    an    absent 
man.     But  poetry  makes  these  odds  all  even.     It  is  the 
music    of    language,    answering    to    the    music    of    the 
mind,  untying  as  it  were  "the  secret  soul  of  harmony." 
Wherever  any  object  takes  such  a  hold  of  the  mind  as 
to   make   us   dwell   upon   it,   and   brood   over   it,  melting 
the   heart   in   tenderness,   or   kindling  it   to   a    sentiment 
of   enthusiasm; — wherever   a    movement    of   imagination 
or  passion  is  impressed  on  the  mind,  by  which  it  seeks 
to  prolong  and   repeat   the   emotion,   to   bring   all   other 
objects  into  accord  with  it,  and  to  give  the  same  move- 
ment  of   harmony,    sustained   and   continuous,   or    grad- 
ually  varied    according   to   the    occasion,    to   the    sounds 
that  express  it — this  is  poetry.      The  musical  in  sound 
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is  the  sustained  and  continuous ;  the  musical  in  thought 
is  the  sustained  and  continuous  also.  There  is  a  near 
connection  between  music  and  deep-rooted  passion. 
Mad  people  sing.  As  often  as  articulation  passes 
naturally  into  intonation,  there  poetry  begins.  Where 
one  idea  gives  a  tone  and  colour  to  others,  where  one 
feeling  melts  others  into  it,  there  can  be  no  reason 
why  the  same  principle  should  not  be  extended  to  the 
sounds  by  which  the  voice  utters  these  emotions  of 
the  soul,  and  blends  syllables  and  lines  into  each  other. 
It  is  to  supply  the  inherent  defect  of  harmony  in  the 
customary  mechanism  of  language,  to  make  the  sound 
an  echo  to  the  sense,  when  the  sense  becomes  a  sort  of 
echo  to  itself — to  mingle  the  tide  of  verse,  "the  golden 
cadences  of  poetry,"  with  the  tide  of  feeling,  flowing 
and  murmuring  as  it  flows — in  short,  to  take  the  lan- 
guage of  the  imagination  from  off  the  ground,  and 
enable  it  to  spread  its  wings  where  it  may  indulge  its 
own   impulses — 

"Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 
Through    the    azure    deep    of    air" — 

without  being  stopped,  or  fretted,  or  diverted  with  the 
abruptnesses  and  petty  obstacles,  and  discordant  flats 
and  sharps  of  prose,  that  poetry  was  invented.  It  is 
to  common  language,  what  springs  are  to  a  carriage, 
or  wings  to  feet.  In  ordinary  speech  we  arrive  at  a 
certain  harmony  by  the  modulations  of  the  voice:  in 
poetry  the  same  thing  is  done  systematically  by  a 
regular  collocation  of  syllables.  It  has  been  well  ob- 
served, that  every  one  who  declaims  warmly,  or  grows 
intent  upon  a  subject,  rises  into  a  sort  of  blank  verse 
or  measured  prose.  The  merchant,  as  described  in 
Chaucer,  went  on  his  way  "sounding  always  the  in- 
crease of  his  winning/'      Every  prose-writer  has  more 
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or  less  a  rhythmical  adaptation,  except  poets,  who, 
when  deprived  of  the  regular  mechanism  of  verse,  seem 
to  have  no  principle  of  modulation  left  in  their 
writings. 

An  excuse  might  be  made  for  rhyme  in  the  same 
manner.  It  is  but  fair  that  the  ear  should  linger  on 
the  sounds  that  delight  it,  or  avail  itself  of  the  same 
brilliant  coincidence  and  unexpected  recurrence  of 
syllables,  that  have  been  displayed  in  the  invention 
and  collocation  of  images.  It  is  allowed  that  rhvme 
assists  the  memory;  and  a  man  of  wit  and  shrewdness 
has  been  heard  to  say,  that  the  only  four  good  lines  of 
poetry  are  the  well-known  ones  which  tell  the  number 
of  days  in  the  months  of  the  year. 

"Thirty   days   hath   September/'   &c. 

But  if  the  jingle  of  names  assists  the  memory,  may  it 
not  also  quicken  the  fancy?  and  there  are  other  things 
worth  having  at  our  finger's  ends,  besides  the  contents 
of  the  almanac. — Pope's  versification  is  tiresome,  from 
its  excessive  sweetness  and  uniformity.  Shakespeare's 
blank  verse  is  the  perfection  of  dramatic  dialogue. 

All  is  not  poetry  that  passes  for  such ;  nor  does 
verse  make  the  whole  difference  between  poetry  and 
prose.  The  Iliad  does  not  cease  to  be  poetry  in  a 
literal  translation;  and  Addison's  Campaign  has  been 
very  properly  denominated  a  Gazette  in  rhyme.  Com- 
mon prose  differs  from  poetry,  as  treating  for  the  most 
part  either  of  such  trite,  familiar,  and  irksome  matters 
of  fact,  as  convey  no  extraordinary  impulse  to  the 
imagination,  or  else  of  such  difficult  and  laborious  pro- 
cesses of  the  understanding,  as  do  not  admit  of  the 
wayward  or  violent  movements  either  of  the  imagina- 
tion or  the  passions. 

I   will  mention  three  works   which   come   as   near   to 
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poetry  as  possible  without  absolutely  being  so,  namely, 
the  Pilgrim's  Progress,  Robinson  Crusoe,  and  the  Tales 
of  Boccaccio.  Chaucer  and  Dryden  have  translated 
some  of  the  last  into  English  rhyme,  but  the  essence 
and  the  power  of  poetry  was  there  before.  That  which 
lifts  the  spirit  above  the  earth,  which  draws  the  soul 
out  of  itself  with  indescribable  longings,  is  poetry  in 
kind,  and  generally  fit  to  become  so  in  name,  by  being 
"married  to  immortal  verse. "  If  it  is  of  the  essence  of 
poetry  to  strike  and  fix  the  imagination,  whether  we 
will  or  no,  to  make  the  eye  of  childhood  glisten  with 
the  starting  tear,  to  be  never  thought  of  afterwards 
with  indifference,  John  Bunyan  and  Daniel  Defoe  may 
be  permitted  to  pass  for  poets  in  their  way.  The  mix- 
ture of  fancy  and  reality  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress  was 
never  equalled  in  any  allegory.  His  pilgrims  walk 
above  the  earth,  and  yet  are  on  it.  What  zeal,  what 
beauty,  what  truth  of  fiction !  What  deep  feeling  in 
the  description  of  Christian's  swimming  across  the 
water  at  last,  and  in  the  picture  of  the  Shining  Ones 
within  the  gates,  with  wings  at  their  backs  and  gar- 
lands on  their  heads,  who  are  to  wipe  all  tears  from 
his  eyes  !  The  writer's  genius,  though  not  "dipped  in 
dews  of  Castalie,"  was  baptised  with  the  Holy  Spirit 
and  with  fire.  The  prints  in  this  book  are  no  small 
part  of  it.  If  the  confinement  of  Philoctetes  in  the 
island  of  Lemnos  was  a  subject  for  the  most  beautiful 
of  all  the  Greek  tragedies,  what  shall  we  say  to  Rob- 
inson Crusoe  in  his  ?  Take  the  speech  of  the  Greek 
hero  on  leaving  his  cave,  beautiful  as  it  is,  and  com- 
pare it  with  the  reflections  of  the  English  adventurer 
in  his  solitary  place  of  confinement.  The  thoughts  of 
home,  and  of  all  from  which  he  is  for  ever  cut  off, 
swell  and  press  against  his  bosom,  as  the  heaving 
ocean  rolls  its  ceaseless   tide  against  the   rocky  shore, 
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and  the  very  beatings   of  his   heart  become   audible   in 
the  eternal  silence  that  surrounds  him.     Thus  he  says, 

"As  I  walked  about,  either  in  my  hunting,  or  for 
viewing  the  country,  the  anguish  of  my  soul  at  my  con- 
dition would  break  out  upon  me  on  a  sudden,  and  my 
very  heart  would  die  within  me  to  think  of  the  woods, 
the  mountains,  the  deserts  I  was  in;  and  how  I  was 
a  prisoner,  locked  up  with  the  eternal  bars  and  bolts 
of  the  ocean,  in  an  uninhabited  wilderness,  without 
redemption.  In  the  midst  of  the  greatest  composures 
of  my  mind,  this  would  break  out  upon  me  like  a  storm, 
and  make  me  wring  my  hands,  and  weep  like  a  child. 
Sometimes  it  would  take  me  in  the  middle  of  my 
work,  and  I  would  immediately  sit  down  and  sigh,  and 
look  upon  the  ground  for  an  hour  or  two  together,  and 
this  was  still  worse  to  me,  for  if  I  could  burst  into 
tears  or  vent  myself  in  words,  it  would  go  off,  and  the 
grief  having  exhausted  itself   would   abate."      P.    50. 

The  story  of  his  adventures  would  not  make  a 
poem  like  the  Odyssey,  it  is  true;  but  the  relator  had 
the  true  genius  of  a  poet.  It  has  been  made  a  question 
whether  Richardson's  romances  are  poetry;  and  the 
answer  perhaps  is,  that  they  are  not  poetry,  because 
they  are  not  romance.  The  interest  is  worked  up  to 
an  inconceivable  height ;  but  it  is  by  an  infinite  num- 
ber of  little  things,  by  incessant  labour  and  calls  upon 
the  attention,  by  a  repetition  of  blows  that  have  no  re- 
bound in  them.  The  sympathy  excited  is  not  a  vol- 
untary contribution,  but  a  tax.  Nothing  is  unforced 
and  spontaneous.  There  is  a  want  of  elasticity  and 
motion.  The  story  does  not  "give  an  echo  to  the  seat 
where  love  is  throned. "  The  heart  does  not  answer 
of  itself  like  a  chord  in  music.  The  fancy  does  not 
run   on   before   the   writer   with   breathless    expectation, 
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but  is  dragged  along  with  an  infinite  number  of  pins 
and  wheels,  like  those  with  which  the  Lilliputians 
dragged  Gulliver  pinioned  to  the  royal  palace. — Sir 
Charles  Grandison  is  a  coxcomb.  What  sort  of  a  figure 
would  he  cut  translated  into  an  epic  poem  by  the  side 
of  Achilles  ?  Clarissa,  the  divine  Clarissa,  is  too  in- 
teresting by  half.  She  is  interesting  in  her  ruffles,  in 
her  gloves,  her  samplers,  her  aunts  and  uncles — she  is 
interesting  in  all  that  is  uninteresting.  Such  things, 
however  intensely  they  may  be  brought  home  to  us, 
are  not  conductors  to  the  imagination.  There  is  in- 
finite truth  and  feeling  in  Richardson;  but  it  is  ex- 
tracted from  a  caput  mortuum  of  circumstances:  it  does 
not  evaporate  of  itself.  His  poetical  genius  is  like 
Ariel  confined  in  a  pine-tree,  and  requires  an  artificial 
process   to  let  it  out.      Shakespeare   says — 

"Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum, 
Which    issues    whence    'tis    nourished,    our    gentle 

flame 
Provokes  itself,  and  like  the  current  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes/'1 

I  shall  conclude  this  general  account  with  some 
remarks  on  four  of  the  principal  works  of  poetry  in 
the  world,  at  different  periods  of  history — Homer,  the 

1  Burke's  writings  are  not  poetry,  notwithstanding  the  vividness 
of  the  fancy,  because  the  subject  matter  is  abstruse  and  dry,  not 
natural,  but  artificial.  The  difference  between  poetry  and  eloquence 
is,  that  the  one  is  the  eloquence  of  the  imagination,  and  the  other  of 
the  understanding.  Eloquence  tries  to  persuade  the  will,  and  con- 
vince the  reason:  poetry  produces  its  effect  by  instantaneous  sym- 
pathy. Nothing  is  a  subject  for  poetry  that  admits  of  a  dispute. 
Poets  are  in  general  bad  prose-writers,  because  their  images,  though 
fine  in  themselves,  are  not  to  the  purpose,  and  do  not  carry  on  the 
argument.  The  French  poetry  wants  the  forms  of  the  imagination. 
It  is  didactic  more  than  dramatic.  And  some  of  our  own  poetry 
which  has  been  most  admired,  is  only  poetry  in  the  rhyme,  and  in 
the  studied  use  of  poetic  diction. 
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Bible,  Dante,  and  let  me  add,  Ossian.  In  Homer,  the 
principle  of  action  or  life  is  predominant;  in  the  Bible, 
the  principle  of  faith  and  the  idea  of  Providence; 
Dante  is  a  personification  of  blind  will;  and  in  Ossian 
we  see  the  decay  of  life,  and  the  lag-end  of  the  world. 
Homer's  poetry  is  the  heroic;  it  is  full  of  life  and 
action;  it  is  bright  as  the  day,  strong  as  a  river.  In 
the  vigour  of  his  intellect,  he  grapples  with  all  the 
objects  of  nature,  and  enters  into  all  the  relations  of 
social  life.  He  saw  many  countries,  and  the  manners 
of  many  men;  and  he  has  brought  them  all  together 
in  his  poem.  He  describes  his  heroes  going  to  battle 
with  a  prodigality  of  life,  arising  from  an  exuberance 
of  animal  spirits:  we  see  them  before  us,  their  num- 
ber, and  their  order  of  battle,  poured  out  upon  the 
plain  "all  plumed  like  ostriches,  like  eagles  newly 
bathed,  wanton  as  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls,  youthful 
as  May,  and  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsummer/' 
covered  with  glittering  armour,  with  dust  and  blood; 
while  the  gods  quaff  their  nectar  in  golden  cups,  or 
mingle  in  the  fray;  and  the  old  men  assembled  on  the 
walls  of  Troy  rise  up  with  reverence  as  Helen  passes 
by  them.  The  multitude  of  things  in  Homer  is  won- 
derful ;  their  splendour,  their  truth,  their  force,  and 
variety.  His  poetry  is,  like  his  religion,  the  poetry 
of  number  and  form:  he  describes  the  bodies  as  well 
as  the  souls  of  men. 

The  poetry  of  the  Bible  is  that  of  imagination  and 
of  faith:  it  is  abstract  and  disembodied:  it  is  not  the 
poetry  of  form,  but  of  power ;  not  of  multitude,  but  of 
immensity.  It  does  not  divide  into  many,  but  ag- 
grandises into  one.  Its  ideas  of  nature  are  like  its 
ideas  of  God.  It  is  not  the  poetry  of  social  life,  but  of 
solitude:  each  man  seems  alone  in  the  world,  with  the 
original  forms  of  nature,  the  rocks,  the  earth,  and  the 
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sky.  It  is  not  the  poetry  of  action  or  heroic  enter- 
prise, but  of  faith  in  a  supreme  Providence,  and  resig- 
nation to  the  power  that  governs  the  universe.  As  the 
idea  of  God  was  removed  farther  from  humanity,  and 
a  scattered  polytheism,  it  became  more  profound  and 
intense,  as  it  became  more  universal,  for  the  Infinite 
is  present  to  everything:  "If  we  fly  into  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth,  it  is  there  also;  if  we  turn  to  the 
east  or  the  west,  we  cannot  escape  from  it."  Man  is 
thus  aggrandised  in  the  image  of  his  Maker.  The 
history  of  the  patriarchs  is  of  this  kind ;  they  are 
founders  of  a  chosen  race  of  people,  the  inheritors  of 
the  earth;  they  exist  in  the  generations  which  are  to 
come  after  them.  Their  poetry,  like  their  religious 
creed,  is  vast,  unformed,  obscure,  and  infinite;  a  vision 
is  upon  it — an  invisible  hand  is  suspended  over  it. 
The  spirit  of  the  Christian  religion  consists  in  the 
glory  hereafter  to  be  revealed;  but  in  the  Hebrew 
dispensation,  Providence  took  an  immediate  share  in 
the  affairs  of  this  life.  Jacob's  dream  arose  out  of 
this  intimate  communion  between  heaven  and  earth ; 
it  was  this  that  let  down,  in  the  sight  of  the  youthful 
patriarch,  a  golden  ladder  from  the  sky  to  the  earth, 
with  angels  ascending  and  descending  upon  it,  and 
shed  a  light  upon  the  lonely  place,  which  can  never 
pass  away.  The  story  of  Ruth,  again,  is  as  if  all  the 
depth  of  natural  affection  in  the  human  race  was  in- 
volved in  her  breast.  There  are  descriptions  in  the 
book  of  Job  more  prodigal  of  imagery,  more  intense 
in  passion,  than  any  thing  in  Homer,  as  that  of  the 
state  of  his  prosperity,  and  of  the  vision  that  came  upon 
him  by  night.  The  metaphors  in  the  Old  Testament 
are  more  boldly  figurative.  Things  were  collected  more 
into  masses,  and  gave  a  greater  momentum  to  the 
imagination. 
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Dante  was  the  father  of  modern  poetry,  and  he  may 
therefore  claim  a  place  in  this  connection.  His  poem 
is  the  first  great  step  from  Gothic  darkness  and 
barbarism;  and  the  struggle  of  thought  in  it  to  burst 
the  thraldom  in  which  the  human  mind  had  been  so 
long  held,  is  felt  in  every  page.  He  stood  bewildered, 
not  appalled,  on  that  dark  shore  which  separates  the 
ancient  and  the  modern  world;  and  saw  the  glories  of 
antiquity  dawning  through  the  abyss  of  time,  while 
revelation  opened  its  passage  to  the  other  world.  He 
was  lost  in  wonder  at  what  had  been  done  before  him, 
and  he  dared  to  emulate  it.  Dante  seems  to  have 
been  indebted  to  the  Bible  for  the  gloomy  tone  of  his 
mind,  as  well  as  for  the  prophetic  fury  which  exalts 
and  kindles  his  poetry;  but  he  is  utterly- unlike  Homer. 
His  genius  is  not  a  sparkling  flame,  but  the  sullen  heat 
of  a  furnace.  He  is  power,  passion,  self-will  personi- 
fied. In  all  that  relates  to  the  descriptive  or  fanciful 
part  of  poetry,  he  bears  no  comparison  to  many  who 
had  gone  before,  or  who  have  come  after  him;  but 
there  is  a  gloomy  abstraction  in  his  conceptions,  which 
lies  like  a  dead  weight  upon  the  mind;  a  benumbing 
stupor,  a  breathless  awe,  from  the  intensity  of  the  im- 
pression; a  terrible  obscurity,  like  that  which  oppresses 
us  in  dreams ;  an  identity  of  interest,  which  moulds 
every  object  to  its  own  purposes,  and  clothes  all  things 
with  the  passions  and  imaginations  of  the  human  soul, 
— that  make  amends  for  all  other  deficiencies.  The 
immediate  objects  he  presents  to  the  mind,  are  not 
much  in  themselves,  they  want  grandeur,  beauty,  and 
order;  but  they  become  everything  by  the  force  of 
the  character  he  impresses  upon  them.  His  mind  lends 
its  own  power  to  the  objects  which  it  contemplates, 
instead  of  borrowing  it  from  them.      He  takes   advan- 
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tage  even  of  the  nakedness  and  dreary  vacuity  of  his 
subject.  His  imagination  peoples  the  shades  of  death, 
and  broods  over  the  silent  air.  He  is  the  severest  of 
all  writers,  the  most  hard  and  impenetrable,  the  most 
opposite  to  the  flowery  and  glittering;  who  relies  most 
on  his  own  power,  and  the  sense  of  it  in  others,  and 
who  leaves  most  room  to  the  imagination  of  his  readers. 
Dante's  only  endeavour  is  to  interest;  and  he  interests 
by  exciting  our  sympathy  with  the  emotion  by  which 
he  is  himself  possessed.  He  does  not  place  before  us 
the  objects  by  which  that  emotion  has  been  created; 
but  he  seizes  on  the  attention,  by  shewing  us  the  effect 
they  produce  on  his  feelings ;  and  his  poetry  accord- 
ingly gives  the  same  thrilling  and  overwhelming  sen- 
sation, which  is  caught  by  gazing  on  the  face  of  a 
person  who  has  seen  some  object  of  horror.  The 
improbability  of  the  events,  the  abruptness  and  mo- 
notony in  the  Inferno,  are  excessive:  but  the  interest 
never  flags,  from  the  continued  earnestness  of  the 
author's  mind.  Dante's  great  power  is  in  combining 
internal  feelings  with  external  objects.  Thus  the  gate 
of  hell,  on  which  that  withering  inscription  is  written, 
seems  to  be  endowed  with  speech  and  consciousness, 
and  to  utter  its  dread  warning,  not  without  a  sense  of 
mortal  woes.  This  author  habitually  unites  the  ab- 
solutely local  and  individual  with  the  greatest  wild- 
ness  and  mysticism.  In  the  midst  of  the  obscure  and 
shadowy  regions  of  the  lower  world,  a  tomb  suddenly 
rises  up  with  the  inscription,  "I  am  the  tomb  of  Pope 
Anastasius  the  Sixth:"  and  half  the  personages  whom 
he  has  crowded  into  the  Inferno  are  his  own  ac- 
quaintance. All  this,  perhaps,  tends  to  heighten  the 
effect  by  the  bold  intermixture  of  realities,  and  by  an 
appeal,   as    it    were,   to   the   individual    knowledge    and 
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experience  of  the  reader.  He  affords  few  subjects 
for  picture.  There  is,  indeed,  one  gigantic  one,  that 
of  Count  Ugolino,  of  which  Michael  Angelo  made  a 
bas-relief,  and  which  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  ought  not 
to   have   painted. 

Another  writer  whom  I  shall  mention  last,  and  whom 
I  cannot  persuade  myself  to  think  a  mere  modern  in 
the  groundwork,  is  Ossian.  He  is  a  feeling  and  a  name 
that  can  never  be  destroyed  in  the  minds  of  his  readers. 
As  Homer  is  the  first  vigour  and  lustihed,  Ossian  is 
the  decay  and  old  age  of  poetry.  He  lives  only  in 
the  recollection  and  regret  of  the  past.  There  is  one 
impression  which  he  conveys  more  entirely  than  all 
other  poets,  namely,  the  sense  of  privation,  the  loss  of 
all  things,  of  friends,  of  good  name,  of  country — he  is 
even  without  God  in  the  world.  He  converses  only 
with  the  spirits  of  the  departed;  with  the  motionless 
and  silent  clouds.  The  cold  moonlight  sheds  its  faint 
lustre  on  his  head;  the  fox  peeps  out  of  the  ruined 
tower;  the  thistle  waves  its  beard  to  the  wandering 
gale;  and  the  strings  of  his  harp  seem,  as  the  hand  of 
age,  as  the  tale  of  other  times,  passes  over  them,  to 
sigh  and  rustle  like  the  dry  reeds  in  the  winter's  wind ! 
The  feeling  of  cheerless  desolation,  of  the  loss  of  the 
pith  and  sap  of  existence,  of  the  annihilation  of  the 
substance,  and  the  clinging  to  the  shadow  of  all  things 
as  in  a  mock-embrace,  is  here  perfect.  In  this  way, 
the  lamentation  of  Selma  for  the  loss  of  Salgar  is  the 
finest  of  all.  If  it  were  indeed  possible  to  shew  that 
this  writer  was  nothing,  it  would  only  be  another  in- 
stance of  mutability,  another  blank  made,  another  void 
left  in  the  heart,  another  confirmation  of  that  feeling 
which  makes  him  so  often  complain,  "Roll  on,  ye  dark 
brown  years,  ye  bring  no  joy  on  your  wing  to  Ossian!" 
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ON    THE    PERIODICAL    ESSAYISTS 

"The   proper    study    of    mankind   is    man." 

I  now  come  to  speak  of  that  sort  of  writing  which 
has  been  so  successfully  cultivated  in  this  country  by 
our  periodical  Essayists,  and  which  consists  in  apply- 
ing the  talents  and  resources  of  the  mind  to  all  that 
mixed  mass  of  human  affairs,  which,  though  not  in- 
cluded under  the  head  of  any  regular  art,  science,  or 
profession,  falls  under  the  cognizance  of  the  writer, 
and  "comes  home  to  the  business  and  bosoms  of  men." 
Quicquid  agunt  homines  nostri  farrago  libelli,  is  the 
general  motto  of  this  department  of  literature.  It  does 
not  treat  of  minerals  or  fossils,  of  the  virtues  of  plants, 
or  the  influence  of  planets ;  it  does  not  meddle  with 
forms  of  belief,  or  systems  of  philosophy,  nor  launch 
into  the  world  of  spiritual  existences ;  but  it  makes 
familiar  with  the  world  of  men  and  women,  records 
their  actions,  assigns  their  motives,  exhibits  their 
whims,  characterises  their  pursuits  in  all  their  singular 
and  endless  variety,  ridicules  their  absurdities,  exposes 
their  inconsistencies,  "holds  the  mirror  up  to  nature, 
and  shews  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time  its 
form  and  pressure ;"  takes  minutes  of  our  dress,  air, 
looks,  words,  thoughts,  and  actions ;  shews  us  what  we 
are,  and  what  we  are  not ;  plays  the  whole  game  of 
human  life  over  before  us,  and  by  making  us  en- 
lightened spectators  of  its  many-coloured  scenes,  en- 
ables us  (if  possible)  to  become  tolerably  reasonable 
agents  in  the  one  in  which  we  have  to  perform  a  part. 
"The  act  and  practic  part  of  life  is  thus  made  the 
mistress  of  our  theorique."  It  is  the  best  and  most 
natural  course  of  study.  It  is  in  morals  and  manners 
what    the    experimental    is    in    natural    philosophy,    as 
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opposed  to  the  dogmatical  method.  It  does  not  deal 
in  sweeping  clauses  of  proscription  and  anathema,  but 
in  nice  distinctions  and  liberal  constructions.  It  makes 
up  its  general  accounts  from  details,  its  few  theories 
from  many  facts.  It  does  not  try  to  prove  all  black 
or  all  white  as  it  wishes,  but  lays  on  the  intermediate 
colours,  (and  most  of  them  not  unpleasing  ones,)  as 
it  finds  them  blended  with  "the  web  of  our  life,  which 
is  of  a  mingled  yarn,  good  and  ill  together. "  It  in- 
quires what  human  life  is  and  has  been,  to  shew  what  it 
ought  to  be.  It  follows  it  into  courts  and  camps,  into 
town  and  country,  into  rustic  sports  or  learned  dispu- 
tations, into  the  various  shades  of  prejudice  or  ig- 
norance, of  refinement  or  barbarism,  into  its  private 
haunts  or  public  pageants,  into  its  weaknesses  and 
littlenesses,  its  professions  and  its  practices — before 
it  pretends  to  distinguish  right  from  wrong,  or  one 
thing  from  another.  How,  indeed,  should  it  do  so 
otherwise? 

"Quid   sit   pulchrum,   quid   turpe,   quid   utile,   quid 
non, 
Plenius   et   melius    Chrysippo   et   Crantore   dicit." 

The  writers  I  speak  of  are,  if  not  moral  philosophers, 
moral  historians,  and  that's  better :  or  if  they  are  both, 
they  found  the  one  character  upon  the  other ;  their 
premises  precede  their  conclusions;  and  we  put  faiih 
in  their  testimony,  for  we  know  that  it  is  true. 

Montaigne  was  the  first  person  who  in  his  Essays 
led  the  way  to  this  kind  of  writing  among  the  moderns. 
The  great  merit  of  Montaigne  then  was,  that  he  may 
be  said  to  have  been  the  first  who  had  the  courage  to 
say  as  an  author  what  he  felt  as  a  man.  And  as 
courage  is  generally  the  effect  of  conscious  strength, 
he   was   probably   led   to   do   so   by   the   richness,   truth, 
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and  force  of  his  own  observations  on  books  and  men. 
He  was,  in  the  truest  sense,  a  man  of  original  mind, 
that  is,  he  had  the  power  of  looking  at  things  for 
himself,  or  as  they  really  were,  instead  of  blindly 
trusting  to,  and  fondly  repeating  what  others  told  him 
that  they  were.  He  got  rid  of  the  go-cart  of  prejudice 
and  affectation,  with  the  learned  lumber  that  follows 
at  their  heels,  because  he  could  do  without  them.  In 
taking  up  his  pen  he  did  not  set  up  for  a  philosopher, 
wit,  orator,  or  moralist,  but  he  became  all  these  by 
merely  daring  to  tell  us  whatever  passed  through  his 
mind,  in  its  naked  simplicity  and  force,  that  he  thought 
any  ways  worth  communicating.  He  did  not,  in  the 
abstract  character  of  an  author,  undertake  to  say  all 
that  could  be  said  upon  a  subject,  but  what  in  his 
capacity  as  an  inquirer  after  truth  he  happened  to 
know  about  it.  He  was  neither  a  pedant  nor  a  bigot. 
He  neither  supposed  that  he  was  bound  to  know  all 
things,  nor  that  all  things  were  bound  to  conform  to 
what  he  had  fancied  or  would  have  them  to  be.  In  treat- 
ing of  men  and  manners,  he  spoke  of  them  as  he  found 
them,  not  according  to  preconceived  notions  and  ab- 
stract dogmas;  and  he  began  by  teaching  us  what  he 
himself  was.  In  criticising  books  he  did  not  compare 
them  with  rules  and  systems,  but  told  us  what  he  saw 
to  like  or  dislike  in  them.  He  did  not  take  his  standard 
of  excellence  "according  to  an  exact  scale"  of  Aristotle, 
or  fall  out  with  a  work  that  was  good  for  anything, 
because  "not  one  of  the  angles  at  the  four  corners  was 
a  right  one/'  He  was,  in  a  word,  the  first  author  who 
was  not  a  book-maker,  and  who  wrote  not  to  make 
converts  of  others  to  established  creeds  and  prejudices, 
but  to  satisfy  his  own  mind  of  the  truth  of  things.  In 
this  respect  we  know  not  which  to  be  most  charmed 
with,  the  author  or  the  man.     There  is  an  inexpressible 
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frankness  and  sincerity,  as  well  as  power,  in  what  he 
writes.  There  is  no  attempt  at  imposition  or  conceal- 
ment, no  juggling  tricks  or  solemn  mouthing,  no 
laboured  attempts  at  proving  himself  always  in  the 
right,  and  everybody  else  in  the  wrong;  he  says  what  is 
uppermost,  lays  open  what  floats  at  the  top  or  the  bot- 
tom of  his  mind,  and  deserves  Pope's  character  of 
him,  where   he   professes   to 

" pour    out    all    as    plain 

As    downright    Shippen,    or    as    old    Montaigne. 'n 

He  does  not  converse  with  us  like  a  pedagogue  with 
his  pupil,  whom  he  wishes  to  make  as  great  a  block- 
head as  himself,  but  like  a  philosopher  and  friend  who 
has  passed  through  life  with  thought  and  observation, 
and  is  willing  to  enable  others  to  pass  through  it  with 
pleasure  and  profit.  A  writer  of  this  stamp,  I  confess,* 
appears  to  me  as  much  superior  to  a  common  book- 
worm, as  a  library  of  real  books  is  superior  to  a  mere 
bookcase,  painted  and  lettered  on  the  outside  with  the 
names  of  celebrated  works.  As  he  was  the  first  to 
attempt  this  new  way  of  writing,  so  the  same  strong 
natural  impulse  which  prompted  the  undertaking,  car- 
ried him  to  the  end  of  his  career.  The  same  force  and 
honesty  of  mind  which  urged  him  to  throw  off  the 
shackles  of  custom  and  prejudice,  would  enable  him  to 
complete  his  triumph  over  them.  He  has  left  little 
for  his  successors  to  achieve  in  the  way  of  just  and 
original  speculation  on  human  life.  Nearly  all  the 
thinking  of  the  two  last  centuries  of  that  kind  which 
the  French  denominate  morale  observatrice,  is  to  be 
found  in  Montaigne's  Essays:  there  is  the  germ,  at 
least,  and  generally   much  more.      He   sowed   the   seed 

1  Why  Pope  should  say  in  reference  to  him,  "Ox  more  wise  Char- 
ron,"  is  not  easy  to  determine. 
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and  cleared  away  the  rubbish,  even  where  others  have 
reaped  the  fruit,  or  cultivated  and  decorated  the  soil 
to  a  greater  degree  of  nicety  and  perfection.  There 
is  no  one  to  whom  the  old  Latin  adage  is  more  ap- 
plicable than  to  Montaigne,  "Pereant  istl  qui  ante  nos 
nostra  dixerunt."  There  has  been  no  new  impulse 
given  to  thought  since  his  time.  Among  the  specimens 
of  criticisms  on  authors  which  he  has  left  us,  are  those 
on  Virgil,  Ovid,  and  Boccaccio,  in  the  account  of 
books  which  he  thinks  worth  reading,  or  (which  is  the 
same  thing)  which  he  finds  he  can  read  in  his  old  age. 
and  which  may  be  reckoned  among  the  few  criticisms 
which  are  worth  reading  at  any  age.1 

Montaigne's  Essays  were  translated  into  English  by 

1  As  an  instance  of  his  general  power  of  reasoning,  I  shall  give  his 
chapter  entitled  One  Man's  Profit  is  another's  Loss,  in  which  he  has 
nearly  anticipated  Mandeville's  celebrated  paradox  of  private  vices 
being  public  benefits: — 

Demades,  the  Athenian,  condemned  a  fellow-citizen,  who  furnished 
out  funerals,  for  demanding  too  great  a  price  for  his  goods:  and  if 
he  got  an  estate,  it  must  be  by  the  death  of  a  great  many  people: 
but  I  think  it  a  sentence  ill  grounded,  forasmuch  as  no  profit  can  be 
made,  but  at  the  expense  of  some  other  person,  and  that  every  kind 
of  gain  is  by  that  rule  liable  to  be  condemned.  The  tradesman  thrives 
by  the  debauchery  of  youth,  and  the  farmer  by  the  dearness  of  corn: 
the  architect  by  the  ruin  of  buildings,  the  officers  of  justice  by  quarrels 
and  law-suits;  nay,  even  the  honour  and  fimction  of  divines  is  owing 
to  our  mortality  and  vices.  Xo  physician  takes  pleasure  in  the  health 
even  of  his  best  friends,  said  the  ancient  Greek  comedian,  nor  soldier 
in  the  peace  of  his  country;  and  so  of  the  rest.  And,  what  is  yet 
worse,  let  every  one  but  examine  his  own  heart,  and  he  will  find, 
that  his  private  wishes  spring  and  grow  up  at  the  expense  of  some 
other  person.  Upon  which  consideration  this  thought  came  into  my 
head,  that  nature  does  not  hereby  deviate  from  her  general  policy; 
for  the  naturalists  hold,  that  the  birth,  nourishment,  and  increase 
of  any  one  thing  is  the  decay  and  corruption  of  another: 

"Nam  quodennque  snis  mutatum  finibus  exit, 
Continuo  hoc  mors  est  illius,  quod  f nit  ante.  i.  e. 

For  what  from  its  own  confines  chang'd  doth  pass, 
Is  straight  the  death  of  what  before  it  was." 

Vol.  I,  Chap.  xxi. 
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Charles  Cotton,  who  was  one  of  the  wits  and  poets  of 
the  age  of  Charles  II;  and  Lord  Halifax,  one  of  the 
noble  critics  of  that  day,  declared  it  to  be  "the  book 
in  the  world  he  was  the  best  pleased  with."  This  mode 
of  familiar  Essay-writings  free  from  the  trammels  of 
the  schools,  and  the  airs  of  professed  authorship,  was 
successfully  imitated,  about  the  same  time,  by  Cowley 
and  Sir  William  Temple,  in  their  miscellaneous  Essays, 
which  are  very  agreeable  and  learned  talking  upon 
paper.  Lord  Shaftesbury,  on  the  contrary,  who  aimed 
at  the  same  easy,  degage  mode  of  communicating  his 
thoughts  to  the  world,  has  quite  spoiled  his  matter, 
which  is  sometimes  valuable,  by  his  manner,  in  which 
he  carries  a  certain  flaunting,  flowery,  figurative,  flirt- 
ing style  of  amicable  condescension  to  the  reader,  to 
an  excess  more  tantalising  than  the  most  starched  and 
ridiculous  formality  of  the  age  of  James  I.  There  is 
nothing  so  tormenting  as  the  affectation  of  ease  and 
freedom   from   affectation. 

The  ice  being  thus  thawed,  and  the  barrier  that 
kept  authors  at  a  distance  from  common  sense  and 
feeling  broken  through,  the  transition  was  not  difficult 
from  Montaigne  and  his  imitators  to  our  Periodical 
Essayists.  These  last  applied  the  same  unrestrained 
expression  of  their  thoughts  to  the  more  immediate  and 
passing  scenes  of  life,  to  temporary  and  local  matters; 
and  in  order  to  discharge  the  invidious  office  of  Censor 
Morum  more  freely,  and  with  less  responsibility,  as- 
sumed some  fictitious  and  humorous  disguise,  which, 
however,  in  a  great  degree  corresponded  to  their  own 
peculiar  habits  and  character.  By  thus  concealing 
their  own  name  and  person  under  the  title  of  the 
Tatler,  Spectator,  &c,  they  were  enabled  to  inform  us 
more  fully  of  what  was  passing  in  the  world,  while 
the    dramatic    contrast    and    ironical    point    of    view    to 
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which  the  whole  is  subjected,  added  a  greater  liveliness 
and  piquancy  to  the  descriptions.  The  philosopher 
and  wit  here  commences  newsmonger,  makes  himself 
master  of  "the  perfect  spy  o'  th'  time/*  and  from  his 
various  walks  and  turns  through  life,  brings  home  little 
curious  specimens  of  the  humours,  opinions,  and  man- 
ners of  his  contemporaries,  as  the  botanist  brings  home 
different  plants  and  weeds,  or  the  mineralogist  differ- 
ent shells  and  fossils,  to  illustrate  their  several  theories, 
and  be   useful   to   mankind. 

The  first  of  these  papers  that  was  attempted  in  this 
country  was  set  up  by  Steele  in  the  beginning  of  the 
last  century;  and  of  all  our  periodical  Essayists,  the 
Tatler  (for  that  was  the  name  he  assumed)  has  al- 
ways appeared  to  me  the  most  amusing  and  agreeable= 
Montaigne,  whom  I  have  proposed  to  consider  as  the 
father  of  this  kind  of  personal  authorship  among  the 
moderns,  in  which  the  reader  is  admitted  behind  the 
curtain,  and  sits  down  with  the  writer  in  his  gown  and 
slippers,  was  a  most  magnanimous  and  undisguised 
egotist;  but  Isaac  Bickerstaff,  Esq.,  was  the  more  dis- 
interested gossip  of  the  two.  The  French  author  is 
contented  to  describe  the  peculiarities  of  his  own  mind 
and  constitution,  which  he  does  with  a  copious  and 
unsparing  hand.  The  English  journalist  good- 
naturedly  lets  you  into  the  secret  both  of  his  own 
affairs  and  those  of  others.  A  young  lady,  on  the 
other  side  Temple  Bar,  cannot  be  seen  at  her  glass  for 
half  a  day  together,  but  Mr.  Bickerstaff  takes  due 
notice  of  it;  and  he  has  the  first  intelligence  of  the 
symptoms  of  the  belle  passion  appearing  in  any  young 
gentleman  at  the  West-end  of  the  town.  The  depart- 
ures and  arrivals  of  widows  with  handsome  jointures, 
either  to  bury  their  grief  in  the  country,  or  to  procure 
a  second  husband  in  town,  are  punctually  recorded  in 
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his  pages.  He  is  well  acquainted  with  the  celebrated 
beauties  of  the  preceding  age  at  the  court  of  Charles 
II;  and  the  old  gentleman  (as  he  feigns  himself) 
often  grows  romantic  in-  recounting  "the  disastrous 
strokes  which  his  youth  suffered"  from  the  glances  of 
their  bright  eyes,  and  their  unaccountable  caprices. 
In  particular,  he  dwells  with  a  secret  satisfaction  on 
the  recollection  of  one  of  his  mistresses,  who  left  him 
for  a  richer  rival,  and  whose  constant  reproach  to  her 
husband,  on  occasion  of  any  quarrel  between  them,  was 
'T,  that  might  have  married  the  famous  Mr.  Bicker- 
staff,  to  be  treated  in  this  manner  !"  The  club  at  the 
Trumpet  consists  of  a  set  of  persons  almost  as  well 
worth  knowing  as  himself.  The  cavalcade  of  the 
justice  of  the  peace,  the  knight  of  the  shire,  the  coun- 
try squire,  and  the  young  gentleman,  his  nephew,  who 
came  to  wait  on  him  at  his  chambers,  in  such  form  and 
ceremony,  seem  not  to  have  settled  the  order  of  their 
precedence  to  this  hour;1  and  I  should  hope  that  the 
upholsterer  and  his  companions,  who  used  to  sun  them- 
selves in  the  Green  Park,  and  who  broke  their  rest 
and  fortunes  to  maintain  the  balance  of  power  in 
Europe,  stand  as  fair  a  chance  for  immortality  as 
some  modern  politicians.  Mr.  Bickerstaff  himself  is 
a  gentleman  and  a  scholar,  a  humourist,  and  a  man  of 
the  world;  with  a  great  deal  of  nice  easy  naivete  about 
him.  If  he  walks  out  and  is  caught  in  a  shower  of 
rain,  he  makes  amends  for  this  unlucky  accident  by  a 
criticism  on  the  shower  in  Virgil,  and  concludes  with  a 
burlesque  copy  of  verses  on  a  city-shower.  He  enter- 
tains us,  when  he  dates  from  his  own  apartments,  with 
a  quotation  from  Plutarch,  or  a  moral  reflection;  from 
the  Grecian  coffee-house  with  politics;  and  from  Wills' 
or  the  Temple,  with  the  poets  and  players,  the  beaux 
1  No.  125. 
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and  men  of  wit  and  pleasure  about  town.  In  reading 
the  pages  of  the  Tatler,  we  seem  as  if  suddenly  carried 
back  to  the  age  of  Queen  Anne,  of  toupees  and  full- 
bottomed  periwigs.  The  whole  appearance  of  our  dress 
and  manners  undergoes  a  delightful  metamorphosis. 
The  beaux  and  the  belles  are  of  a  quite  different  species 
from  what  they  are  at  present;  we  distinguish  the 
dappers,  the  smarts,  and  the  pretty  fellows,  as  they 
pass  by  Mr.  Lilly's  shop-windows  in  the  Strand;  we 
are  introduced  to  Betterton  and  Mrs.  Oldfield  behind 
the  scenes ;  are  made  familiar  with  the  persons  and 
performances  of  Will  Estcourt  or  Tom  Durfey;  we 
listen  to  a  dispute  at  a  tavern  on  the  merits  of  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough  or  Marshal  Turenne;  or  are 
present  at  the  first  rehearsal  of  a  play  by  Vanbrugh, 
or  the  reading  of  a  new  poem  by  Mr.  Pope.  The 
privilege  of  thus  virtually  transporting  ourselves  to 
past  times  is  even  greater  than  that  of  visiting  distant 
places  in  reality.  London,  a  hundred  years  ago,  would 
be  much  better  worth  seeing  than  Paris  at  the  present 
moment. 

It  will  be  said,  that  all  this  is  to  be  found,  in  the 
same  or  a  greater  degree,  in  the  Spectator.  For  my- 
self, I  do  not  think  so;  or  at  least,  there  is  in  the  last 
work  a  much  greater  proportion  of  common-place  mat- 
ter. I  have,  on  this  account,  always  preferred  the 
Tatler  to  the  Spectator.  Whether  it  is  owing  to  my 
having  been  earlier  or  better  acquainted  with  the  one 
than  the  other,  my  pleasure  in  reading  these  two  ad- 
mirable works  is  not  in  proportion  to  their  comparative 
reputation.  The  Tatler  contains  only  half  the  number 
of  volumes,  and,  I  will  venture  to  say,  nearly  an  equal 
quantity  of  sterling  wit  and  sense.  "The  first  sprightly 
runnings"  are  there :  it  has  more  of  the  original  spirit, 
more  of  the  freshness  and  stamp  of  nature.     The  indi- 
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cations  of  character  and  strokes  of  humour  are  more 
true  and  frequent;  the  reflections  that  suggest  them- 
selves arise  more  from  the  occasion,  and  are  less  spun 
out  into  regular  dissertations.  They  are  more  like  the 
remarks  which  occur  in  sensible  conversation,  and  less 
like  a  lecture.  Something  is  left  to  the  understanding 
of  the  reader.  Steele  seems  to  have  gone  into  his 
closet  chiefly  to  set  down  what  he  observed  out  of 
doors.  Addison  seems  to  have  spent  most  of  his  time 
in  his  study,  and  to  have  spun  out  and  wire-drawn  the 
hints,  which  he  borrowed  from  Steele,  or  took  from 
nature,  to  the  utmost.  I  am  far  from  wishing  to  de- 
preciate Addison's  talents,  but  I  am  anxious  to  do 
justice  to  Steele,  who  was,  I  think,  upon  the  whole,  a 
less  artificial  and  more  original  writer.  The  humorous 
descriptions  of  Steele  resemble  loose  sketches,  or  frag- 
ments of  a  comedy;  those  of  Addison  are  rather  com- 
ments or  ingenious  paraphrases  on  the  genuine  text. 
The  characters  of  the  club  not  only  in  the  Tatler,  but 
in  the  Spectator,  were  drawn  by  Steele.  That  of  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  is  among  the  number.  Addison 
has,  however,  gained  himself  immortal  honour  by  his 
manner  of  filling  up  this  last  character.  Who  is  there 
that  can  forget,  or  be  insensible  to,  the  inimitable 
nameless  graces  and  varied  traits  of  nature  and  of  old 
English  character  in  it — to  his  unpretending  virtues 
and  amiable  weaknesses — to  his  modesty,  generosity, 
hospitality,  and  eccentric  whims — to  the  respect  of  his 
neighbours,  and  the  affection  of  his  domestics — to  his 
wayward,  hopeless,  secret  passion  for  his  fair  enemy, 
the  widow,  in  which  there  is  more  of  real  romance  and 
true  delicacy,  than  in  a  thousand  tales  of  knight- 
errantry —  (we  perceive  the  hectic  flush  of  his  cheek, 
the  faltering  of  his  tongue  in  speaking  of  her  be- 
witching  airs    and    "the   whiteness    of    her    hand") — to 
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the  havoc  he  makes  among  the  game  in  his  neighbour- 
hood— to  his  speech  from  the  bench,  to  shew  the 
Spectator  what  is  thought  of  him  in  the  country — to 
his  unwillingness  to  be  put  up  as  a  sign-post,  and 
his  having  his  own  likeness  turned  into  the  Saracen's 
head — to  his  gentle  reproof  of  the  baggage  of  a  gipsy 
that  tells  him  "he  has  a  widow  in  his  line  of  life" — to 
his  doubts  as  to  the  existence  of  witchcraft,  and  pro- 
tection of  reputed  witches — to  his  account  of  the  family 
pictures,  and  his  choice  of  a  chaplain — to  his  falling 
asleep  at  church,  and  his  reproof  of  John  Williams, 
as  soon  as  he  recovered  from  his  nap,  for  talking  in 
sermon-time.  The  characters  of  Will.  Wimble  and  Will. 
Honeycomb  are  not  a  whit  behind  their  friend,  Sir 
Roger,  in  delicacy  and  felicity.  The  delightful  sim- 
plicity and  good-humoured  officiousness  in  the  one  are 
set  off  by  the  graceful  affectation  and  courtly  preten- 
sion in  the  other.  How  long  since  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  these  two  characters  in  the  Spectator ! 
What  old-fashioned  friends  they  seem,  and  yet  I  am 
not  tired  of  them  like  so  many  other  friends,  nor  they 
of  me  !  How  airy  these  abstractions  of  the  poet's  pen 
stream  over  the  dawn  of  our  acquaintance  with  human 
life !  how  they  glance  their  fairest  colours  on  the  pros- 
pect before  us  !  how  pure  they  remain  in  it  to  the  last, 
like  the  rainbow  in  the  evening-cloud,  which  the  rude 
hand  of  time  and  experience  can  neither  soil  nor  dis- 
sipate !  What  a  pity  that  we  cannot  find  the  reality, 
and  yet  if  we  did,  the  dream  would  be  over.  I  once 
thought  I  knew  a  Will.  Wimble,  and  a  Will.  Honey- 
comb, but  they  turned  out  but  indifferently;  the  origi- 
nals in  the  Spectator  still  read,  word  for  word,  the 
same  that  they  always  did.  WTe  have  only  to  turn  to 
the  page,  and  find  them  where  we  left  them ! — Many 
of  the  most  exquisite  pieces  in  the  Tatler,  it  is  to  be 
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observed,  are  Addison's,  as  the  Court  of  Honour,  and 
the  Personification  of  Musical  Instruments,  with  al- 
most all  those  papers  that  form  regular  sets  or  series. 
I  do  not  know  whether  the  picture  of  the  family  of  an 
old  college  acquaintance,  in  the  Tatler,  where  the  chil- 
dren run  to  let  Mr.  Bickerstaff  in  at  the  door,  and 
where  the  one  that  loses  the  race  that  way,  turns 
back  to  tell  the  father  that  he  is  come;  with  the  nice 
gradation  of  incredulity  in  the  little  boy,  who  is  got 
into  Guy  of  Warwick,  and  the  Seven  Champions,  and 
who  shakes  his  head  at  the  improbability  of  ^sop's 
Fables,  is  Steele's  or  Addison's,  though  I  believe  it 
belongs  to  the  former.  The  account  of  the  two  sisters, 
one  of  whom  held  up  her  head  higher  than  ordinary, 
from  having  on  a  pair  of  flowered  garters,  and  that  of 
the  married  lady  who  complained  to  the  Tatler  of  the 
neglect  of  her  husband,  with  her  answers  to  some 
home  questions  that  were  put  to  her,  are  unquestionably 
Steele's. — If  the  Tatler  is  not  inferior  to  the  Spectator 
as  a  record  of  manners  and  character,  it  is  superior  to 
it  in  the  interest  of  many  of  the  stories.  Several  of  the 
incidents  related  there  by  Steele  have  never  been  sur- 
passed in  the  heart-rending  pathos  of  private  distress. 
I  might  refer  to  those  of  the  lover  and  his  mistress, 
when  the  theatre,  in  which  they  were,  caught  fire;  of 
the  bridegroom,  who  by  accident  kills  his  bride  on  the 
day  of  their  marriage ;  the  story  of  Mr.  Eustace  and 
his  wife ;  and  the  fine  dream  about  his  own  mistress 
when  a  youth.  What  has  given  its  superior  reputation 
to  the  Spectator,  is  the  greater  gravity  of  its  pre- 
tensions, its  moral  dissertations  and  critical  reasonings, 
by  which  I  confess  myself  less  edified  than  by  other 
things,  which  are  thought  more  lightly  of.  Systems 
and  opinions  change,  but  nature  is  always  true.  It  is 
the    moral    and    didactic    tone    of    the    Spectator    which 
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makes  us  apt  to  think  of  Addison  (according  to  Mande- 
ville's  sarcasm)  as  "a  parson  in  a  tie-wig."  Many  of 
his  moral  Essays  are,  however,  exquisitely  beautiful 
and  quite  happy.  Such  are  the  reflections  on  cheer- 
fulness, those  in  Westminster  Abbey,  on  the  Royal 
Exchange,  and  particularly  some  very  affecting  ones  on 
the  death  of  a  young  lady  in  the  fourth  volume.  These, 
it  must  be  allowed,  are  the  perfection  of  elegant  ser- 
monising. His  critical  Essays  are  not  so  good.  I 
prefer  Steele's  occasional  selection  of  beautiful  poetical 
passages,  without  any  affectation  of  analysing  their 
beauties,  to  Addison's  finer-spun  theories.  The  best 
criticism  in  the  Spectator,  that  on  the  Cartoons  of 
Raphael,  of  which  Mr.  Fuseli  has  availed  himself  with 
great  spirit  in  his  Lectures,  is  by  Steele.1  I  owed  this 
acknowledgment  to  a  writer  who  has  so  often  put  me 
in  good  humour  with  myself,  and  every  thing  about  me, 
when  few  things  else  could,  and  when  the  tomes  of 
casuistry  and  ecclesiastical  history,  with  which  the 
little  duodecimo  volumes  of  the  Tatler  were  over- 
whelmed and  surrounded,  in  the  only  library  to  .which 
I  had  access  when  a  boy,  had  tried  their  tranquillising 
effects  upon  me  in  vain.  I  had  not  long  ago  in  my 
hands,  by  favour  of  a  friend,  an  original  copy  of  the 
quarto  edition  of  the  Tatler,  with  a  list  of  the  sub- 
scribers. It  is  curious  to  see  some  names  there  which 
we  should  hardly  think  of  (that  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton 
is  among  them),  and  also  to  observe  the  degree  of  inter- 
est excited  by  those  of  the  different  persons,  which  is 
not  determined  according  to  the  rules  of  the  Herald's 
College.  One  literary  name  lasts  as  long  as  a  whole 
race  of  heroes  and  their  descendants  !     The  Guardian, 

1  The  antithetical  style  and  verbal  paradoxes  which  Burke  was  so 
fond  of,  in  which  the  epithet  is  a  seeming  contradiction  to  the  sub- 
stantive, such  as  "proud  submission  and  dignified  obedience,"  are, 
I  think,  first  to  be  found  in  the  Tatler. 
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which  followed  the  Spectator,  was,  as  may  be  supposed, 
inferior  to  it. 

The  dramatic  and  conversational  turn  which  forms 
the  distinguishing  feature  and  greatest  charm  of  the 
Spectator  and  Tatler,  is  quite  lost  in  the  Rambler  by 
Dr.  Johnson.  There  is  no  reflected  light  thrown  on 
human  life  from  an  assumed  character,  nor  any  direct 
one  from  a  display  of  the  author's  own.  The  Tatler 
and  Spectator  are,  as  it  were,  made  up  of  notes  and 
memorandums  of  the  events  and  incidents  of  the  day, 
with  finished  studies  after  nature,  and  characters  fresh 
from  the  life,  which  the  writer  moralises  upon,  and 
turns  to  account  as  they  come  before  him:  the  Rambler 
is  a  collection  of  moral  Essays,  or  scholastic  theses, 
written  on  set  subjects,  and  of  which  the  individual 
characters  and  incidents  are  merely  artificial  illustra- 
tions, brought  in  to  give  a  pretended  relief  to  the  dry- 
ness of  didactic  discussion.  The  Rambler  is  a  splendid 
and  imposing  common-place-book  of  general  topics, 
and  rhetorical  declamation  on  the  conduct  and  business 
of  human  life.  In  this  sense,  there  is  hardly  a  reflec- 
tion that  had  been  suggested  on  such  subjects  which 
is  not  to  be  found  in  this  celebrated  work,  and  there 
is,  perhaps,  hardly  a  reflection  to  be  found  in  it  which 
had  not  been  already  suggested  and  developed  by 
some  other  author,  or  in  the  common  course  of  con- 
versation. The  mass  of  intellectual  wealth  here  heaped 
together  is  immense,  but  it  is  rather  the  result  of 
gradual  accumulation,  the  produce  of  the  general  in- 
tellect, labouring  in  the  mine  of  knowledge  and  reflec- 
tion, than  dug  out  of  the  quarry,  and  dragged  into  the 
light  by  the  industry  and  sagacity  of  a  single  mind. 
I  am  not  here  saying  that  Dr.  Johnson  was  a  man 
without  originality,  compared  with  the  ordinary  run 
of   men's    minds,    but    he    was    not    a    man    of    original 
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thought  or  genius,  in  the  sense  in  which  Montaigne 
or  Lord  Bacon  was.  He  opened  no  new  vein  of 
precious  ore,  nor  did  he  light  upon  any  single  pebbles 
of  uncommon  size  and  unrivalled  lustre.  We  seldom 
meet  with  any  thing  to  "give  us  pause;"  he  does  not  set 
us  thinking  for  the  first  time.  His  reflections  present 
themselves  like  reminiscences;  do  not  disturb  the  ordi- 
nary march  of  our  thoughts ;  arrest  our  attention  by 
the  stateliness  of  their  appearance,  and  the  costliness 
of  their  garb,  but  pass  on  and  mingle  with  the  throng 
of  our  impressions.  After  closing  the  volumes  of  the 
Rambler,  there  is  nothing  that  we  remember  as  a  new 
truth  gained  to  the  mind,  nothing  indelibly  stamped 
upon  the  memory;  nor  is  there  any  passage  that  we 
wish  to  turn  to  as  embodying  any  known  principle  or 
observation,  with  such  force  and  beauty  that  justice  can 
only  be  done  to  the  idea  in  the  author's  own  words. 
Such,  for  instance,  are  many  of  the  passages  to  be 
found  in  Burke,  which  shine  by  their  own  light,  belong 
to  no  class,  have  neither  equal  nor  counterpart,  and  of 
which  we  say  that  no  one  but  the  author  could  have 
written  them !  There  is  neither  the  same  boldness  of 
design,  nor  mastery  of  execution  in  Johnson.  In  the 
one,  the  spark  of  genius  seems  to  have  met  with  its 
congenial  matter:  the  shaft  is  sped;  the  forked  light- 
ning dresses  up  the  face  of  nature  in  ghastly  smiles, 
and  the  loud  thunder  rolls  far  away  from  the  ruin 
that  is  made.  Dr.  Johnson's  style,  on  the  contrary,  re- 
sembles rather  the  rumbling  of  mimic  thunder  at  one 
of  our  theatres;  and  the  light  he  throws  upon  a  subject 
is  like  the  dazzling  effect  of  phosphorus,  or  an  ignis 
fatuus  of  words.  There  is  a  wide  difference,  however, 
between  perfect  originality  and  perfect  common-place: 
neither  ideas  nor  expressions  are  trite  or  vulgar  be- 
cause they  are  not  quite  new.     They  are  valuable,  and 
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ought  to  be  repeated,  if  they  have  not  become  quite 
common;  and  Johnson's  style  both  of  reasoning  and 
imagery  holds  the  middle  rank  between  startling  nov- 
elty and  vapid  common-place.  Johnson  has  as  much 
originality  of  thinking  as  Addison;  but  then  he  wants 
his  familiarity  of  illustration,  knowledge  of  character, 
and  delightful  humour. — What  most  distinguishes  Dr. 
Johnson  from  other  writers  is  the  pomp  and  uniformity 
of  his  style.  All  his  periods  are  cast  in  the  same 
mould,  are  of  the  same  size  and  shape,  and  consequently 
have  little  fitness  to  the  variety  of  things  he  professes 
to  treat  of.  His  subjects  are  familiar,  but  the  author 
is  always  upon  stilts.  He  has  neither  ease  nor  sim- 
plicity, and  his  efforts  at  playfulness,  in  part,  remind 
one  of  the  lines  in  Milton: — 

" The  elephant 

To  make  them  sport  wreath'd  his  proboscis  lithe. " 

His  Letters  from  Correspondents,  in  particular,  are 
more  pompous  and  unwieldy  than  what  he  writes  in 
his  own  person.  This  want  of  relaxation  and  variety 
of  manner  has,  I  think,  after  the  first  effects  of  novelty 
and  surprise  were  over,  been  prejudicial  to  the  matter. 
It  takes  from  the  general  power  not  only  to  please,  but 
to  instruct.  The  monotony  of  style  produces  an  ap- 
parent monotony  of  ideas.  What  is  really  striking 
and  valuable,  is  lost  in  the  vain  ostentation  and  cir- 
cumlocution of  the  expression;  for  when  we  find  the 
same  pains  and  pomp  of  diction  bestowed  upon  the 
most  trifling  as  upon  the  most  important  parts  of  a 
sentence  or  discourse,  we  grow  tired  of  distinguishing 
between  pretension  and  reality,  and  are  disposed  to 
confound  the  tinsel  and  bombast  of  the  phraseology 
with  want  of  weight  in  the  thoughts.  Thus,  from  the 
imposing  and  oracular  nature  of  the  style,  people  are 
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tempted  at  first  to  imagine  that  our  author's  specula- 
tions are  all  wisdom  and  profundity:  till  having  found 
out  their  mistake  in  some  instances,  they  suppose  that 
there  is  nothing  but  common-place  in  them,  concealed 
under  verbiage  and  pedantry;  and  in  both  they  are 
wrong.  The  fault  of  Dr.  Johnson's  style  is  that  it 
reduces  all  things  to  the  same  artificial  and  unmeaning 
level.  It  destroys  all  shades  of  difference,  the  asso- 
ciation between  words  and  things.  It  is  a  perpetual 
paradox  and  innovation.  He  condescends  to  the 
familiar  till  we  are  ashamed  of  our  interest  in  it:  he  ex- 
pands the  little  till  it  looks  big.  "If  he  were  to  write 
a  fable  of  little  fishes,"  as  Goldsmith  said  of  him,  "he 
would  make  them  speak  like  great  whales."  We  can 
no  more  distinguish  the  most  familiar  objects  in  his 
descriptions  of  them,  than  we  can  a  well-known  face 
under  a  huge  painted  mask.  The  structure  of  his 
sentences,  which  was  his  own  invention,  and  which  has 
been  generally  imitated  since  his  time,  is  a  species  of 
rhyming  in  prose,  where  one  clause  answers  to  another 
in  measure  and  quantity,  like  the  tagging  of  syllables 
at  the  end  of  a  verse ;  the  close  of  the  period  follows 
as  mechanically  as  the  oscillation  of  a  pendulum,  the 
sense  is  balanced  with  the  sound;  each  sentence,  re- 
volving round  its  centre  of  gravity,  is  contained  with 
itself  like  a  couplet,  and  each  paragraph  forms  itself 
into  a  stanza.  Dr.  Johnson  is  also  a  complete  balance- 
master  in  the  topics  of  morality.  He  never  encourages 
hope,  but  he  counteracts  it  by  fear ;  he  never  elicits  a 
truth,  but  he  suggests  some  objection  in  answer  to  it. 
He  seizes  and  alternately  quits  the  clue  of  reason,  lest 
it  should  involve  him  in  the  labyrinths  of  endless  error : 
he  wants  confidence  in  himself  and  his  fellows.  He 
dares  not  trust  himself  with  the  immediate  impressions 
of    things,    for    fear    of    compromising    his    dignity;    or 
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follow  them  into  their  consequences,  for  fear  of  com- 
mitting his  prejudices.  His  timidity  is  the  result,  not 
of  ignorance,  but  of  morbid  apprehension.  "He  runs 
the  great  circle,  and  is  still  at  home.,,  No  advance  is 
made  by  his  writings  in  any  sentiment,  or  mode  of  rea- 
soning. Out  of  the  pale  of  established  authority  and 
received  dogmas,  all  is  sceptical,  loose,  and  desultory: 
he  seems  in  imagination  to  strengthen  the  dominion  of 
prejudice,  as  he  weakens  and  dissipates  that  of  reason; 
and  round  the  rock  of  faith  and  power,  on  the  edge  of 
which  he  slumbers  blindfold  and  uneasy,  the  waves 
and  billows  of  uncertain  and  dangerous  opinion  roar 
and  heave  for  evermore.  His  Rasselas  is  the  most 
melancholy  and  debilitating  moral  speculation  that  ever 
was  put  forth.  Doubtful  of  the  faculties  of  his  mind, 
as  of  his  organs  of  vision,  Johnson  trusted  only  to  his 
feelings  and  his  fears.  He  cultivated  a  belief  in 
witches  as  an  out-guard  to  the  evidences  of  religion; 
and  abused  Milton,  and  patronised  Lauder,  in  spite  of 
his  aversion  to  his  countrymen,  as  a  step  to  secure  the 
existing  establishment  in  church  and  state.  This  was 
neither  right  feeling  nor  sound  logic. 

The  most  triumphant  record  of  the  talents  and  char- 
acter of  Johnson  is  to  be  found  in  Boswell's  Life  of 
him.  The  man  was  superior  to  the  author.  When  he 
threw  aside  his  pen,  which  he  regarded  as  an  in- 
cumbrance, he  became  not  only  learned  and  thoughtful, 
but  acute,  witty,  humorous,  natural,  honest;  hearty 
and  determined,  "the  king  of  good  fellows  and  wale  of 
old  men."  There  are  as  many  smart  repartees,  pro- 
found remarks,  and  keen  invectives  to  be  found  in  Bos- 
well's  "inventory  of  all  he  said,"  as  are  recorded  of 
any  celebrated  man.  The  life  and  dramatic  play  of  his 
conversation  forms  a  contrast  to  his  written  works.  His 
natural   powers   and   undisguised   opinions   were   called 
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out  in  convivial  intercourse.  In  public,  he  practised 
with  the  foils  on:  in  private,  he  unsheathed  the  sword 
of  controversy,  and  it  was  "the  Ebro's  temper. "  The 
eagerness  of  opposition  roused  him  from  his  natural 
sluggishness  and  acquired  timidity;  he  returned  blow 
for  blow;  and  whether  the  trial  were  of  argument  or 
wit,  none  of  his  rivals  could  boast  much  of  the  en- 
counter. Burke  seems  to  have  been  the  only  person 
who  had  a  chance  with  him:  and  it  is  the  unpardonable 
sin  of  Boswell's  work,  that  he  has  purposely  omitted 
their  combats  of  strength  and  skill.  Goldsmith  asked, 
"Does  he  wind  into  a  subject  like  a  serpent,  as  Burke 
does?,,  And  when  exhausted  with  sickness,  he  him- 
self said,  "If  that  fellow  Burke  were  here  now,  he 
would  kill  me/'  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  Johnson's 
colloquial  style  was  as  blunt,  direct,  and  downright, 
as  his  style  of  studied  composition  was  involved  and 
circuitous.  As  when  Topham  Beauclerc  and  Langton 
knocked  him  up  at  his  chambers,  at  three  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  he  came  to  the  door  with  the  poker  in  his 
hand,  but  seeing  them,  exclaimed,  "What,  is  it  you,  my 
lads  ?  then  I'll  have  a  frisk  with  you !"  And  he  after- 
wards reproaches  Langton,  who  was  a  literary  milksop, 
for  leaving  them  to  go  to  an  engagement  "with  some 
un-idead  girls."  What  words  to  come  from  the  mouth 
of  the  great  moralist  and  lexicographer !  His  good 
deeds  were  as  many  as  his  good  sayings.  His  domestic 
habits,  his  tenderness  to  servants,  and  readiness  to 
oblige  his  friends;  the  quantity  of  strong  tea  that  he 
drank  to  keep  down  sad  thoughts ;  his  many  labours 
reluctantly  begun,  and  irresolutely  laid  aside;  his  hon- 
est acknowledgment  of  his  own,  and  indulgence  to  the 
weaknesses  of  others;  his  throwing  himself  back  in  the 
post-chaise  with  Boswell,  and  saying,  "Now  I  think  I 
am  a  good-humoured   fellow,"   though   nobody  thought 
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him  so,  and  yet  he  was ;  his  quitting  the  society  of 
Garrick  and  his  actresses,  and  his  reason  for  it;  his 
dining  with  Wilkes,  and  his  kindness  to  Goldsmith;  his 
sitting  with  the  young  ladies  on  his  knee  at  the  Mitre, 
to  give  them  good  advice,  in  which  situation,  if  not  ex- 
plained, he  might  be  taken  for  Falstaff;  and  last  and 
noblest,  his  carrying  the  unfortunate  victim  of  disease 
and  dissipation  on  his  back  up  through  Fleet  Street, 
(an  act  which  realises  the  parable  of  the  good  Samar- 
itan)— all  these,  and  innumerable  others,  endear  him 
to  the  reader,  and  must  be  remembered  to  his  lasting 
honour.  He  had  faults,  but  they  lie  buried  with  him. 
He  had  his  prejudices  and  his  intolerant  feelings;  but 
he  suffered  enough  in  the  conflict  of  his  own  mind  with 
them.  For  if  no  man  can  be  happy  in  the  free  exercise 
of  his  reason,  no  wise  man  can  be  happy  without  it. 
His  were  not  time-serving,  heartless,  hypocritical 
prejudices;  but  deep,  inwoven,  not  to  be  rooted  out 
but  with  life  and  hope,  which  he  found  from  old  habit 
necessary  to  his  own  peace  of  mind,  and  thought  so  to 
the  peace  of  mankind.  I  do  not  hate,  but  love  him  for 
them.  They  were  between  himself  and  his  conscience; 
and  should  be  left  to  that  higher  tribunal,  "where  they 
in  trembling  hope  repose,  the  bosom  of  his  Father  and 
his  God/'  In  a  word,  he  has  left  behind  him  few  wiser 
or  better  men. 

The  herd  of  his  imitators  shewed  what  he  was  by 
their  disproportionate  effects.  The  Periodical  Essay- 
ists, that  succeeded  the  Rambler,  are,  and  deserve  to 
be,  little  read  at  present.  The  Adventurer,  by  Hawks- 
worth,  is  completely  trite  and  vapid,  aping  all  the 
faults  of  Johnson's  style,  without  any  thing  to  atone  for 
them.  The  sentences  are  often  absolutely  unmeaning; 
and  one  half  of  each  might  regularly  be  left  blank. 
The   World,    and    Connoisseur,    which    followed,    are    a 
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little  better;  and  in  the  last  of  these  there  is  one  good 
idea,  that  of  a  man  in  indifferent  health,  who  judges 
of  every  one's  title  to  respect  from  their  possession  of 
this  blessing,  and  bows  to  a  sturdy  beggar  with  sound 
limbs  and  a  florid  complexion,  while  he  turns  his  back 
upon  a  lord  who  is  a  valetudinarian. 

Goldsmith's  Citizen  of  the  World,  like  all  his  works, 
bears  the  stamp  of  the  author's  mind.  It  does  not  "go 
about  to  cozen  reputation  without  the  stamp  of  merit." 
He  is  more  observing,  more  original,  more  natural  and 
picturesque  than  Johnson.  His  work  is  written  on 
the  model  of  the  Persian  Letters;  and  contrives  to  give 
an  abstracted  and  somewhat  perplexing  view  of  things, 
by  opposing  foreign  prepossessions  to  our  own,  and 
thus  stripping  objects  of  their  customary  disguises. 
Whether  truth  is  elicited  in  this  collision  of  contrary 
absurdities,  I  do  not  know;  but  I  confess  the  process 
is  too  ambiguous  and  full  of  intricacy  to  be  very  amus- 
ing to  my  plain  understanding.  For  light  summer 
reading,  it  is  like  walking  in  a  garden  full  of  traps 
and  pitfalls.  It  necessarily  gives  rise  to  paradoxes, 
and  there  are  some  very  bold  ones  in  the  Essays,  which 
would  subject  an  author  less  established  to  no  very 
agreeable  sort  of  censura  literaria.  Thus  the  Chinese 
philosopher  exclaims  very  unadvisedly,  "The  bonzes 
and  priests  of  all  religions  keep  up  superstition  and 
imposture:  all  reformations  begin  with  the  laity."  Gold- 
smith, however,  was  staunch  in  his  practical  creed,  and 
might  bolt  speculative  extravagances  with  impunity. 
There  is  a  striking  difference  in  this  respect  between 
him  and  Addison,  who,  if  he  attacked  authority,  took 
care  to  have  common  sense  on  his  side,  and  never 
hazarded  any  thing  offensive  to  the  feelings  of  others, 
or  on  the  strength  of  his  own  discretional  opinion. 
There  is  another  inconvenience  in  this  assumption  of  an 
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exotic  character  and  tone  of  sentiment,  that  it  pro- 
duces an  inconsistency  between  the  knowledge  which 
the  individual  has  time  to  acquire,  and  which  the  author 
is  bound  to  communicate.  Thus  the  Chinese  has  not 
been  in  England  three  days  before  he  is  acquainted 
with  the  characters  of  the  three  countries  which  com- 
pose this  kingdom,  and  describes  them  to  his  friend  at 
Canton,  by  extracts  from  the  newspapers  of  each 
metropolis.  The  nationality  of  Scotchmen  is  thus 
ridiculed: — "Edinburgh.  We  are  positive  when  we  say, 
that  Sanders  Macgregor,  lately  executed  for  horse- 
stealing, is  not  a  native  of  Scotland,  but  born  at  Car- 
rickfergus."  Now  this  is  very  good;  but  how  should 
our  Chinese  philosopher  find  it  out  by  instinct?  Beau 
Tibbs,  a  prominent  character  in  this  little  work,  is  the 
best  comic  sketch  since  the  time  of  Addison ;  unrivalled 
in  his   finery,   his    vanity,   and   his    poverty. 

I  have  only  to  mention  the  names  of  the  Lounger 
and  the  Mirror,  which  are  ranked  by  the  author's  ad- 
mirers with  Sterne  for  sentiment,  and  with  Addison 
for  humour.  I  shall  not  enter  into  that :  but  I  know 
that  the  story  of  La  Roche  is  not  like  the  story  of 
Le  Fevre,  nor  one  hundredth  part  so  good.  Do  I  say 
this  from  prejudice  to  the  author?  No:  for  I  have 
read  his  novels.  Of  the  Man  of  the  World  I  cannot 
think  so  favourably  as  some  others ;  nor  shall  I  here 
dwell  on  the  picturesque  and  romantic  beauties  of  Julia 
de  Roubigne,  the  early  favourite  of  the  author  of  Rosa- 
mond Gray;  but  of  the  Man  of  Feeling  I  would  speak 
with  grateful  recollections :  nor  is  it  possible  to  forget 
the  sensitive,  irresolute,  interesting  Harley;  and  that 
lone  figure  of  Miss  Walton  in  it,  that  floats  in  the 
horizon,  dim  and  ethereal,  the  day-dream  of  her  lover's 
youthful  fancy — better,  far  better  than  all  the  realities 
of  life! 
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ON   FAMILIAR   STYLE 


It  is  not  easy  to  write  a  familiar  style.  Many  people 
mistake  a  familiar  for  a  vulgar  style,  and  suppose  that 
to  write  without  affectation  is  to  write  at  random.  On 
the  contrary,  there  is  nothing  that  requires  more  pre- 
cision, and,  if  I  may  so  say,  purity  of  expression,  than 
the  style  I  am  speaking  of.  It  utterly  rejects  not  only 
all  unmeaning  pomp,  but  all  low,  cant  phrases,  and 
loose,  unconnected,  slipshod  allusions.  It  is  not  to 
take  the  first  word  that  offers,  but  the  best  word  in 
common  use;  it  is  not  to  throw  words  together  in  any 
combinations  we  please,  but  to  follow  and  avail  our- 
selves of  the  true  idiom  of  the  language.  To  write  a 
genuine  familiar  or  truly  English  style  is  to  write  as 
any  one  would  speak  in  common  conversation  who  had 
a  thorough  command  and  choice  of  words,  or  who 
could  discourse  with  ease,  force,  and  perspicuity,  set- 
ting aside  all  pedantic  and  oratorical  flourishes.  Or  to 
give  another  illustration,  to  write  naturally  is  the  same 
thing  in  regard  to  common  conversation  as  to  read 
naturally  is  in  regard  to  common  speech.  It  does  not 
follow  that  it  is  an  easy  thing  to  give  the  true  accent 
and  inflection  to  the  words  you  utter,  because  you  do 
not  attempt  to  rise  above  the  level  of  ordinary  life  and 
colloquial  speaking.  You  do  not  assume,  indeed,  the 
solemnity  of  the  pulpit,  or  the  tone  of  stage-declama- 
tion; neither  are  you  at  liberty  to  gabble  on  at  a 
venture,  without  emphasis  or  discretion,  or  to  resort  to 
vulgar  dialect  or  clownish  pronunciation.  You  must 
steer  a  middle  course.  You  are  tied  down  to  a  given 
and  appropriate  articulation,  which  is  determined  by 
the  habitual  associations  between  sense  and  sound,  and 
which  you   can  only  hit   by   entering  into   the   author's 
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meaning,  as  you  must  find  the  proper  words  and  style 
to  express  yourself  by  fixing  your  thoughts  on  the 
subject  you  have  to  write  about.  Any  one  may  mouth 
out  a  passage  with  a  theatrical  cadence,  or  get  upon 
stilts  to  tell  his  thoughts ;  but  to  write  or  speak  with 
propriety  and  simplicity  is  a  more  difficult  task.  Thus 
it  is  easy  to  affect  a  pompous  style,  to  use  a  word  twice 
as  big  as  the  thing  you  want  to  express :  it  is  not 
so  easy  to  pitch  upon  the  very  word  that  exactly  fits  it. 
Out  of  eight  or  ten  words  equally  common,  equally 
intelligible,  with  nearly  equal  pretensions,  it  is  a 
matter  of  some  nicety  and  discrimination  to  pick  out 
the  very  one,  the  preferableness  of  which  is  scarcely 
perceptible,  but  decisive.  The  reason  why  I  object  to 
Dr.  Johnson's  style  is  that  there  is  no  discrimination, 
no  selection,  no  variety  in  it.  He  uses  none  but  "tall, 
opaque  words,"  taken  from  the  "first  row  of  the  rubric" 
— words  with  the  greatest  number  of  syllables,  or  Latin 
phrases  with  merely  English  terminations.  If  a  fine 
style  depended  on  this  sort  of  arbitrary  pretension,  it 
would  be  fair  to  judge  of  an  author's  elegance  by  the 
measurement  of  his  words  and  the  substitution  of 
foreign  circumlocutions  (with  no  precise  associations) 
for  the  mother-tongue.1  How  simple  it  is  to  be 
dignified  without  ease,  to  be  pompous  without  mean- 
ing !  Surely  it  is  but  a  mechanical  rule  for  avoiding 
what  is  low,  to  be  always  pedantic  and  affected.  It  is 
clear  you  cannot  use  a  vulgar  English  word,  if  you 
never  use  a  common  English  word  at  all.  A  fine  tact 
is  shown  in  adhering  to  those  which  are  perfectly  com- 
mon, and  yet  never  falling  into  any  expressions  which 
are  debased  by  disgusting  circumstances,  or  which  owe 

%  2 1  have  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  an  author  who  makes  it  a  rule 
never  to  admit  a  monosyllable  into  his  vapid  verse.  Yet  the  charm 
and  sweetness  of  Marlowe's  lines  depended  often  on  their  being 
made  up  almost  entirely  of  monosyllables. 
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their  signification  and  point  to  technical  or  professional 
allusions.  A  truly  natural  or  familiar  style  can  never 
be  quaint  or  vulgar,  for  this  reason,  that  it  is  of  uni- 
versal force  and  applicability,  and  that  quaintness  and 
vulgarity  arise  out  of  the  immediate  connection  of  cer- 
tain words  with  coarse  and  disagreeable  or  with  con- 
fined ideas.  The  last  form  what  we  understand  by 
cant  or  slang  phrases. — To  give  an  example  of  what  is 
not  very  clear  in  the  general  statement.  I  should  say 
that  the  phrase  To  cut  with  a  knife,  or  To  cut  a  piece 
of  wood,  is  perfectly  free  from  vulgarity,  because  it  is 
perfectly  common;  but  to  cut  an  acquaintance  is  not 
quite  unexceptionable,  because  it  is  not  perfectly  com- 
mon or  intelligible,  and  has  hardly  yet  escaped  out  of 
the  limits  of  slang  phraseology.  I  should  hardly  there- 
fore use  the  word  in  this  sense  without  putting  it  in 
italics  as  a  license  of  expression,  to  be  received  cum 
grano  salis.  All  provincial  or  bye-phrases  come  under 
the  same  mark  of  reprobation — all  such  as  the  writer 
transfers  to  the  page  from  his  fireside  or  a  particular 
coterie,  or  that  he  invents  for  his  own  sole  use  and  con- 
venience. I  conceive  that  words  are  like  money,  not 
the  worse  for  being  common,  but  that  it  is  the  stamp 
of  custom  alone  that  gives  them  circulation  or  value. 
I  am  fastidious  in  this  respect,  and  would  almost  as 
soon  coin  the  currency  of  the  realm  as  counterfeit  the 
King's  English.  I  never  invented  or  gave  a  new  and 
unauthorised  meaning  to  any  word  but  one  single  one 
(the  term  impersonal  applied  to  feelings)  and  that  was 
in  an  abstruse  metaphysical  discussion  to  express  a  very 
difficult  distinction.  I  have  been  (I  know)  loudly  ac- 
cused of  revelling  in  vulgarisms  and  broken  English.  I 
cannot  speak  to  that  point;  but  so  far  I  plead  guilty  to 
the  determined  use  of  acknowledged  idioms  and  com- 
mon   elliptical    expressions.      I    am   not    sure    that    the 
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critics  in  question  know  the  one  from  the  other,  that 
is,  can  distinguish  any  medium  between  formal  pedantry 
and  the  most  barbarous  solecism.  As  an  author,  I 
endeavour  to  employ  plain  words  and  popular  modes 
of  construction,  as,  were  I  a  chapman  and  dealer,  I 
should   common   weights    and   measures. 

The  proper  force  of  words  lies  not  in  the  words 
themselves,  but  in  their  application.  A  word  may  be 
a  fine-sounding  word,  of  an  unusual  length,  and  very 
imposing  from  its  learning  and  novelty,  and  yet  in  the 
connection  in  which  it  is  introduced  may  be  quite 
pointless  and  irrelevant.  It  is  not  pomp  or  pretension, 
but  the  adaptation  of  the  expression  to  the  idea,  that 
clenches  a  writer's  meaning: — as  it  is  not  the  size  or 
glossiness  of  the  materials,  but  their  being  fitted  each 
to  its  place,  that  gives  strength  to  the  arch;  or  as  the 
pegs  and  nails  are  as  necessary  to  the  support  of  the 
building  as  the  larger  timbers,  and  more  so  than  the 
mere  showy,  unsubstantial  ornaments.  I  hate  any  thing 
that  occupies  more  space  than  it  is  worth.  I  hate  to 
see  a  load  of  band-boxes  go  along  the  street,  and  I  hate 
to  see  a  parcel  of  big  words  without  any  thing  in  them. 
A  person  who  does  not  deliberately  dispose  of  all  his 
thoughts  alike  in  cumbrous  draperies  and  flimsy  dis- 
guises may  strike  out  twenty  varieties  of  familiar 
every-day  language,  each  coming  somewhat  nearer  to 
the  feeling  he  wants  to  convey,  and  at  last  not  hit  upon 
that  particular  and  only  one  which  may  be  said  to  be 
identical  with  the  exact  impression  in  his  mind.  This 
would  seem  to  show  that  Mr.  Cobbett  is  hardly  right  in 
saying  that  the  first  word  that  occurs  is  always  the 
best.  It  may  be  a  very  good  one;  and  yet  a  better 
may  present  itself  on  reflection  or  from  time  to  time. 
It  should  be  suggested  naturally,  however,  and  spon- 
taneously,  from   a   fresh   and  lively   conception   of   the 
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subject.  We  seldom  succeed  by  trying  at  improve- 
ment, or  by  merely  substituting  one  word  for  another 
that  we  are  not  satisfied  with,  as  we  cannot  recollect 
the  name  of  a  place  or  person  by  merely  plaguing  our- 
selves about  it.  We  wander  farther  from  the  point  by 
persisting  in  a  wrong  scent;  but  it  starts  up  acciden- 
tally in  the  memory  when  we  least  expected  it,  by 
touching  some  link  in  the  chain  of  previous  association. 
There  are  those  who  hoard  up  and  make  a  cautious 
display  of  nothing  but  rich  and  rare  phraseology — 
ancient  medals,  obscure  coins,  and  Spanish  pieces  of 
eight.  They  are  very  curious  to  inspect,  but  I  myself 
would  neither  offer  nor  take  them  in  the  course  of 
exchange.  A  sprinkling  of  archaisms  is  not  amiss,  but 
a  tissue  of  obsolete  expressions  is  more  fit  for  keep  than 
wear.  I  do  not  say  I  would  not  use  any  phrase  that 
had  been  brought  into  fashion  before  the  middle  or  the 
end  of  the  last  century,  but  I  should  be  shy  of  using 
any  that  had  not  been  employed  by  any  approved 
author  during  the  whole  of  that  time.  Words,  like 
clothes,  get  old-fashioned,  or  mean  and  ridiculous,  when 
they  have  been  for  some  time  laid  aside.  Mr.  Lamb 
is  the  only  imitator  of  old  English  style  I  can  read  with 
pleasure;  and  he  is  so  thoroughly  imbued  with  the 
spirit  of  his  authors  that  the  idea  of  imitation  is  almost 
done  away.  There  is  an  inward  unction,  a  marrowy 
vein  both  in  the  thought  and  feeling,  an  intuition, 
deep  and  lively,  of  his  subject,  that  carries  off  any 
quaintness  or  awkwardness  arising  from  an  antiquated 
style  and  dress.  The  matter  is  completely  his  own, 
though  the  manner  is  assumed.  Perhaps  his  ideas  are 
altogether  so  marked  and  individual  as  to  require  their 
point  and  pungency  to  be  neutralised  by  the  affectation 
of  a  singular  but  traditional  form  of  conveyance. 
Tricked    out    in    the    prevailing    costume,    they    would 
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probably  seem  more  startling  and  out  of  the  way.  The 
old  English  authors,  Burton,  Fuller,  Coryate,  Sir 
Thomas  Browne,  are  a  kind  of  mediators  between  us 
and  the  more  eccentric  and  whimsical  modern,  recon- 
ciling us  to  his  peculiarities.  I  do  not  however  know 
how  far  this  is  the  case  or  not,  till  he  condescends 
to  write  like  one  of  us.  I  must  confess  that  what  I 
like  best  of  his  papers  under  the  signature  of  Elia  (still 
I  do  not  presume,  amidst  such  excellence,  to  decide 
what  is  most  excellent)  is  the  account  of  "Mrs.  Battle's 
Opinions  on  Whist,"  which  is  also  the  most  free  from 
obsolete  allusions  and  turns  of  expression — 

"A  well  of  native   English   undefiled." 

To  those  acquainted  with  his  admired  prototypes,  these 
Essays  of  the  ingenious  and  highly  gifted  author  have 
the  same  sort  of  charm  and  relish  that  Erasmus's 
Colloquies  or  a  fine  piece  of  modern  Latin  have  to  the 
classical  scholar.  Certainly,  I  do  not  know  any  bor- 
rowed pencil  that  has  more  power  or  felicity  of  execu- 
tion than  the  one  of  which  I  have  here  been  speaking. 
It  is  as  easy  to  write  a  gaudy  style  without  ideas  as 
it  is  to  spread  a  pallet  of  showy  colours,  or  to  smear 
in  a  flaunting  transparency.  "What  do  you  read?" — 
"Words,  words,  words." — "What  is  the  matter?" — 
"Nothing,"  it  might  be  answered.  The  florid  style  is 
the  reverse  of  the  familiar.  The  last  is  employed  as 
an  unvarnished  medium  to  convey  ideas ;  the  first  is 
resorted  to  as  a  spangled  veil  to  conceal  the  want  of 
them.  When  there  is  nothing  to  be  set  down  but 
words,  it  costs  little  to  have  them  fine.  Look  through 
the  dictionary,  and  cull  out  a  florilegium,  rival  the 
tuUppomania.  Rouge  high  enough,  and  never  mind  the 
natural  complexion.  The  vulgar,  who  are  not  in  the 
secret,    will    admire    the    look    of    preternatural    health 
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and  vigour;  and  the  fashionable,  who  regard  only 
appearances,  -  will  be  delighted  with  the  imposition. 
Keep  to  your  sounding  generalities,  your  tinkling 
phrases,  and  all  will  be  well.  Swell  out  an  unmean- 
ing truism  to  a  perfect  tympany  of  style.  A  thought, 
a  distinction  is  the  rock  on  which  all  this  brittle  cargo 
of  verbiage  splits  at  once.  Such  writers  have  merely 
verbal  imaginations,  that  retain  nothing  but  words.  Or 
their  puny  thoughts  have  dragon-wings,  all  green  and 
gold.  They  soar  far  above  the  vulgar  failing  of  the 
Sermo  humi  obrepens — their  most  ordinary  speech  is 
never  short  of  an  hyperbole,  splendid,  imposing,  vague, 
incomprehensible,  magniloquent,  a  cento  of  sounding 
common-places.  If  some  of  us,  whose  "ambition  is 
more  lowly,"  pry  a  little  too  narrowly  into  nooks  and 
corners  to  pick  up  a  number  of  "unconsidered  trifles," 
they  never  once  direct  their  eyes  or  lift  their  hands  to 
seize  on  any  but  the  most  gorgeous,  tarnished,  thread- 
bare, patch-work  set  of  phrases,  the  left-off  finery  of 
poetic  extravagance,  transmitted  down  through  suc- 
cessive generations  of  barren  pretenders.  If  they 
criticise  actors  and  actresses,  a  huddled  phantasmagoria 
of  feathers,  spangles,  floods  of  light,  and  oceans  of 
sound  float  before  their  morbid  sense,  which  they  paint 
in  the  style  of  Ancient  Pistol.  Not  a  glimpse  can  you 
get  of  the  merits  or  defects  of  the  performers :  they 
are  hidden  in  a  profusion  of  barbarous  epithets  and 
wilful  rhodomontade.  Our  hypercritics  are  not  think- 
ing of  these  little  fantoccini  beings — 

"That  strut  and  fret  their  hour  upon  the  stage" — 

but  of  tall  phantoms  of  words,  abstractions,  genera  and 
species,  sweeping  clauses,  periods  that  unite  the  Poles, 
forced    alliterations,    astounding    antitheses — 

"And  on  their  pens  Fustian  sits  plumed." 


ON    FAMILIAR    STYLE  291 

If  they  describe  kings  and  queens,  it  is  an  Eastern 
pageant.  The  Coronation  at  either  House  is  nothing  to 
?t.  We  get  at  four  repeated  images — a  curtain,  a 
throne,  a  sceptre,  and  a  footstool.  These  are  with 
them  the  wardrobe  of  a  lofty  imagination;  and  they 
turn  their  servile  strains  to  servile  uses.  Do  we  read 
a  description  of  pictures  ?  It  is  not  a  reflection  of 
tones  and  hues  which  "nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning 
hand  laid  on,"  but  piles  of  precious  stones,  rubies, 
pearls,  emeralds,  Golconda's  mines,  and  all  the 
blazonry  of  art.  Such  persons  are  in  fact  besotted 
with  words,  and  their  brains  are  turned  with  the  glit- 
tering but  empty  and  sterile  phantoms  of  things.  Per- 
sonifications, capital  letters,  seas  of  sunbeams,  visions 
of  glory,  shining  inscriptions,  the  figures  of  a  trans- 
parency, Britannia  with  her  shield,  or  Hope  leaning 
on  an  anchor,  make  up  their  stock-in-trade.  They  may 
be  considered  as  hieroglyphical  writers.  Images  stand 
out  in  their  minds  isolated  and  important  merely  in 
themselves,  without  any  ground-work  of  feeling — there 
is  no  context  in  their  imaginations.  Words  affect  them 
in  the  same  way,  by  the  mere  sound,  that  is,  by  their 
possible,  not  by  their  actual  application  to  the  subject 
in  hand.  They  are  fascinated  by  first  appearances, 
and  have  no  sense  of  consequences.  Nothing  more  is 
meant  by  them  than  meets  the  ear :  they  understand 
or  feel  nothing  more  than  meets  their  eye.  The  web 
and  texture  of  the  universe,  and  of  the  heart  of  man, 
is  a  mystery  to  them:  they  have  no  faculty  that  strikes 
a  chord  in  unison  with  it.  They  cannot  get  beyond  the 
daubings  of  fancy,  the  varnish  of  sentiment.  Objects 
are  not  linked  to  feelings,  words  to  things,  but  images 
revolve  in  splendid  mockery,  words  represent  them- 
selves in  their  strange  rhapsodies.  The  categories  of 
such  a  mind  are  pride  and  ignorance — pride  in  outside 
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show,  to  which  they  sacrifice  every  thing,  and  ignorance 
of  the  true  worth  and  hidden  structure  both  of  words 
and  things.  With  a  sovereign  contempt  for  what  is 
familiar  and  natural,  they  are  the  slaves  of  vulgar 
affectation — of  a  routine  of  high-flown  phrases.  Scorn- 
ing to  imitate  realities,  they  are  unable  to  invent  any 
thing,  to  strike  out  one  original  idea.  They  are  not 
copyists  of  nature,  it  is  true;  but  they  are  the  poorest 
of  all  plagiarists,  the  plagiarists  of  words.  All  is  far- 
fetched, dear-bought,  artificial,  oriental  in  subject  and 
allusion;  all  is  mechanical,  conventional,  vapid,  formal, 
pedantic  in  style  and  execution.  They  startle  and 
confound  the  understanding  of  the  reader  by  the  re- 
moteness and  obscurity  of  their  illustrations ;  they 
soothe  the  ear  by  the  monotony  of  the  same  everlast- 
ing round  of  circuitous  metaphors.  They  are  the  mock- 
school  in  poetry  and  prose.  They  flounder  about  be- 
tween fustian  in  expression  and  bathos  in  sentiment. 
They  tantalise  the  fancy,  but  never  reach  the  head  nor 
touch  the  heart.  Their  Temple  of  Fame  is  like  a 
shadowy  structure  raised  by  Dulness  to  Vanity,  or  like 
Cowper's  description  of  the  Empress  of  Russia's  palace 
of   ice,    "as    worthless    as    in    show    'twas    glittering" — 

"It    smiled,   and   it    was    cold !" 


THE  FIGHT 

The  fight,  the  fight's  the  thing, 


Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king." 

Where  there's  a  will,  there's  a  way. — I  said  so  to 
myself,  as  I  walked  down  Chancery-lane,  about  half- 
past  six  o'clock  on  Monday  the  10th  of  December,  to 
inquire  at  Jack  Randall's  where  the  fight  the  next  day 
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was  to  be;  and  I  found  "the  proverb"  nothing  "musty" 
in  the  present  instance.  I  was  determined  to  see  this 
fight,  come  what  would,  and  see  it  I  did,  in  great  style. 
It  was  my  first  fight,  yet  it  more  than  answered  my 
expectations.  Ladies  !  it  is  to  you  I  dedicate  this 
description;  nor  let  it  seem  out  of  character  for  the 
fair  to  notice  the  exploits  of  the  brave.  Courage  and 
modesty  are  the  old  English  virtues ;  and  may  they 
never  look  cold  and  askance  on  one  another  !  Think, 
ye  fairest  of  the  fair,  loveliest  of  the  lovely  kind,  ye 
practisers  of  soft  enchantment,  how  many  more  ye  kill 
with  poisoned  baits  than  ever  fell  in  the  ring;  and 
listen  with  subdued  air  and  without  shuddering,  to  a 
tale  tragic  only  in  appearance,  and  sacred  to  the 
Fancy ! 

I  was  going  down  Chancery-lane,  thinking  to  ask 
at  Jack  Randall's  where  the  fight  was  to  be,  when  look- 
ing through  the  glass-door  of  the  Hole  in  the  Wall,  I 
heard  a  gentleman  asking  the  same  question  at  Mrs. 
Randall,  as  the  author  of  Waverley  would  express  it. 
Now  Mrs.  Randall  stood  answering  the  gentleman's 
question,  with  the  authenticity  of  the  lady  of  the  Cham- 
pion of  the  Light  Weights.  Thinks  I,  I'll  wait  till 
this  person  comes  out,  and  learn  from  him  how  it  is. 
For  to  say  a  truth,  I  was  not  fond  of  going  into  this 
house  of  call  for  heroes  and  philosophers,  ever  since 
the  owner  of  it  (for  Jack  is  no  gentleman)  threatened 
once  upon  a  time  to  kick  me  out  of  doors  for  wanting 
a  mutton-chop  at  his  hospitable  board,  when  the  con- 
queror in  thirteen  battles  was  more  full  of  blue  ruin 
than  of  good  manners.  I  was  the  more  mortified  at 
this  repulse,  inasmuch  as  I  had  heard  Mr.  James 
Simpkins,  hosier  in  the  Strand,  one  day  when  the 
character  of  the  Hole  in  the  Wall  was  brought  in  ques- 
tion,  observe "The    house    is    a    very    good   house, 
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and  the  company  quite  genteel :  I  have  been  there  my- 
self !"  Remembering  this  unkind  treatment  of  mine 
host,  to  which  mine  hostess  was  also  a  party,  and  not 
wishing  to  put  her  in  unquiet  thoughts  at  a  time  jubilant 
like  the  present,  I  waited  at  the  door,  when,  who  should 
issue  forth  but  my  friend  Jo.  Toms,  and  turning  sud- 
denly up  Chancery-lane  with  that  quick  jerk  and  im- 
patient stride  which  distinguishes  a  lover  of  the  Fancy, 
I  said,  "I'll  be  hanged  if  that  fellow  is  not  going  to 
the  fight,  and  is  on  his  way  to  get  me  to  go  with  him." 
So  it  proved  in  effect,  and  we  agreed  to  adjourn  to  my 
lodgings  to  discuss  measures  with  that  cordiality  which 
makes  old  friends  like  new,  and  new  friends  like  old, 
on  great  occasions.  We  are  cold  to  others  only  when 
we  are  dull  in  ourselves,  and  have  neither  thoughts  nor 
feelings  to  impart  to  them.  Give  a  man  a  topic  in  his 
head,  a  throb  of  pleasure  in  his  heart,  and  he  will  be 
glad  to  share  it  with  the  first  person  he  meets.  Toms 
and  I,  though  we  seldom  meet,  were  an  alter  idem  on 
this  memorable  occasion,  and  had  not  an  idea  that  we 
did  not  candidly  impart;  and  "so  carelessly  did  we 
fleet  the  time/'  that  I  wish  no  better,  when  there  is  an- 
other fight,  than  to  have  him  for  a  companion  on  my 
journey  down,  and  to  return  with  my  friend  Jack 
Pigott,  talking  of  what  was  to  happen  or  of  what  did 
happen,  with  a  noble  subject  always  at  hand,  and 
liberty  to  digress  to  others  whenever  they  offered.  In- 
deed, on  my  repeating  the  lines  from  Spenser  in  an 
involuntary   fit   of   enthusiasm, 

"What  more  felicity  can  fall  to  creature, 
Than  to  enjoy  delight  with  liberty?" 

my  last-named  ingenious  friend  stopped  me  by  saying 
that  this,  translated  into  the  vulgate,  meant  "Going  to 
see  a  fight." 
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Jo.  Toms  and  I  could  not  settle  about  the  method  of 
going  down.  He  said  there  was  a  caravan,  he  under- 
stood, to  start  from  Tom  Belcher's  at  two,  which  would 
go  there  right  out  and  back  again  the  next  day.  Now 
I  never  travel  all  night,  and  said  I  should  get  a  cast  to 
Newbury  by  one  of  the  mails.  Jo.  swore  the  thing  was 
impossible,  and  I  could  only  answer  that  I  had  made  up 
my  mind  to  it.  In  short,  he  seemed  to  me  to  waver,  said 
he  only  came  to  see  if  I  was  going,  had  letters  to  write, 
a  cause  coming  on  the  day  after,  and  faintly  said  at 
parting  (for  I  was  bent  on  setting  out  that  moment)  — 
''Well,  we  meet  at  Philippi !"  I  made  the  best  of  my 
way  to  Piccadilly.  The  mail  coach  stand  was  bare. 
"They  are  all  gone,"  said  I — "this  is  always  the 
way  with  me — in  the  instant  I  lose  the  future — if  I 
had  not  stayed  to  pour  out  that  last  cup  of  tea,  I 
should  have  been  just  in  time" — and  cursing  my  folly 
and  ill-luck  together,  without  inquiring  at  the  coach- 
office  whether  the  mails  were  gone  or  not,  I  walked  on 
in  despite,  and  to  punish  my  own  dilatoriness  and  want 
of  determination.  At  any  rate,  I  would  not  turn  back: 
I  might  get  to  Hounslow,  or  perhaps  farther,  to  be 
on  my  road  the  next  morning.  I  passed  Hyde  Park 
Corner  (my  Rubicon),  and  trusted  to  fortune.  Sud- 
denly I  heard  the  clattering  of  a  Brentford  stage,  and 
the  fight  rushed  full  upon  my  fancy.  I  argued  (not 
unwisely)  that  even  a  Brentford  coachman  was  better 
company  than  my  own  thoughts  (such  as  they  were 
just  then),  and  at  his  invitation  mounted  the  box  with 
him.  I  immediately  stated  my  case  to  him — namely, 
my  quarrel  with  myself  for  missing  the  Bath  or  Bristol 
mail,  and  my  determination  to  get  on  in  consequence 
as  well  as  I  could,  without  any  disparagement  or  in- 
sulting comparison  between  longer  or  shorter  stages. 
It  is  a  maxim  with  me  that  stage-coaches,  and  conse- 


296  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

quently  stage-coachmen,  are  respectable  in  proportion 
to  the  distance  they  have  to  travel:  so  I  said  nothing 
on  that  subject  to  my  Brentford  friend.  Any  incipient 
tendency  to  an  abstract  proposition,  or  (as  he  might 
have  construed  it)  to  a  personal  reflection  of  this  kind, 
was  however  nipped  in  the  bud;  for  I  had  no  sooner 
declared  indignantly  that  I  had  missed  the  mails,  than 
he  flatly  denied  that  they  were  gone  along,  and  lo !  at 
the  instant  three  of  them  drove  by  in  rapid,  provoking, 
orderly  succession,  as  if  they  would  devour  the  ground 
before  them.  Here  again  I  seemed  in  the  contradictory 
situation  of  the  man  in  Dryden  who  exclaims, 

"I  follow  Fate,  which  does  too  hard  pursue !" 

If  I  had  stopped  to  inquire  at  the  White  Horse  Cellar, 
which  would  not  have  taken  me  a  minute,  I  should 
now  have  been  driving  down  the  road  in  all  the  dig- 
nified unconcern  and  ideal  perfection  of  mechanical 
conveyance.  The  Bath  mail  I  had  set  my  mind  upon, 
and  I  had  missed  it,  as  I  missed  every  thing  else,  by 
my  own  absurdity,  in  putting  the  will  for  the  deed, 
and  aiming  at  ends  without  employing  means.  "Sir/* 
said  he  of  the  Brentford,  "the  Bath  mail  will  be  up 
presently,  my  brother-in-law  drives  it,  and  I  will  en- 
gage to  stop  him  if  there  is  a  place  empty."  I  almost 
doubted  my  good  genius ;  but,  sure  enough,  up  it  drove 
like  lightning,  and  stopped  directly  at  the  call  of  the 
Brentford  Jehu.  I  would  not  have  believed  this  pos- 
sible, but  the  brother-in-law  of  a  mail-coach  driver  is 
himself  no  mean  man.  I  was  transferred  without  loss 
of  time  from  the  top  of  one  coach  to  that  of  the  other, 
desired  the  guard  to  pay  my  fare  to  the  Brentford 
coachman  for  me  as  I  had  no  change,  was  accommo- 
dated with  a  great  coat,  put  up  my  umbrella  to  keep 
off  a  drizzling  mist,  and  we  began  to  cut  through  the 
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air  like  an  arrow.  The  mile-stones  disappeared  one 
after  another,  the  rain  kept  off;  Tom  Turtle,  the 
trainer,  sat  before  me  on  the  coach-box,  with  whom  I 
exchanged  civilities  as  a  gentleman  going  to  the  fight; 
the  passion  that  had  transported  me  an  hour  before 
was  subdued  to  pensive  regret  and  conjectural  musing 
on  the  next  day's  battle;  I  was  promised  a  place  inside 
at  Reading,  and  upon  the  whole,  I  thought  myself  a 
lucky  fellow.  Such  is  the  force  of  imagination!  On 
the  outside  of  any  other  coach  on  the  10th  of  Decem- 
ber, with  a  Scotch  mist  drizzling  through  the  cloudy 
moonlight  air,  I  should  have  been  cold,  comfortless, 
impatient,  and,  no  doubt,  wet  through;  but  seated  on 
the  Royal  mail,  I  felt  warm  and  comfortable,  the  air 
did  me  good,  the  ride  did  me  good,  I  was  pleased  with 
the  progress  we  had  made,  and  confident  that  all  would 
go  well  through  the  journey.  When  I  got  inside  at 
Reading,  I  found  Turtle  and  a  stout  valetudinarian, 
whose  costume  bespoke  him  one  of  the  Fancy,  and  who 
had  risen  from  a  three  months'  sick  bed  to  get  into  the 
mail  to  see  the  fight.  They  were  intimate,  and  we  fell 
into  a  lively  discourse.  My  friend  the  trainer  was  con- 
fined in  his  topics  to  fighting  dogs  and  men,  to  bears 
and  badgers ;  beyond  this  he  was  "quite  chap-fallen," 
had  not  a  word  to  throw  at  a  dog,  or  indeed  very  wisely 
fell  asleep,  when  any  other  game  was  started.  The 
whole  art  of  training  (I,  however,  learnt  from  him), 
consists  in  two  things,  exercise  and  abstinence,  ab- 
stinence and  exercise,  repeated  alternately  and  with- 
out end.  A  yolk  of  an  egg  with  a  spoonful  of  rum  in 
it  is  the  first  thing  in  a  morning,  and  then  a  walk  of 
six  miles  till  breakfast.  This  meal  consists  of  a  plenti- 
ful supply  of  tea  and  toast  and  beefsteaks.  Then  an- 
other six  or  seven  miles  till  dinner-time,  and  another 
supply  of  solid  beef  or  mutton  with  a  pint  of  porter, 
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and  perhaps,  at  the  utmost,  a  couple  of  glasses  of 
sherry.  Martin  trains  on  water,  but  this  increases  his 
infirmity  on  another  very  dangerous  side.  The  Gas- 
man takes  now  and  then  a  chirping  glass  (under  the 
rose)  to  console  him,  during  a  six  weeks'  probation,  for 
the  absence  of  Mrs.  Hickman — an  agreeable  woman, 
with  (I  understand)  a  pretty  fortune  of  two  hundred 
pounds.  How  matter  presses  on  me !  What  stubborn 
things  are  facts !  How  inexhaustible  is  nature  and 
art !  "It  is  well/'  as  I  once  heard  Mr.  Richmond 
observe,  "to  see  a  variety. "  He  was  speaking  of  cock- 
fighting  as  an  edifying  spectacle.  I  cannot  deny  but 
that  one  learns  more  of  what  is  (I  do  not  say  of  what 
ought  to  be)  in  this  desultory  mode  of  practical  study, 
than  from  reading  the  same  book  twice  over,  even 
though  it  should  be  a  moral  treatise.  Where  was  I  ? 
I  was  sitting  at  dinner  with  the  candidate  for  the 
honours  of  the  ring,  "where  good  digestion  waits  on 
appetite,  and  health  on  both."  Then  follows  an  hour 
of  social  chat  and  native  glee;  and  afterwards,  to  an- 
other breathing  over  heathy  hill  or  dale.  Back  to  sup- 
per, and  then  to  bed,  and  up  by  six  again — Our  hero 

"Follows    so   the    ever-running    sun 
With   profitable   ardour" 

to  the  day  that  brings  him  victory  or  defeat  in  the 
green  fairy  circle.  Is  not  this  life  more  sweet  than 
mine?  I  was  going  to  say;  but  I  will  not  libel  any 
life  by  comparing  it  to  mine,  which  is  (at  the  date  of 
these  presents)  bitter  as  coloquintida  and  the  dregs  of 
aconitum  [ 

The  invalid  in  the  Bath  mail  soared  a  pitch  above 
the  trainer,  and  did  not  sleep  so  sound,  because  he  had 
"more  figures  and  more  fantasies."  We  talked  the 
hours  away  merrily.     He  had  faith  in  surgery,  for  he 
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had  had  three  ribs  set  right,  that  had  been  broken  in  a 
turn-up  at  Belcher's,  but  thought  physicians  old 
women,  for  they  had  no  antidote  in  their  catalogue  for 
brandy.  An  indigestion  is  an  excellent  common-place 
for  two  people  that  never  met  before.  By  way  of 
ingratiating  myself,  I  told  him  the  story  of  my  doctor, 
who,  on  my  earnestly  representing  to  him  that  I 
thought  his  regimen  had  done  me  harm,  assured  me 
that  the  whole  pharmacopeia  contained  nothing  com- 
parable to  the  prescription  he  had  given  me ;  and,  as  a 
proof  of  its  undoubted  efficacy,  said,  that,  "he  had  had 
one  gentleman  with  my  complaint  under  his  hands  for 
the  last  fifteen  years."  This  anecdote  made  my  com- 
panion shake  the  rough  sides  of  his  three  great  coats 
with  boisterous  laughter;  and  Turtle,  starting  out  of 
his  sleep,  swore  he  knew  how  the  fight  would  go,  for 
he  had  had  a  dream  about  it.  Sure  enough  the  rascal 
told  us  how  the  three  first  rounds  went  off,  but  "his 
dream,"  like  others,  "denoted  a  foregone  conclusion. " 
He  knew  his  men.  The  moon  now  rose  in  silver  state, 
and  I  ventured,  with  some  hesitation,  to  point  out  this 
object  of  placid  beauty,  with  the  blue  serene  beyond, 
to  the  man  of  science,  to  which  his  ear  he  "seriously 
inclined,"  the  more  as  it  gave  promise  d'un  beau  jour 
for  the  morrow,  and  showed  the  ring  undrenched  by 
envious  showers,  arrayed  in  sunny  smiles.  Just  then, 
all  going  on  well,  I  thought  on  my  friend  Toms,  whom 
I  had  left  behind,  and  said  innocently,  "There  was  a 
blockhead  of  a  fellow  I  left  in  town,  who  said  there 
was  no  possibility  of  getting  down  by  the  mail,  and 
talked  of  going  by  a  caravan  from  Belcher's  at  two 
in  the  morning,  after  he  had  written  some  letters." 
"Why,"  said  he  of  the  lapells,  "I  should  not  wonder  if 
that  was  the  very  person  we  saw  running  about  like 
mad  from  one  coach-door  to  another,  and  asking  if  any 
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one  had  seen  a  friend  of  his,  a  gentleman  going  to  the 
fight,  whom  he  had  missed  stupidly  enough  by  staying 
to  write  a  note."  'Tray,  Sir,"  said  my  fellow-travel- 
ler, "had  he  a  plaid-eloak  on?" — "Why,  no,"  said  I, 
"not  at  the  time  I  left  him,  but  he  very  well  might 
afterwards,  for  he  offered  to  lend  me  one."  The  plaid- 
cloak  and  the  letter  decided  the  thing.  Joe,  sure 
enough,  was  in  the  Bristol  mail,  which  preceded  us  by 
about  fifty  yards.  This  was  droll  enough.  We  had 
now  but  a  few  miles  to  our  place  of  destination,  and  the 
first  thing  I  did  on  alighting  at  Newbury,  both  coaches 
stopping  at  the  same  time,  was  to  call  out,  'Tray,  is 
there  a  gentleman  in  that  mail  of  the  name  of  Toms?" 
"No,"  said  Joe,  borrowing  something  of  the  vein  of 
Gilpin,  "for  I  have  just  got  out."  "Well !"  says  he, 
"this  is  lucky;  but  you  don't  know  how  vexed  I  was  to 
miss  you;  for,"  added  he,  lowering  his  voice,  "do  you 
know  when  I  left  you  I  went  to  Belcher's  to  ask  about 
the  caravan,  and  Mrs.  Belcher  said  very  obligingly, 
she  couldn't  tell  about  that,  but  there  were  two  gentle- 
men who  had  taken  places  by  the  mail  and  were  gone 
on  in  a  landau,  and  she  could  frank  us.  It's  a  pity  I 
didn't  meet  with  you;  we  could  then  have  got  down 
for  nothing.  But  mum's  the  xcord."  It's  the  devil  for 
any  one  to  tell  me  a  secret,  for  it's  sure  to  come  out 
in  print.  I  do  not  care  so  much  to  gratify  a  friend, 
but  the  public  ear  is  too  great  a  temptation  to  me. 

Our  present  business  was  to  get  beds  and  a  supper 
at  an  inn ;  but  this  was  no  easy  task.  The  public- 
houses  were  full,  and  where  you  saw  a  light  at  a  pri- 
vate house,  and  people  poking  their  heads  out  of  the 
casement  to  see  what  was  going  on,  they  instantly  put 
them  in  and  shut  the  window,  the  moment  you  seemed 
advancing  with  a  suspicious  overture  for  accommoda- 
tion.    Our  guard  and  coachman  thundered  away  at  the 
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outer  gate  of  the  Crown  for  some  time  without  effect — 
such  was  the  greater  noise  within; — and  when  the  doors 
were  unbarred,  and  we  got  admittance,  we  found  a 
party  assembled  in  the  kitchen  round  a  good  hospitable 
fire,  some  sleeping,  others  drinking,  others  talking  on 
politics  and  on  the  fight.  A  tall  English  yeoman 
(something  like  Matthews  in  the  face,  and  quite  as 
great    a    wag) — 

"A  lusty  man  to  ben  an  abbot   able," — 

was  making  such  a  prodigious  noise  about  rent  and 
taxes,  and  the  price  of  corn  now  and  formerly,  that  he 
had  prevented  us  from  being  heard  at  the  gate.  The 
first  thing  I  heard  him  say  was  to  a  shuffling  fellow 
who  wanted  to  be  off  a  bet  for  a  shilling  glass  of 
brandy  and  water — "Confound  it,  man,  don't  be  iw- 
sipid!"  Thinks  I,  that  is  a  good  phrase.  It  was  a 
good  omen.  He  kept  it  up  so  all  night,  nor  flinched 
with  the  approach  of  morning.  He  was  a  fine  fellow, 
with  sense,  wit,  and  spirit,  a  hearty  body  and  a  joyous 
mind,  free-spoken,  frank,  convivial — one  of  that  true 
English  breed  that  went  with  Harry  the  Fifth  to  the 
siege  of  Harfleur — "standing  like  greyhounds  in  the 
slips,"  &c.  We  ordered  tea  and  eggs  (beds  were  soon 
found  to  be  out  of  the  question)  and  this  fellow's  con- 
versation was  sauce  piquante.  It  did  one's  heart  good 
to  see  him  brandish  his  oaken  towel  and  to  hear  him 
talk.  He  made  mince-meat  of  a  drunken,  stupid,  red- 
face,  quarrelsome,  frowsy  farmer,  whose  nose  "he 
moralized  into  a  thousand  similies,"  making  it  out  a 
firebrand  like  Bardolph's.  "I'll  tell  you  what  my 
friend,"  says  he,  "the  landlady  has  only  to  keep  you 
here  to  save  fire  and  candle.  If  one  was  to  touch 
your  nose,  it  would  go  off  like  a  piece  of  charcoal." 
At  this  the  other  only  grinned  like  an  idiot,  the   sole 


302  ESSAYS   BY   HAZLITT 

variety  in  his  purple  face  being  his  little  peering  grey 
eyes  and  yellow  teetK;  called  for  another  glass,  swore 
he  would  not  stand  it;  and  after  many  attempts  to 
provoke  his  humorous  antagonist  to  single  combat, 
which  the  other  turned  off  (after  working  him  up  to  a 
ludicrous  pitch  of  choler)  with  great  adroitness,  he  fell 
quietly  asleep  with  a  glass  of  liquor  in  his  hand,  which 
he  could  not  lift  to  his  head.  His  laughing  persecutor 
made  a  speech  over  him,  and  turning  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  room,  where  they  were  all  sleeping  in  the 
midst  of  this  "loud  and  furious  fun,"  said,  "There's 
a  scene,  by  G — d,  for  Hogarth  to  paint.  I  think  he  and 
Shakespeare  were  our  two  best  men  at  copying  life/* 
This  confirmed  me  in  my  good  opinion  of  him. 
Hogarth,  Shakespeare,  and  Nature,  were  just  enough 
for  him  (indeed  for  any  man)  to  know.  I  said,  "You 
read  Cobbett,  don't  you?  At  least,"  says  I,  "you  talk 
just  as  well  as  he  writes."  He  seemed  to  doubt  this. 
But  I  said,  "We  have  an  hour  to  spare:  if  you'll  get 
pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  keep  on  talking,  I'll  write 
down  what  you  say;  and  if  it  doesn't  make  a  capital 
'Political  Register,'  I'll  forfeit  my  head.  You  have 
kept  me  alive  to-night,  however.  I  don't  know  what  I 
should  have  done  without  you."  He  did  not  dislike  this 
view  of  the  thing,  nor  my  asking  if  he  was  not  about 
the  size  of  Jem  Belcher ;  and  told  me  soon  afterwards, 
in  the  confidence  of  friendship,  that  "the  circumstance 
which  had  given  him  nearly  the  greatest  concern  in 
his  life,  was  Cribb's  beating  Jem  after  he  had  lost  his 
eye  by  racket-playing." — The  morning  dawns;  that  dim 
but  yet  clear  light  appears,  which  weighs  like  solid 
bars  of  metal  on  the  sleepless  eyelids ;  the  guests  drop 
down  from  their  chambers  one  by  one — but  it  was  too 
late  to  think  of  going  to  bed  now  (the  clock  was  on 
the  stroke  of  seven),  we  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  find 
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a  barber's  (the  pole  that  glittered  in  the  morning  sun 
lighted  us  to  his  shop),  and  then  a  nine  miles'  march 
to  Hungerford.  The  day  was  fine,  the  sky  was  blue, 
the  mists  were  retiring  from  the  marshy  ground,  the 
path  was  tolerably  dry,  the  sitting-up  all  night  had 
not  done  us  much  harm — at  least  the  cause  was  good; 
we  talked  of  this  and  that  with  amicable  difference, 
roving  and  sipping  of  many  subjects,  but  still  invari- 
ably we  returned  to  the  fight.  At  length,  a  mile  to 
the  left  of  Hungerford,  on  a  gentle  eminence,  we  saw 
the  ring  surrounded  by  covered  carts,  gigs,  and  car- 
riages, of  which  hundreds  had  passed  us  on  the  road; 
Toms  gave  a  youthful  shout,  and  we  hastened  down  a 
narrow  lane  to  the   scene   of  action. 

Reader,  have  you  ever  seen  a  fight?  If  not,  you 
have  a  pleasure  to  come,  at  least  if  it  is  a  fight  like 
that  between  the  Gas-man  and  Bill  Neate.  The  crowd 
was  very  great  when  we  arrived  on  the  spot;  open  car- 
riages were  coming  up,  with  streamers  flying  and  music 
playing,  and  the  country-people  were  pouring  in  over 
hedge  and  ditch  in  all  directions,  to  see  their  hero  beat 
or  be  beaten.  The  odds  were  still  on  Gas,  but  only 
about  five  to  four.  Gully  had  been  down  to  try  Neate, 
and  had  backed  him  considerably,  which  was  a  damper 
to  the  sanguine  confidence  of  the  adverse  party.  About 
two  hundred  thousand  pounds  were  pending.  The  Gas 
says,  he  has  lost  3000  £.  which  were  promised  him 
by  different  gentlemen  if  he  had  won.  He  had  pre- 
sumed too  much  on  himself,  which  had  made  others 
presume  on  him.  This  spirited  and  formidable  young 
fellow  seems  to  have  taken  for  his  motto  the  old  maxim, 
that  "there  are  three  things  necessary  to  success  in 
life — Impudence !  Impudence!  Impudence!"  It  is  so 
in  matters  of  opinion,  but  not  in  the  Fancy,  which  is 
the  most  practical  of  all  things,  though  even  here  con- 
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fidence  is  half  the  battle,  but  only  half.  Our  friend 
had  vapoured  and  swaggered  too  much,  as  if  he  wanted 
to  grin  and  bully  his  adversary  out  of  the  fight.  "Alas  ! 
the  Bristol  man  was  not  so  tamed !" — "This  is  the 
grave-digger"  (would  Tom  Hickman  exclaim  in  the 
moments  of  intoxication  from  gin  and  success,  shewing 
his  tremendous  right  hand),  "this  will  send  many  of 
them  to  their  long  homes;  I  haven't  done  with  them 
yet!"  Why  should  he — though  he  had  licked  four  of 
the  best  men  within  the  hour,  yet  why  should  he 
threaten  to  inflict  dishonourable  chastisement  on  my 
old  master  Richmond,  a  veteran  going  off  the  stage, 
And  who  has  borne  his  sable  honours  meekly?  Mag- 
nanimity, by  dear  Tom,  and  bravery,  should  be  in- 
separable. Or  why  should  he  go  up  to  his  antagonist, 
the  first  time  he  ever  saw  him  at  the  Fives  Court,  and 
measuring  him  from  head  to  foot  with  a  glance  of 
contempt,  as  Achilles  surveyed  Hector,  say  to  him, 
"What,  are  you  Bill  Neate?  I'll  knock  more  blood  out 
of  that  great  carcase  of  thine,  this  day  fortnight,  than 
you  ever  knock'd  out  of  a  bullock's  !"  It  was  not  manly, 
"twas  not  fighter-like.  If  he  was  sure  of  the  victory 
(as  he  was  not),  the  less  said  about  it  the  better. 
Modesty  should  accompany  the  Fancy  as  its  shadow. 
The  best  men  were  always  the  best  behaved.  Jem 
Belcher,  the  Game  Chicken  (before  whom  the  Gas- 
man could  not  have  lived)  were  civil,  silent  men.  So 
is  Cribb,  so  is  Tom  Belcher,  the  most  elegant  of  spar- 
rers,  and  not  a  man  for  every  one  to  take  by  the  nose. 
I  enlarged  on  this  topic  in  the  mail  (while  Turtle  was 
asleep),  and  said  very  wisely  (as  I  thought)  that  im- 
pertinence was  a  part  of  no  profession.  A  boxer  was 
bound  to  beat  his  man,  but  not  to  thrust  his  fist,  either 
actually  or  by  implication,  in  every  one's  face.  Even  a 
highwayman,  in  the  way  of  trade,  may  blow  out  your 
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brains,  but  if  he  uses  foul  language  at  the  same  time, 
I  should  say  he  was  no  gentleman.  A  boxer,  I  would 
infer,  need  not  be  a  blackguard  or  a  coxcomb,  more 
than  another.  Perhaps  I  pressed  this  point  too  much 
on  a  fallen  man — Mr.  Thomas  Hickman  has  by  this 
time  learnt  that  first  of  all  lessons,  "That  man  was 
made  to  mourn."  He  has  lost  nothing  by  the  late  fight 
but  his  presumption;  and  that  every  man  may  do  as 
well  without !  By  an  over-display  of  this  quality,  how- 
ever, the  public  had  been  prejudiced  against  him,  and 
the  knowing-ones  were  taken  in.  Few  but  those  who 
had  bet  on  him  wished  Gas  to  win.  With  my  own 
prepossessions  on  the  subject,  the  result  of  the  11th  of 
December  appeared  to  me  as  fine  a  piece  of  poetical 
justice  as  I  had  ever  witnessed.  The  difference  of 
weight  between  the  two  combatants  (14  stone  to  12) 
was  nothing  to  the  sporting  men.  Great,  heavy,  clumsy, 
long-armed  Bill  Neate  kicked  the  beam  in  the  scale  of 
the  Gas-man's  vanity.  The  amateurs  were  frightened 
at  his  big  words,  and  thought  that  they  would  make  up 
for  the  difference  of  six  feet  and  five  feet  nine.  Truly, 
the  Fancy  are  not  men  of  imagination.  They  judge  of 
what  has  been,  and  cannot  conceive  of  any  thing  that  is 
to  be.  The  Gas-man  had  won  hitherto ;  therefore  he 
must  beat  a  man  half  as  big  again  as  himself — and  that 
to  a  certainty.  Besides,  there  are  as  many  feuds,  fac- 
tions, prejudices,  pedantic  notions  in  the  Fancy  as  in 
the  state  or  in  the  schools.  Mr.  Gully  is  almost  the 
only  cool,  sensible  man  among  them,  who  exercises  an 
unbiassed  discretion,  and  is  not  a  slave  to  his  passions 
in  these  matters.  But  enough  of  reflections,  and  to  our 
tale.  The  day,  as  I  have  said,  was  fine  for  a  Decem- 
ber morning.  The  grass  was  wet,  and  the  ground  miry> 
and  ploughed  up  with  multitudinous  feet,  except  that, 
within  the  ring  itself,  there  was  a  spot  of  virgin-green 
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closed  in  and  unprofaned  by  vulgar  tread,  that  shone 
with  dazzling  brightness  in  the  mid-day  sun.  For  it 
was  now  noon,  and  we  had  an  hour  to  wait.  This  is  the 
trying  time.  It  is  then  the  heart  sickens,  as  you  think 
what  the  two  champions  are  about,  and  how  short  a 
time  will  determine  their  fate.  After  the  first  blow  is 
struck,  there  is  no  opportunity  for  nervous  apprehen- 
sions ;  you  are  swallowed  up  in  the  immediate  interest 
of  the  scene — but 

"Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like   a   phantasma,   or   a   hideous   dream/' 

I  found  it  so  as  I  felt  the  sun's  rays  clinging  to  my 
back,  and  saw  the  white  wintry  clouds  sink  below  the 
verge  of  the  horizon.  "So,  I  thought,  my  fairest  hopes 
have  faded  from  my  sight ! — so  will  the  Gas-man's 
glory,  or  that  of  his  adversary,  vanish  in  an  hour." 
The  swells  were  parading  in  their  white  box-coats,  the 
outer  ring  was  cleared  with  some  bruises  on  the  heads 
and  shins  of  the  rustic  assembly  (for  the  cockneys  had 
been  distanced  by  the  sixty-six  miles)  ;  the  time  drew 
near,  I  had  got  a  good  stand;  a  bustle,  a  buzz,  ran 
through  the  crowd,  and  from  the  opposite  side  entered 
Neate,  between  his  second  and  bottle-holder.  He  rolled 
along,  swathed  in  his  loose  great  coat,  his  knock -knees 
bending  under  his  huge  bulk;  and,  with  a  modest  cheer- 
ful air,  threw  his  hat  into  the  ring.  He  then  just  looked 
round,  and  began  quietly  to  undress ;  when  from  the 
other  side  there  was  a  similar  rush  and  an  opening 
made,  and  the  Gas-man  came  forward  with  a  conscious 
air  of  anticipated  triumph,  too  much  like  the  cock-of- 
the-walk.  He  strutted  about  more  than  became  a  hero, 
-sucked  oranges  with  a  supercilious  air,  and  threw  away 
the    skin    with    a   toss    of   his    head,   and    went    up    and 
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looked  at  Neate,  which  was  an  act  of  supererogation. 
The  only  sensible  thing  he  did  was,  as  he  strode  away 
from  the  modern  Ajax,  to  fling  out  his  arms,  as  if 
he  wanted  to  try  whether  they  would  do  their  work 
that  day.  By  this  time  they  had  stripped,  and  pre- 
sented a  strong  contrast  in  appearance.  If  Neate  was 
like  Ajax,  "with  Atlantean  shoulders,  fit  to  bear"  the 
pugilistic  reputation  of  all  Bristol,  Hickman  might 
be  compared  to  Diomed,  light,  vigorous,  elastic,  and 
his  back  glistened  in  the  sun,  as  he  moved  about,  like 
a  panther's  hide.  There  was  now  a  dead  pause — 
attention  was  awe-struck.  Who  at  that  moment,  big 
with  a  great  event,  did  not  draw  his  breath  short — did 
not  feel  his  heart  throb?  All  was  ready.  They  tossed 
up  for  the  sun,  and  the  Gas-man  won.  They  were 
led  up  to  the  scratch — shook  hands,  and  went  at  it. 
In  the  first  round  every  one  thought  it  was  all  over. 
After  making  play  a  short  time,  the  Gas-man  flew  at 
his  adversary  like  a  tiger,  struck  five  blows  in  as  many 
seconds,  three  first,  and  then  following  him  as  he 
staggered  back,  two  more,  right  and  left,  and  down 
he  fell,  a  mighty  ruin.  There  was  a  shout,  and  I  said, 
"There  is  no  standing  this."  Neate  seemed  like  a 
lifeless  lump  of  flesh  and  bone,  round  which  the  Gas- 
man's blows  played  with  the  rapidity  of  electricity  or 
lightning,  and  you  imagined  he  would  only  be  lifted 
up  to  be  knocked  down  again.  It  was  as  if  Hickman 
held  a  sword  or  a  fire  in  that  right  hand  of  his,  and 
directed  it  against  an  unarmed  body.  They  met  again, 
and  Neate  seemed,  not  cowed,  but  particularly  cau- 
tious. I  saw  his  teeth  clenched  together  and  his  brows 
knit  close  against  the  sun.  He  held  out  both  his  arms 
at  full  length  straight  before  him,  like  two  sledge- 
hammers, and  raised  his  left  an  inch  or  two  higher. 
The    Gas-man    could    not    get    over    this    guard — they 
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struck  mutually  and  fell,  but  without  advantage  on 
either  side,  It  was  the  same  in  the  next  round; 
but  the  balance  of  power  was  thus  restored — the  fate 
of  the  battle  was  suspended.  No  one  could  tell  how  it 
would  end.  This  was  the  only  moment  in  which 
opinion  was  divided;  for,  in  the  next,  the  Gas-man 
aiming  a  mortal  blow  at  his  adversary's  neck,  with 
his  right  hand,  and  failing  from  the  length  he  had 
to  reach,  the  other  returned  it  with  his  left  at  full 
swing,  planted  a  tremendous  blow  on  his  cheek-bone 
and  eyebrow,  and  made  a  red  ruin  of  that  side  of 
his  face.  The  Gas-man  went  down,  and  there  was 
another  shout — a  roar  of  triumph  as  the  waves  of 
fortune  rolled  tumultuously  from  side  to  side.  This 
was  a  settler.  Hickman  got  up,  and  "grinned  horrible 
a  ghastly  smile,"  yet  he  was  evidently  dashed  in  his 
opinion  of  himself;  it  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever 
been  so  punished;  all  one  side  of  his  face  was  perfect 
scarlet,  and  his  right  eye  was  closed  in  dingy  black- 
ness, as  he  advanced  to  the  fight,  less  confident,  but 
still  determined.  After  one  or  two  rounds,  not  receiv- 
ing another  such  remembrancer,  he  rallied  and  went 
at  it  with  his  former  impetuosity.  But  in  vain.  His 
strength  had  been  weakened, — his  blows  could  not  tell 
at  such  a  distance, — he  was  obliged  to  fling  himself  at 
his  adversary,  and  could  not  strike  from  his  feet;  and 
almost  as  regularly  as  he  flew  at  him  with  his  right 
hand,  Neate  warded  the  blow,  or  drew  back  out  of  its 
reach,  and  felled  him  with  the  return  of  his  left.  There 
was  little  cautious  sparring — no  half-hits — no  tapping 
and  trifling,  none  of  the  petit-maitreship  of  the  art 
— they  were  almost  all  knock-down  blows: — the  fight 
was  a  good  stand-up  fight.  The  wonder  was  the  half- 
minute    time.      If    there    had    been    a    minute    or    more 
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allowed  between  each  round,  it  would  have  been  in- 
telligible how  they  should  by  degrees  recover  strength 
and  resolution;  but  to  see  two  men  smashed  to  the 
ground,  smeared  with  gore,  stunned,  senseless,  the 
breath  beaten  out  of  their  bodies ;  and  then,  before 
you  recover  from  the  shock,  to  see  them  rise  up  with 
new  strength  and  courage,  stand  steady  to  inflict  or 
receive  mortal  offense,  and  rush  upon  each  other  "like 
two  clouds  over  the  Caspian" — this  is  the  most  aston- 
ishing thing  of  all : — this  is  the  high  and  heroic  state  of 
man !  From  this  time  forward  the  event  became  more 
certain  every  round;  and  about  the  twelfth  it  seemed 
as  if  it  must  have  been  over.  Hickman  generally 
stood  with  his  back  to  me;  but  in  the  scuffle,  he  had 
changed  positions,  and  Neate  just  then  made  a  tre- 
mendous lunge  at  him,  and  hit  him  full  in  the  face. 
It  was  doubtful  whether  he  would  fall  backwards  or 
forwards ;  he  hung  suspended  for  a  second  or  two, 
and  then  fell  back,  throwing  his  hands  in  the  air,  and 
with  his  face  lifted  up  to  the  sky.  I  never  saw  any 
thing  more  terrific  than  his  aspect  just  before  he  fell. 
All  traces  of  life,  of  natural  expression,  were  gone 
from  him.  His  face  was  like  a  human  skull,  a  death's 
head,  spouting  blood.  The  eyes  were  filled  with  blood, 
the  nose  streamed  with  blood,  the  mouth  gaped  blood. 
He  was  not  like  an  actual  man,  but  like  a  preternatural, 
spectral  appearance,  or  like  one  of  the  figures  in 
Dante's  Inferno.  Yet  he  fought  on  after  this  for 
several  rounds,  still  striking  the  first  desperate  blow, 
and  Neate  standing  on  the  defensive,  and  using  the 
same  cautious  guard  to  the  last,  as  if  he  had  still  all 
his  work  to  do;  and  it  was  not  till  the  Gas-man  was 
so  stunned  in  the  seventeenth  or  eighteenth  round,  that 
his  senses  forsook  him,  and  he  could  not  come  to  time. 
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that  the  battle  was  declared  over.1  Ye  who  despise 
the  Fancy,  do  something  to  shew  as  much  pluck,  or  as 
much  self-possession  as  this,  before  you  assume  a 
superiority  which  you  have  never  given  a  single  proof 
of  by  any  one  action  in  the  whole  course  of  your  lives ! 
— When  the  Gas-man  came  to  himself,  the  first  words 
he  uttered  were,  "Where  am  I?  What  is  the  matter?" 
"Nothing  is  the  matter,  Tom, — you  have  lost  the  battle, 
but  you  are  the  bravest  man  alive/'  And  Jackson 
whispered  to  him,  "I  am  collecting  a  purse  for  you, 
Tom/' — Vain  sounds,  and  unheard  at  that  moment ! 
Neate  instantly  went  up  and  shook  him  cordially  by 
the  hand,  and  seeing  some  old  acquaintance,  began  to 
flourish  with  his  fists,  calling  out,  "Ah  you  always  said 
I  couldn't  fight — What  do  you  think  now?"  But  all 
in  good  humour,  and  without  any  appearance  of  ar- 
rogance; only  it  was  evident  Bill  Neate  was  pleased 
that  he  had  won  the  fight.  When  it  was  over,  I  asked 
Cribb  if  he  did  not  think  it  was  a  good  one?  He  said, 
"Pretty  well!"  The  carrier-pigeons  now  mounted  into 
the  air,  and  one  of  them  flew  with  the  news  of  her 
husband's  victory  to  the  bosom  of  Mrs.  Neate.  Alas, 
for  Mrs.  Hickman! 

Mais  au  revoir,  as  Sir  Fopling  Flutter  says.  I  went 
down  with  Toms ;  I  returned  with  Jack  Pigott,  whom 
I  met  on  the  ground.  Toms  is  a  rattle  brain;  Pigott  is 
a  sentimentalist.  Now,  under  favour,  I  am  a  senti- 
mentalist too — therefore  I  say  nothing,  but  that  the 
interest  of  the  excursion  did  not  flag  as  I  came  back. 
Pigott  and  I  marched  along  the  causeway  leading  from 

1  Scroggins  said  of  the  Gas-man,  that  he  thought  he  was  a  man  of 
that  courage,  that  if  his  hands  were  cut  off,  he  would  still  fight  on 
with  the  stumps — like  that  of  Widrington, — 

"in  doleful  dumps, 

Who,  when  his  legs  were  smitten  off 
Still  fought  upon  his  stumps." 
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Hungerford  to  Newbury,  now  observing  the  effect  of 
a  brilliant  sun  on  the  tawny  meads  or  moss-coloured 
cottages,  now  exulting  in  the  fight,  now  digressing  to 
some  topic  of  general  and  elegant  literature.  My 
friend  was  dressed  in  character  for  the  occasion,  or 
like  one  of  the  Fancy;  that  is,  with  a  double  portion 
of  great  coats,  clogs,  and  overhauls:  and  just  as  we 
had  agreed  with  a  couple  of  country-lads  to  carry  his 
superfluous  wearing-apparel  to  the  next  town,  we  were 
overtaken  by  a  return  post-chaise,  into  which  I  got, 
Pigott  preferring  a  seat  on  the  bar.  There  were  two 
strangers  already  in  the  chaise,  and  on  their  observing 
they  supposed  I  had  been  to  the  fight,  I  said  I  had, 
and  concluded  they  had  done  the  same.  They  ap- 
peared, however,  a  little  shy  and  sore  on  the  subject; 
and  it  was  not  till  after  several  hints  dropped,  and 
questions  put,  that  it  turned  out  that  they  had  missed 
it.  One  of  these  friends  had  undertaken  to  drive  the 
other  there  in  his  gig:  they  had  set  out,  to  make  sure 
work,  the  day  before  at  three  in  the  afternoon.  The 
owner  of  the  one-horse  vehicle  scorned  to  ask  his  way, 
and  drove  right  on  to  Bagshot,  instead  of  turning  off 
at  Hounslow:  there  they  stopped  all  night,  and  set 
off  the  next  day  across  the  country  to  Reading,  from 
whence  they  took  coach,  and  got  down  within  a  mile 
or  two  of  Hungerford,  just  half  an  hour  after  the 
fight  was  over.  This  might  be  safely  set  down  as  one 
of  the  miseries  of  human  life.  We  parted  with  these 
two  gentlemen  who  had  been  to  see  the  fight,  but  had 
returned  as  they  went,  at  Wolhampton,  where  we  were 
promised  beds  (an  irresistible  temptation,  for  Pigott 
had  passed  the  preceding  night  at  Hungerford  as  we 
had  done  at  Newbury),  and  we  turned  into  an  old  bow- 
windowed  parlour  with  a  carpet  and  a  snug  fire;  and 
after  devouring  a  quantity  of  tea,  toast,  and  eggs,  sat 
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down  to  consider,  during  an  hour  of  philosophic  leisure, 
what  we  should  have  for  supper.  In  the  midst  of  an 
Epicurean  deliberation  between  a  roasted  fowl  and 
mutton  chops  with  mashed  potatoes,  we  were  inter- 
rupted by  an  inroad  of  Goths  and  Vandals — 0  procul 
este  profani — not  real  flash-men,  but  interlopers,  noisy 
pretenders,  butchers  from  Tothill-fields,  brokers  from 
Whitechapel,  who  called  immediately  for  pipes  and 
tobacco,  hoping  it  would  not  be  disagreeable  to  the 
gentlemen,  and  began  to  insist  that  it  was  a  cross. 
Pigott  withdrew  from  the  smoke  and  noise  into  another 
room,  and  left  me  to  dispute  the  point  with  them  for 
a  couple  of  hours  sans  intermission  by  the  dial.  The 
next  morning  we  rose  refreshed;  and  on  observing  that 
Jack  had  a  pocket  volume  in  his  hand,  in  which  he 
read  in  the  intervals  of  our  discourse,  I  inquired  what 
it  was,  and  learned  to  my  particular  satisfaction  that 
it  was  a  volume  of  the  New  Eloise.  Ladies,  after 
this,  will  you  contend  that  a  love  for  the  Fancy  is 
incompatible  with  the  cultivation  of  sentiment  ? — We 
jogged  on  as  before,  my  friend  setting  me  up  in  a 
genteel  drab  great  coat  and  green  silk  handkerchief 
(which  I  must  say  became  me  exceedingly),  and  after 
stretching  our  legs  for  a  few  miles,  and  seeing  Jack 
Randall,  Ned  Turner,  and  Scroggins,  pass  on  the 
top  of  one  of  the  Bath  coaches,  we  engaged  with  the 
driver  of  the  second  to  take  us  to  London  for  the 
usual  fee.  I  got  inside,  and  found  three  other  pas- 
sengers. One  of  them  was  an  old  gentleman  with  an 
aquiline  nose,  powdered  hair,  and  a  pigtail,  and  who 
looked  as  if  he  had  played  many  a  rubber  at  the 
Bath  rooms.  I  said  to  myself,  he  is  very  like  Mr. 
Windham;  I  wish  he  would  enter  into  conversation, 
that  I  might  hear  what  fine  observations  would  come 
from   those    finely-turned    features.      However,   nothing 
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passed,  till,  stopping  to  dine  at  Reading,  some  inquiry 
was  made  by  the  company  about  the  fight,  and  I  gave 
(as  the  reader  may  believe)  an  eloquent  arid  animated 
description  of  it.  When  we  got  into  the  coach  again, 
the  old  gentleman,  after  a  graceful  exordium,  said,  he 
had,  when  a  boy,  been  to  a  fight  between  the  famous 
Broughton  and  George  Stevenson,  who  was  called  the 
Fighting  Coachman,  in  the  year  17-70,  with  the  late 
Mr.  Windham.  This  beginning  flattered  the  spirit  of 
prophecy  within  me  and  rivetted  my  attention.  He 
went  on — "George  Stevenson  was  coachman  to  a  friend 
of  my  father's.  He  was  an  old  man  when  I  saw  him 
some  years  afterwards.  He  took  hold  of  his  own  arm 
and  said,  'there  was  muscle  here  once,  but  now  it  is 
no  more  than  this  young  gentleman's/  He  added, 
'well,  no  matter;  I  have  been  here  long,  I  am  willing 
to  go  hence,  and  I  hope  I  have  done  no  more  harm 
than  another  man.'  Once,"  said  my  unknown  com- 
panion, "I  asked  him  if  he  had  ever  beat  Broughton? 
He  said  Yes ;  that  he  had  fought  with  him  three  times, 
and  the  last  time  he  fairly  beat  him,  though  the  world 
did  not  allow  it.  'I'll  tell  you  how  it  was,  master. 
When  the  seconds  lifted  us  up  in  the  last  round,  we 
were  so  exhausted  that  neither  of  us  could  stand,  and 
we  fell  upon  one  another,  and  as  Master  Broughton 
fell  uppermost,  the  mob  gave  it  in  his  favour,  and  he 
was  said  to  have  won  the  battle.  But,'  says  he,  'the 
fact  was,  that  as  his  second  (John  Cuthbert)  lifted 
him  up,  he  said  to  him,  "I'll  fight  no  more,  I've  had 
enough;"  'which,'  says  Stevenson,  'you  know  gave  me 
the  victory.  And  to  prove  to  you  that  this  was  the 
case,  when  John  Cuthbert  was  on  his  death-bed,  and 
they  asked  him  if  there  was  any  thing  on  his  mind  which 
he  wished  to  confess,  he  answered,  "Yes,  that  there  was 
one   thing   he    wished    to    set    right,    for    that    certainly 
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Master  Stevenson  won  that  last  fight  with  Master 
Broughton;  for  he  whispered  him  as  he  lifted  him 
up  in  the  last  round  of  all,  that  he  had  had  enough. " 
"This,"  said  the  Bath  gentleman,  "was  a  bit  of  human 
nature ;"  and  I  have  written  this  account  of  the  fight 
on  purpose  that  it  might  not  be  lost  to  the  world. 
He  also  stated  as  a  proof  of  the  candour  of  mind  in 
this  class  of  men,  that  Stevenson  acknowledged  that 
Broughton  could  have  beat  him  in  his  best  day;  but 
that  he  (Broughton)  was  getting  old  in  their  last 
rencounter.  When  we  stopped  in  Piccadilly,  I  wanted 
to  ask  the  gentleman  some  questions  about  the  late 
Mr.  Windham,  but  had  not  courage.  I  got  out,  re- 
signed my  coat  and  green  silk  handkerchief  to  Pigott 
(loth  to  part  with  these  ornaments  of  life),  and  walked 
home  in  high  spirits. 

P.  S.  Toms  called  upon  me  the  next  day,  to  ask 
me  if  I  did  not  think  the  fight  was  a  complete  thing? 
I  said  I  thought  it  was.  I  hope  he  will  relish  my 
account  of  it. 

MR.  COBBETT 

People  have  about  as  substantial  an  idea  of  Cobbett 
as  they  have  of  Cribb.  His  blows  are  as  hard,  and 
he  himself  is  as  impenetrable.  One  has  no  notion 
of  him  as  making  use  of  a  fine  pen,  but  a  great 
mutton-fist ;  his  style  stuns  his  readers,  and  he  "fillips 
the  ear  of  the  public  with  a  three-man  beetle."  He 
is  too  much  for  any  single  newspaper  antagonist,  "lays 
waste"  a  city  orator  or  Member  of  Parliament,  and 
bears  hard  upon  the  Government  itself.  He  is  a  kind 
of  fourth  estate  in  the  politics  of  the  country.  He  is 
not  only  unquestionably  the  most  powerful  political 
writer  of  the  present  day,  but  one  of  the  best  writers 
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in  the  language.  He  speaks  and  thinks  plain,  broad, 
downright  English.  He  might  be  said  to  have  the 
clearness  of  Swift,  the  naturalness  of  Defoe,  and  the 
picturesque  satirical  description  of  Mandeville:  if  all 
such  comparisons  were  not  impertinent.  A  really  great 
and  original  writer  is  like  nobody  but  himself.  In 
one  sense,  Sterne  was  not  a  wit,  nor  Shakespeare  a» 
poet.  It  is  easy  to  describe  second-rate  talents,  be- 
cause they  fall  into  a  class  and  enlist  under  a  standard: 
but  first-rate  powers  defy  calculation  or  comparison, 
and  can  be  defined  only  by  themselves.  They  are  sui 
generis,  and  make  the  class  to  which  they  belong.  I 
have  tried  half-a-dozen  times  to  describe  Burke's  style 
without  ever  succeeding:  its  severe  extravagance,  its 
literal  boldness,  its  matter-of-fact  hyperboles,  its  run- 
ning away  with  a  subject  and  from  it  at  the  same  time; 
but  there  is  no  making  it  out,  for  there  is  no  example 
of  the  same  thing  any  where  else.  We  have  no  common 
measure  to  refer  to;  and  his  qualities  contradict  even 
themselves. 

Cobbett  is  not  so  difficult.  He  has  been  compared 
to  Paine;  and  so  far  it  is  true  there  are  no  two 
writers  who  come  more  into  juxtaposition  from  the 
nature  of  their  subjects,  from  the  internal  resources 
on  which  they  draw,  and  from  the  popular  effect  of 
their  writings  and  their  adaptation  (though  that  is  a 
bad  word  in  the  present  case)  to  the  capacity  of  every 
reader.  But  still,  if  we  turn  to  a  volume  of  Paine's 
(his  Common  Sense  or  Rights  of  Man)  we  are  struck 
(not  to  say  somewhat  refreshed)  by  the  difference. 
Paine  is  a  much  more  sententious  writer  than  Cobbett. 
You  cannot  open  a  page  in  any  of  his  best  and  earlier 
works  without  meeting  with  some  maxim,  some  anti- 
thetical and  memorable  saying,  which  is  a  sort  of 
starting-place  for  the  argument,  and  the  goal  to  which 
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it  returns.  There  is  not  a  single  bon-mot,  a  single 
sentence  in  Cobbett  that  has  ever  been  quoted  again. 
If  any  thing  is  ever  quoted  from  him,  it  is  an  epithet  of 
abuse  or  a  nickname.  He  is  an  excellent  hand  at 
invention  in  that  way,  and  has  "damnable  iteration 
in  him.,,  What  could  be  better  than  his  pestering 
Erskine  year  after  year  with  his  second  title  of  Baron 
Clackmannan?  He  is  rather  too  fond  of  such  phrases 
as  the  Sons  and  Daughters  of  Corruption.  Paine  af- 
fected to  reduce  things  to  first  principles,  to  announce 
self-evident  truths.  Cobbett  troubles  himself  about 
little  but  the  details  and  local  circumstances.  The 
first  appeared  to  have  made  up  his  mind  beforehand  to 
certain  opinions,  and  to  try  to  find  the  most  compen- 
dious and  pointed  expressions  for  them:  his  successor 
appears  to  have  no  clue,  no  fixed  or  leading  principles, 
nor  ever  to  have  thought  on  a  question  till  he  sits  down 
to  write  about  it.  But  then  there  seems  no  end  of  his 
matters  of  fact  and  raw  materials,  which  are  brought 
out  in  all  their  strength  and  sharpness  from  not  having 
been  squared  or  frittered  down  or  vamped  up  to  suit  a 
theory.  He  goes  on  with  his  descriptions  and  illustra- 
tions as  if  he  would  never  come  to  a  stop;  they  have 
all  the  force  of  novelty  with  all  the  familiarity  of  old 
acquaintance.  His  knowledge  grows  out  of  the  sub 
ject,  and  his  style  is  that  of  a  man  who  has  an  absolute 
intuition  of  what  he  is  talking  about,  and  never  thinks 
of  any  thing  else.  He  deals  in  premises  and  speaks 
to  evidence:  the  coming  to  a  conclusion  and  summing 
up  (which  was  Paine's  forte)  lies  in  a  smaller  compass. 
The  one  could  not  compose  an  elementary  treatise  on 
politics  to  become  a  manual  for  the  popular  reader; 
nor  could  the  other  in  all  probability  have  kept  up  a 
weekly  journal  for  the  same  number  of  years  with 
the    same    spirit,    interest,    and    untired    perseverance. 
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Paine's  writings  are  a  sort  of  introduction  to  political 
arithmetic  on  a  new  plan;  Cobbett  keeps  a  day-book, 
and  makes  an  entry  at  full  of  all  the  occurrences  and 
troublesome  questions  that  start  up  throughout  the 
year.  Cobbett,  with  vast  industry,  vast  information, 
and  the  utmost  power  of  making  what  he  says  intel- 
ligible, never  seems  to  get  at  the  beginning  or  come  to 
the  end  of  any  question:  Paine  in  a  few  short  sentences 
seems  by  his  peremptory  manner  "to  clear  it  from  all 
controversy,  past,  present,  and  to  come."  Paine  takes 
a  bird's-eye  view  of  things;  Cobbett  sticks  close  to 
them,  inspects  the  component  parts,  and  keeps  fast  hold 
of  the  smallest  advantages  they  afford  him.  Or  if  I 
might  here  be  indulged  in  a  pastoral  allusion,  Paine 
tries  to  enclose  his  ideas  in  a  fold  for  security  and 
repose;  Cobbett  lets  his  pour  out  upon  the  plain  like 
a  flock  of  sheep  to  feed  and  batten.  Cobbett  is  a 
pleasanter  writer  for  those  to  read  who  do  not  agree 
with  him;  for  he  is  less  dogmatical,  goes  more  into 
the  common  grounds  of  fact  and  argument  to  which 
all  appeal,  is  more  desultory  and  various,  and  appears 
less  to  be  driving  at  a  previous  conclusion  than  urged 
on  by  the  force  of  present  conviction.  He  is  therefore 
tolerated  by  all  parties,  though  he  has  made  himself 
by  turns  obnoxious  to  all ;  and  even  those  he  abuses 
read  him.  The  Reformers  read  him  when  he  was  a 
Tory,  and  the  Tories  read  him  now  that  he  is  a 
Reformer.  He  must,  I  think,  however,  be  caviare  to 
the  Whigs.1 

If  he  is  less  metaphysical  and  poetical  than  his 
celebrated  prototype,  he  is  more  picturesque  and 
dramatic.  His  episodes,  which  are  numerous  as  they 
are    pertinent,    are    striking,    interesting,    full    of    life 

1  The  late  Lord  Chancellor  Thurlow  used  to  say  that  Cobbett  was 
the  only  writer  that  deserved  the  name  of  a  political  reasoner. 
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and  naivete,  minute,  double  measure  running  over, 
but  never  tedious — nunquam  sufflaminandus  erat.  He 
is  one  of  those  writers  who  can  never  tire  us,  not  even 
of  himself;  and  the  reason  is,  he  is  always  "full  of 
matter. "  He  never  runs  to  lees,  never  gives  us  the 
vapid  leavings  of  himself,  is  never  "weary,  stale,  and 
unprofitable,"  but  always  setting  out  afresh  on  his 
journey,  clearing  away  some  old  nuisance,  and  turning 
up  new  mould.  His  egotism  is  delightful,  for  there 
is  no  affectation  in  it.  He  does  not  talk  of  himself  for 
lack  of  something  to  write  about,  but  because  some 
circumstance  that  has  happened  to  himself  is  the  best 
possible  illustration  of  the  subject;  and  he  is  not  the 
man  to  shrink  from  giving  the  best  possible  illustra- 
tion of  the  subject  from  a  squeamish  delicacy.  He 
likes  both  himself  and  his  subject  too  well.  He  does 
not  put  himself  before  it,  and  say  "admire  me  first," 
but  places  us  in  the  same  situation  with  himself,  and 
makes  us  see  all  that  he  does.  There  is  no  blind  man's 
buff,  no  conscious  hints,  no  awkward  ventriloquism, 
no  testimonies  of  applause,  no  abstract,  senseless  self- 
complacency,  no  smuggled  admiration  of  his  own  per- 
son by  proxy;  it  is  all  plain  and  above-board.  He 
writes  himself  plain  William  Cobbett,  strips  himself 
quite  as  naked  as  any  body  could  wish:  in  a  word,  his 
egotism  is  full  of  individuality,  and  has  room  for  very 
little  vanity  in  it.  We  feel  delighted,  rub  our  hands, 
and  draw  our  chair  to  the  fire,  when  we  come  to  a 
passage  of  this  sort:  we  know  it  will  be  something  new 
and  good,  manly  and  simple,  not  the  same  insipid 
story  of  self  over  again.  We  sit  down  at  table  with 
the  writer,  but  it  is  of  a  course  of  rich  viands — flesh, 
fish,  and  wild  fowl — and  not  to  a  nominal  entertain- 
ment, like  that  given  by  the  Barmecide  in  the  Arabian 
Nights,    who    put    off    his    visitor    with    calling    for    a 
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number  of  exquisite  things  that  never  appeared,  and 
with  the  honour  of  his  company.  Mr.  Cobbett  is  not 
a  make-believe  writer.  His  worst  enemy  cannot  say 
that  of  him.  Still  less  is  he  a  yulgar  one.  He  must 
be  a  puny  common-place  critic  indeed,  who  thinks  him 
so.  How  fine  were  the  graphical  descriptions  he  sent 
us  from  America :  what  a  transatlantic  flavour,  what 
a  natiye  gusto,  what  a  fine  sauce  piquante  of  contempt 
they  were  seasoned  with !  If  he  had  sat  down  to  look 
at  himself  in  the  glass,  instead  of  looking  about  him 
like  Adam  in  Paradise,  he  would  not  haye  got  up  these 
articles  in  so  capital  a  style.  What  a  noble  account 
of  his  first  breakfast  after  his  arriyal  in  America ! 
It  might  serye  for  a  month.  There  is  no  scene  on  the 
stage  more  amusing.  How  well  he  paints  the  gold  and 
scarlet  plumage  of  the  American  birds,  only  to  lament 
more  pathetically  the  want  of  the  wild  wood-notes  of 
his  natiye  land!  The  groyes  of  the  Ohio  that  had  just 
fallen  beneath  the  axe's  stroke,  "live  in  his  descrip- 
tion," and  the  turnips  that  he  transplanted  from  Botley 
"look  green"  in  prose  !  How  well  at  another  time  he 
describes  the  poor  sheep  that  had  got  the  tick,  and  had 
tumbled  down  in  the  agonies  of  death !  It  is  a  portrait 
in  the  manner  of  Bewick,  with  the  strength,  the  sim- 
plicity, and  feeling  of  that  great  naturalist.  What 
hayoc  he  makes,  when  he  pleases,  of  the  curls   of  Dr. 

Parr's  wig  and  of  the  Whig  consistency  of  Mr.  ! 

His  Grammar,  too,  is  as  entertaining  as  a  story-book. 
He  is  too  hard,  however,  upon  the  style  of  others, 
and  not  enough    (sometimes)    on  his   own. 

As  a  political  partisan,  no  one  can  stand  against 
him.  With  his  brandished  club,  like  Giant  Despair 
in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress,  he  knocks  out  their  brains : 
and  not  only  no  individual,  but  no  corrupt  system, 
could   hold   out   against   his   powerful   and   repeated   at- 
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tacks.  But  with  the  same  weapon,  swung  round  like 
a  flail,  with  which  he  levels  his  antagonists,  he  lays 
his  friends  low,  and  puts  his  own  party  hors  de  combat. 
This  is  a  bad  propensity,  and  a  worse  principle  in 
political  tactics,  though  a  common  one.  If  his  blows 
were  straightforward  and  steadily  directed  to  the  same 
object,  no  unpopular  minister  could  live  before  him; 
instead  of  which  he  lays  about  right  and  left  im- 
partially and  remorselessly,  makes  a  clear  stage,  has 
all  the  ring  to  himself,  and  then  runs  out  of  it,  just 
when  he  should  stand  his  ground.  He  throws  his 
head  into  his  adversary's  stomach,  and  takes  away 
from  him  all  inclination  for  the  fight,  hits  fair  or  foul, 
strikes  at  everything,  and  as  you  come  up  to  his  aid 
or  stand  ready  to  pursue  his  advantage,  trips  up  your 
heels  or  lays  you  sprawling,  and  pummels  you  when 
down  as  much  to  his  heart's  content  as  ever  the 
Yanguesian  carriers  belaboured  Rosinante  with  their 
pack-staves.  "He  has  the  back-trick  simply  the  best 
of  any  man  in  Illyria."  He  pays  off  both  scores  of  old 
friendship  and  new-acquired  enmity  in  a  breath,  in  one 
perpetual  volley,  one  raking  fire  of  "arrowy  sleet"  shot 
from  his  pen.  However  his  own  reputation  or  the 
cause  may  suffer  in  consequence,  he  cares  not  one  pin 
about  that,  so  that  he  disables  all  who  oppose  or  who 
pretend  to  help  him.  In  fact,  he  cannot  bear  success 
of  any  kind,  not  even  of  his  own  views  or  party;  and 
if  any  principle  were  likely  to  become  popular,  would 
turn  round  against  it,  to  show  his  power  in  shouldering 
it  on  one  side.  In  short,  wherever  power  is,  there  is  he 
against  it:  he  naturally  butts  at  all  obstacles,  as  uni- 
corns are  attracted  to  oak-trees,  and  feels  his  own 
strength  only  by  resistance  to  the  opinions  and  wishes 
of  the  rest  of  the  world.  To  sail  with  the  stream,  to 
agree   with   the    company,   is    not   his   humour.      If   he 
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could  bring  about  a  Reform  in  Parliament,  the  odds 
are  that  he  would  instantly  fall  foul  of  and  try  to  mar 
his  own  handy-work;  and  he  quarrels  with  his  own 
creatures  as  soon  as  he  has  written  them  into  a  little 
vogue — and  a  prison.  I  do  not  think  this  is  vanity  or 
fickleness  so  much  as  a  pugnacious  disposition,  that 
must  have  an  antagonist  power  to  contend  with,  and 
only  finds  itself  at  ease  in  systematic  opposition. 
If  it  were  not  for  this,  the  high  towers  and  rotten 
places  of  the  world  would  fall  before  the  battering-ram 
of  his  hard-headed  reasoning:  but  if  he  once  found 
them  tottering,  he  would  apply  his  strength  to  prop 
them  up,  and  disappoint  the  expectations  of  his  fol- 
lowers. He  cannot  agree  to  any  thing  established, 
nor  to  set  up  any  thing  else  in  its  stead.  While  it  is 
established,  he  presses  hard  against  it,  because  it 
presses  upon  him,  at  least  in  imagination.  Let  it 
crumble  under  his  grasp,  and  the  motive  to  resistance 
is  gone.  He  then  requires  some  other  grievance  to 
set  his  face  against.  His  principle  is  repulsion,  his 
nature  contradiction :  he  is  made  up  of  mere  antipathies ; 
an  Ishmaelite  indeed,  without  a  fellow.  He  is  always 
playing  at  hunt-the-slipper  in  politics.  He  turns  round 
upon  whoever  is  next  to  him.  The  way  to  wean  him 
from  any  opinion,  and  make  him  conceive  an  intol- 
erable hatred  against  it,  would  be  to  place  somebody 
near  him  who  was  perpetually  dinning  it  in  his  ears. 
When  he  is  in  England,  he  does  nothing  but  abuse  the 
Boroughmongers,  and  laugh  at  the  whole  system:  when 
he  is  in  America,  he  grows  impatient  of  freedom  and 
a  republic.  If  he  had  stayed  there  a  little  longer,  he 
would  have  become  a  loyal  and  a  loving  subject  of 
his  Majesty  King  George  IV.  He  lampooned  the 
French  Revolution  when  it  was  hailed  as  the  dawn  of 
liberty   by   millions;    by   the   time   it   was    brought   into 
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almost  universal  ill-odour  by  some  means  or  other 
(partly  no  doubt  by  himself)  he  had  turned,  with  one 
or  two  or  three  others,  staunch  Bonapartist.  He  is 
always  of  the  militant,  not  of  the  triumphant  party: 
so  far  he  bears  a  gallant  show  of  magnanimity.  But 
his  gallantry  is  hardly  of  the  right  stamp:  it  wants 
principle.  For  though  he  is  not  servile  or  mercenary, 
he  is  the  victim  of  self-will.  He  must  pull  down  and 
pull  in  pieces :  it  is  not  in  his  disposition  to  do  other- 
wise. It  is  a  pity;  for  with  his  great  talents  he  might 
do  great  things,  if  he  would  go  right  forward  to  any 
useful  object,  make  thorough-stitch  work  of  any 
question,  or  join  hand  and  heart  with  any  principle. 
He  changes  his  opinions  as  he  does  his  friends,  and 
much  on  the  same  account.  He  has  no  comfort  in  fixed 
principles :  as  soon  as  any  thing  is  settled  in  his  own 
mind,  he  quarrels  with  it.  He  has  no  satisfaction  but 
in  the  chase  after  truth,  runs  a  question  down,  worries 
and  kills  it,  then  quits  it  like  vermin,  and  starts  some 
new  game,  to  lead  him  a  new  dance,  and  give  him  a 
fresh  breathing  through  bog  and  brake,  with  the  rabble 
yelping  at  his  heels  and  the  leaders  perpetually  at 
fault.  This  he  calls  sport-royal.  He  thinks  it  as  good 
as  cudgel-playing  or  single-stick,  or  any  thing  else  that 
has  life  in  it.  He  likes  the  cut  and  thrust,  the  falls, 
bruises,  and  dry  blows  of  an  argument:  as  to  any  good 
or  useful  results  that  may  come  of  the  amicable  settling 
of  it,  any  one  is  welcome  to  them  for  him.  The  amuse- 
ment is  over,  when  the  matter  is  once  fairly  decided. 
There  is  another  point  of  view  in  which  this  may 
be  put.  I  might  say  that  Mr.  Cobbett  is  a  very 
honest  man,  with  a  total  want  of  principle;  and  I 
might  explain  this  paradox  thus.  I  mean  that  he  is, 
I  think,  in  downright  earnest  in  what  he  says,  in  the 
part   he   takes   at   the   time;    but   in   taking   that   part, 
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he  is  led  entirely  by  headstrong  obstinacy,  caprice, 
novelty,  pique  or  personal  motive  of  some  sort,  and 
not  by  a  steadfast  regard  for  truth  or  habitual  anxiety 
for  what  is  right  uppermost  in  his  mind.  He  is  not  a 
feed,  time-serving,  shuffling  advocate  (no  man  could 
write  as  he  does  who  did  not  believe  himself  sincere) — 
but  his  understanding  is  the  dupe  and  slave  of  his 
momentary,  violent,  and  irritable  humours.  He  does 
not  adopt  an  opinion  "deliberately  or  for  money" ;  yet 
his  conscience  is  at  the  mercy  of  the  first  provocation 
he  receives,  of  the  first  whim  he  takes  in  his  head.  He 
sees  things  through  the  medium  of  heat  and  passion, 
not  with  reference  to  any  general  principles,  and  his 
whole  system  of  thinking  is  deranged  by  the  first  ob- 
ject that  strikes  his  fancy  or  sours  his  temper.  One 
cause  of  this  phenomenon  is  perhaps  his  want  of  a 
regular  education.  He  is  a  self-taught  man,  and  has 
the  faults  as  well  as  excellences  of  that  class  of  per- 
sons in  their  most  striking  and  glaring  excess.  It 
must  be  acknowledged  that  the  Editor  of  the  Political 
Register  (the  two-penny  trash,  as  it  was  called,  till 
a  Bill  passed  the  House  to  raise  the  price  to  sixpence) 
is  not  "the  gentleman  and  scholar/'  though  he  has 
qualities  that,  with  a  little  better  management,  would 
be  worth  (to  the  public)  both  those  titles.  For  want 
of  knowing  what  has  been  discovered  before  him,  he 
has  not  certain  general  landmarks  to  refer  to  or  a  gen- 
eral standard  of  thought  to  apply  to  individual  cases. 
He  relies  on  his  own  acuteness  and  the  immediate  evi- 
dence, without  being  acquainted  with  the  comparative 
anatomy  or  philosophical  structure  of  opinion.  He 
does  not  view  things  on  a  large  scale  or  at  the  horizon 
(dim  and  airy  enough  perhaps);  but  as  they  affect 
himself — close,  palpable,  tangible.  Whatever  he  finds 
out  is  his  own,  and  he  only  knows  what  he  finds  out. 
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He  is  in  the  constant  hurry  and  fever  of  gestation:  his 
brain  teems  incessantly  with  some  fresh  project. 
Every  new  light  is  the  birth  of  a  new  system,  the  dawn 
of  a  new  world  to  him.  He  is  continually  outstripping 
and  overreaching  himself.  The  last  opinion  is  the 
only  true  one.  He  is  wiser  to-day  than  he  was  yester- 
day. Why  should  he  not  be  wiser  to-morrow  than  he 
was  to-day?  Men  of  a  learned  education  are  not  so 
sharp-witted  as  clever  men  without  it;  but  they  know 
the  balance  of  the  human  intellect  better.  If  they  are 
more  stupid,  they  are  more  steady,  and  are  less  liable 
to  be  led  astray  by  their  own  sagacity  and  the  over- 
weening petulance  of  hard-earned  and  late-acquired 
wisdom.  They  do  not  fall  in  love  with  every  meretri- 
cious extravagance  at  first  sight,  or  mistake  an  old 
battered  hypothesis  for  a  vestal,  because  they  are  new 
to  the  ways  of  this  old  world.  They  do  not  seize  upon 
it  as  a  prize,  but  are  safe  from  gross  imposition  by 
being  as  wise  and  no  wiser  than  those  who  went  before 
them. 

Paine  said  on  some  occasion,  "What  I  have  written, 
I  have  written/'  as  rendering  any  farther  declaration 
of  his  principles  unnecessary.  Not  so  Mr.  Cobbett. 
What  he  has  written  is  no  rule  to  him  what  he  is  to 
write.  He  learns  something  every  day,  and  every 
week  he  takes  the  field  to  maintain  the  opinions  of 
the  last  six  days  against  friend  or  foe.  I  doubt 
whether  this  outrageous  inconsistency,  this  headstrong 
fickleness,  this  understood  want  of  all  rule  and  method, 
does  not  enable  him  to  go  on  with  the  spirit,  vigour,  and 
variety  that  he  does.  He  is  not  pledged  to  repeat  him- 
self. Every  new  Register  is  a  kind  of  new  Prospectus. 
He  blesses  himself  from  all  ties  and  shackles  on  his 
understanding;  he  has  no  mortgages  on  his  brain;  his 
notions  are  free  and  unincumbered.     If  he  was  put  in 
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trammels,  he  might  become  a  vile  hack  like  so  many 
more.  But  he  gives  himself  "ample  scope  and  verge 
enough."  He  takes  both  sides  of  a  question,  and 
maintains  one  as  sturdily  as  the  other.  If  nobody 
else  can  argue  against  him,  he  is  a  very  good  match 
for  himself.  He  writes  better  in  favour  of  reform 
than  any  body  else;  he  used  to  write  better  against  it. 
Wherever  he  is,  there  is  the  tug  of  war,  the  weight  of 
the  argument,  the  strength  of  abuse.  He  is  not  like 
a  man  in  danger  of  being  bed-rid  in  his  faculties :  he 
tosses  and  tumbles  about  his  unwieldy  bulk,  and  when 
he  is  tired  of  lying  on  one  side,  relieves  himself  by 
turning  on  the  other.  His  shifting  his  point  of  view 
from  time  to  time  not  merely  adds  variety  and  greater 
compass  to  his  topics  (so  that  the  Political  Register  is 
an  armoury  and  magazine  for  all  the  materials  and 
weapons  of  political  warfare),  but  it  gives  a  greater 
zest  and  liveliness  to  his  manner  of  treating  them.  Mr. 
Cobbett  takes  nothing  for  granted,  as  what  he  has 
proved  before ;  he  does  not  write  a  book  of  reference. 
We  see  his  ideas  in  their  first  concoction,  fermenting 
and  overflowing  with  the  ebullitions  of  a  lively  con- 
ception. We  look  on  at  the  actual  process,  and  are  put 
in  immediate  possession  of  the  grounds  and  materials 
on  which  he  forms  his  sanguine,  unsettled  conclusions. 
He  does  not  give  us  samples  of  reasoning,  but  the 
whole    solid    mass,    refuse    and    all. 


" He   pours    out   all    as    plain 

As  downright  Shippen  or  as  old  Montaigne/' 

This  is  one  cause  of  the  clearness  and  force  of  his 
writings.  An  argument  does  not  stop  to  stagnate  and 
muddle  in  his  brain,  but  passes  at  once  to  his  paper. 
His  ideas  are  served  up,  like  pancakes,  hot  and  hot. 
Fresh    theories    give    him    fresh    courage.      He    is    like 
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a  young  and  lusty  bridegroom,  that  divorces  a  favourite 
speculation  every  morning,  and  marries  a  new  one 
every  night.  He  is  not  wedded  to  his  notions,  not  he. 
He  has  not  one  Mrs.  Cobbett  among  all  his  opinions. 
He  makes  the  most  of  the  last  thought  that  has  come 
in  his  way,  seizes  fast  hold  of  it,  rumples  it  about  in 
all  directions  with  rough  strong  hands,  has  his  wicked 
will  of  it,  takes  a  surfeit,  and  throws  it  away.  Our 
author's  changing  his  opinions  for  new  ones  is  not  so 
wonderful;  what  is  more  remarkable  is  his  felicity  in 
forgetting  his  old  ones.  He  does  not  pretend  to  con- 
sistency (like  Mr.  Coleridge)  ;  he  frankly  disavows  all 
connection  with  himself.  He  feels  no  personal  re- 
sponsibility in  this  way,  and  cuts  a  friend  or  principle 
with  the  same  decided  indifference  that  Antipholis  of 
Ephesus  cuts  JEgeon  of  Syracuse.  It  is  a  hollow  thing. 
The  only  time  he  ever  grew  romantic  was  in  bringing 
over  the  relics  of  Mr.  Thomas  Paine  with  him  from 
America,  to  go  a  progress  with  them  through  the  dis- 
affected districts.  Scarce  had  he  landed  in  Liverpool, 
when  he  left  the  bones  of  a  great  man  to  shift  for 
themselves ;  and  no  sooner  did  he  arrive  in  London, 
than  he  made  l  speech  to  disclaim  all  participation  in 
the  political  and  theological  sentiments  of  his  late  idol^ 
and  to  place  the  whole  stock  of  his  admiration  and 
enthusiasm  towards  him  to  the  account  of  his  financial 
speculations,  and  of  his  having  predicted  the  fate  of 
paper-money.  If  he  had  erected  a  little  gold  statue 
to  him,  it  might  have  proved  the  sincerity  of  this  as- 
sertion; but  to  make  a  martyr  and  a  patron-saint  of  a 
man,  and  to  dig  up  "his  canonized  bones"  in  order  to 
expose  them  as  objects  of  devotion  to  the  rabble's 
gaze,  asks  something  that  has  more  life  and  spirit  in 
it,  more  mind  and  vivifying  soul,  than  has  to  do  with 
any  calculation  of  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence !     The 
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fact  is,  he  ratted  from  his  own  project.  He  found  the 
thing  not  so  ripe  as  he  had  expected.  His  heart  failed 
him;  his  enthusiasm  fled;  and  he  made  his  retraction. 
His  admiration  is  short-lived:  his  contempt  only  is 
rooted,  and  his  resentment  lasting.  The  above  was 
only  one  instance  of  his  building  too  much  on  practical 
data.  He  has  an  ill  habit  of  prophesying,  and  goes  on, 
though  still  deceived.  The  art  of  prophesying  does  not 
suit  Mr.  Cobbett's  style.  He  has  a  knack  of  fixing 
names  and  times  and  places.  According  to  him,  the 
Reformed  Parliament  was  to  meet  in  March,  1818;  it 
did  not,  and  we  heard  no  more  of  the  matter.  When 
his  predictions  fail,  he  takes  no  farther  notice  of  them, 
but  applies  himself  to  new  ones,  like  the  country-people, 
who  turn  to  see  what  weather  there  is  in  the  almanac 
for  the  next  week,  though  it  has  been  out  in  its  reckon- 
ing every  day  of  the  last. 

Mr.  Cobbett  is  great  in  attack,  not  in  defense:  he 
cannot  fight  an  up-hill  battle.  He  will  not  bear  the 
least  punishing.  If  any  one  turns  upon  him  (which 
few  people  like  to  do),  he  immediately  turns  tail. 
Like  an  overgrown  school-boy,  he  is  so  used  to  have 
it  all  his  own  way,  that  he  cannot  submit  to  any  thing 
like  competition  or  a  struggle  for  the  mastery:  he 
must  lay  on  all  the  blows,  and  take  none.  He  is 
bullying  and  cowardly;  a  Big  Ben  in  politics,  who 
will  fall  upon  others  and  crush  them  by  his  weight, 
but  is  not  prepared  for  resistance,  and  is  soon  stag- 
gered by  a  few  smart  blows.  Whenever  he  has  been 
set  upon,  he  has  slunk  out  of  the  controversy.  The 
Edinburgh  Review  made  (what  is  called)  a  dead  set 
at  him  some  years  ago,  to  which  he  only  retorted  by 
an  eulogy  on  the  superior  neatness  of  an  English 
kitchen-garden  to  a  Scotch  one.  I  remember  going 
one  day  into  a  bookseller's  shop  in  Fleet  Street  to  ask 
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for  the  Review;  and  on  my  expressing  my  opinion 
to  a  young  Scotchman,  who  stood  behind  the  counter, 
that  Mr.  Cobbett  might  hit  as  hard  in  his  reply,  the 
North  Briton  said  with  some  alarm — "But  you  don't 
think,  Sir,  Mr.  Cobbett  will  be  able  to  injure  the 
Scottish  nation  ?"  I  said  I  could  not  speak  to  that 
point,  but  I  thought  he  was  very  well  able  to  defend 
himself.  He  however  did  not,  but  has  borne  a  grudge 
to  the  Edinburgh  Review  ever  since,  which  he  hates 
worse  than  the  Quarterly.      I  cannot  say  I  do.1 


REV.   MR.   IRVING 

This  gentleman  has  gained  an  almost  unprecedented, 
and  not  an  altogether  unmerited  popularity  as  a 
preacher.  As  he  is,  perhaps,  though  a  burning  and 
a  shining  light,  not  "one  of  the  fixed,"  we  shall  take 
this  opportunity  of  discussing  his  merits,  while  he  is 
at  his  meridian  height;  and  in  doing  so,  shall  "nothing 
extenuate,  nor   set   down  aught  in   malice." 

Few  circumstances  show  the  prevailing  and  prepos- 
terous rage  for  novelty  in  a  more  striking  point  of 
view  than  the  success  of  Mr.  Irving's  oratory.  People 
go  to  hear  him  in  crowds,  and  come  away  with  a 
mixture  of  delight  and  astonishment.  They  go  again 
to   see  if  the   effect  will   continue,   and   send   others   to 

1  Mr.  Cobbett  speaks  almost  as  well  as  he  writes.  The  only  time 
I  ever  saw  him  he  seemed  to  me  a  very  pleasant  man:  easy  of  access, 
affable,  clear-headed,  simple  and  mild  in  his  manner,  deliberate  and 
unruffled  in  his  speech,  though  some  of  his  expressions  were  not  very 
qualified.  His  figure  is  tall  and  portly:  he  has  a  good  sensible  face, 
rather  full,  with  little  grey  eyes,  a  hard,  square  forehead,  a  ruddy 
complexion,  with  hair  grey  or  powdered :  and  had  on  a  scarlet  broad- 
cloth waistcoat,  with  the  flaps  of  the  pockets  hanging  down,  as  was 
the  custom  for  gentlemen-farmers  in  the  last  century,  or  as  we  see  it 
in  the  pictures  of  Members  of  Parliament  in  the  reign  of  George  I. 
I  certainly  did  not  think  less  favourably  of  him  for  seeing  him. 
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try  to  find  out  the  mystery;  and  in  the  noisy  conflict 
between  extravagant  encomiums  and  splenetic  objec- 
tions, the  true  secret  escapes  observation — which  is, 
that  the  whole  thing  is,  nearly  from  beginning  to  end, 
a  transposition  of  ideas.  If  the  subject  of  these  re- 
marks had  come  out  as  a  player,  with  all  his  advantages 
of  figure,  voice,  and  action,  we  think  he  would  have 
failed;  if,  as  a  preacher,  he  had  kept  within  the  strict 
bounds  of  pulpit-oratory,  he  would  scarcely  have  been 
much  distinguished  among  his  Calvinistic  brethren. 
As  a  mere  author,  he  would  have  excited  attention 
rather  by  his  quaintness  and  affectation  of  an  obsolete 
style  and  mode  of  thinking  than  by  any  thing  else. 
But  he  has  contrived  to  jumble  these  several  characters 
together  in  an  unheard-of  and  unwarranted  manner, 
and  the  fascination  is  altogether  irresistible.  Our 
Caledonian  divine  is  equally  an  anomaly  in  religion, 
in  literature,  in  personal  appearance,  and  in  public 
speaking.  To  hear  a  person  spout  Shakespeare  on 
the  stage  is  nothing — the  charm  is  nearly  worn  out — 
but  to  hear  any  one  spout  Shakespeare  (and  that  not 
in  a  sneaking  under-tone,  but  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
and  with  the  full  breadth  of  his  chest)  from  a  Calvin- 
istic pulpit,  is  new  and  wonderful.  The  Fancy  have 
lately  lost  something  of  their  gloss  in  public  estima- 
tion; and  after  the  last  fight,  few  would  go  far  to 
see  a  Neate  or  a  Spring  set-to.  But  to  see  a  man  who 
is  able  to  enter  the  ring  with  either  of  them,  or 
brandish  a  quarter-staff  with  Friar  Tuck,  or  a  broad- 
sword with  Shaw  the  Lifeguardsman,  stand  up  in  a 
strait-laced  old-fashioned  pulpit,  and  bandy  dialectics 
with  modern  philosophers,  or  give  a  cross-buttock  to  a 
cabinet  minister,  there  is  something  in  a  sight  like  this 
also,  that  is  a  cure  for  sore  eyes.  It  is  as  if  Cribb  or 
Molyneux    had    turned    Methodist    parson,    or    as    if    a 
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Patagonian  savage  were  to  come  forward  as  the  patron- 
saint  of  Evangelical  religion.  Again,  the  doctrine  of 
eternal  punishment  was  one  of  the  staple  arguments 
with  which,  everlastingly  drawled  out,  the  old  school 
of  Presbyterian  divines  used  to  keep  their  audiences 
awake,  or  lull  them  to  sleep;  but  to  which  people  of 
taste  and  fashion  paid  little  attention,  as  inelegant  and 
barbarous,  till  Mr.  Irving,  with  his  cast-iron  features 
and  sledge-hammer  blows,  puffing  like  a  grim  Vulcan, 
set  to  work  to  forge  more  classic  thunderbolts,  and 
kindle  the  expiring  flames  anew  with  the  very  sweep- 
ings of  sceptical  and  infidel  libraries,  so  as  to  excite  a 
pleasing  horror  in  the  female  part  of  his  congregation. 
In  short,  our  popular  declaimer  has,  contrary  to  the 
Scripture-caution,  put  new  wine  into  old  bottles,  or 
new  cloth  on  old  garments.  He  has,  with  an  unlimited 
and  daring  licence,  mixed  the  sacred  and  the  profane 
together,  the  carnal  and  the  spiritual  man,  the  petu- 
lance of  the  bar  with  the  dogmatism  of  the  pulpit, 
the  theatrical  and  theological,  the  modern  and  the 
obsolete ; — what  wonder  that  this  splendid  piece  of 
patchwork,  splendid  by  contradiction  and  contrast, 
has  delighted  some  and  confounded  others?  The  more 
serious  part  of  his  congregation  indeed  complain, 
though  not  bitterly,  that  their  pastor  has  converted 
their  meeting-house  into  a  play-house:  but  when  a  lady 
of  quality,  introducing  herself  and  her  three  daughters 
to  the  preacher,  assures  him  that  they  have  been  to 
all  the  most  fashionable  places  of  resort,  the  opera, 
the  theatre,  assemblies,  Miss  Macauley's  readings,  and 
Exeter-Change,  and  have  been  equally  entertained  no- 
where else,  we  apprehend  that  no  remonstrances  of  a 
committee  of  ruling-elders  will  be  able  to  bring  him 
to  his  senses  again,  or  make  him  forego  such  sweet, 
but  ill-assorted  praise.     What  we  mean  to  insist  upon 
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is,  that  Mr.  Irving  owes  his  triumphant  success,  not  to 
any  one  quality  for  which  he  has  been  extolled,  but 
to  a  combination  of  qualities,  the  more  striking  in  their 
immediate  effect,  in  proportion  as  they  are  unlooked- 
for  and  heterogeneous,  like  the  violent  opposition  of 
light  and  shade  in  a  picture.  We  shall  endeavour  to 
explain  this  view  of  the  subject  more  at  large. 

Mr.  Irving,  then,  is  no  common  or  mean  man.  He 
has  four  or  five  qualities,  possessed  in  a  moderate 
or  in  a  paramount  degree,  which,  added  or  multiplied 
together,  fill  up  the  important  space  he  occupies  in 
the  public  eye.  Mr.  Irving's  intellect  itself  is  of  a  su- 
perior order ;  he  has  undoubtedly  both  talents  and 
acquirements  beyond  the  ordinary  run  of  every-day 
preachers.  These  alone,  however,  we  hold,  would  not 
account  for  a  twentieth  part  of  the  effect  he  has  pro- 
duced: they  would  have  lifted  him  perhaps  out  of  the 
mire  and  slough  of  sordid  obscurity,  but  would  never 
have  launched  him  into  the  ocean-stream  of  popularity, 
in  which  he  "lies  floating  many  a  rood" ; — but  to  these 
he  adds  uncommon  height,  a  graceful  figure  and  action, 
a  clear  and  powerful  voice,  a  striking,  if  not  a  fine 
face,  a  bold  and  fiery  spirit,  and  a  most  portentous 
obliquity  of  vision,  which  throw  him  to  an  immeasur- 
able distance  beyond  all  competition,  and  effectually 
relieve  whatever  there  might  be  of  common-place  or 
bombast  in  his  style  of  composition.  Put  the  case  that 
Mr.  Irving  had  been  five  feet  high — Would  he  ever 
have  been  heard  of,  or,  as  he  does  now,  have  "bestrode 
the  world  like  a  Colossus"  ?  No,  the  thing  speaks  for 
itself.  He  would  in  vain  have  lifted  his  Lilliputian  arm 
to  Heaven;  people  would  have  laughed  at  his  monkey- 
tricks.  Again,  had  he  been  as  tall  as  he  is,  but  had 
wanted  other  recommendations,  he  would  have  been 
nothing. 
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"The   player's   province   they   but   vainly  try, 
Who    want    these    powers,    deportment,    voice,    and 
eye/' 

Conceive  a  rough,  ugly,  shock-headed  Scotchman, 
standing  up  in  the  Caledonian  Chapel,  and  dealing 
"damnation  round  the  land"  in  a  broad  northern 
dialect  and  with  a  harsh,  screaking  voice,  what  ear 
polite,  what  smile  serene  would  have  hailed  the  bar- 
barous prodigy,  or  not  consigned  him  to  utter  neglect 
and  derision?  But  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving,  with  all 
his  native  wildness,  "hath  a  smooth  aspect  framed  to 
make  women"  saints ;  his  very  unusual  size  and  height 
are  carried  off  and  moulded  into  elegance  by  the  most 
admirable  symmetry  of  form  and  ease  of  gesture;  his 
sable  locks,  his  clear  iron-grey  complexion,  and  firm-set 
features,  turn  the  raw,  uncouth  Scotchman  into  the 
likeness  of  a  noble  Italian  picture;  and  even  his  dis- 
tortion of  sight  only  redeems  the  otherwise  "faultless 
monster"  within  the  bounds  of  humanity,  and,  when 
admiration  is  exhausted  and  curiosity  ceases,  excites 
a  new  interest  by  leading  to  the  idle  question  whether 
it  is  an  advantage  to  the  preacher  or  not.  Farther, 
give  him  all  his  actual  and  remarkable  advantages  of 
body  and  mind,  let  him  be  as  tall,  as  straight,  as  dark 
and  clear  of  skin,  as  much  at  his  ease,  as  silver-tongued, 
as  eloquent  and  as  argumentative  as  he  is,  yet  with  all 
these,  and  without  a  little  charlatanry  to  set  them  off, 
he  had  been  nothing.  He  might,  keeping  within  the 
rigid  line  of  his  duty  and  professed  calling,  have 
preached  on  for  ever;  he  might  have  divided  the  old- 
fashioned  doctrines  of  election,  grace,  reprobation,  pre- 
destination, into  his  sixteenth,  seventeenth,  and  eigh- 
teenth heads,  and  his  lastly  have  been  looked  for  as  a 
"consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished";  he  might  have 
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defied  the  devil  and  all  his  works,  and  by  the  help  of 
a   loud   voice   and   strong-set   person — 

"A  lusty  man  to  ben  an  Abbot  able;" — 

have  increased  his  own  congregation,  and  been  quoted 
among  the  godly  as  a  powerful  preacher  of  the  word; 
but  in  addition  to  this,  he  went  out  of  his  way  to 
attack  Jeremy  Bentham;  and  the  town  was  up  in  arms. 
The  thing  was  new.  He  thus  wiped  the  stain  of  musty 
ignorance  and  formal  bigotry  out  of  his  style.  Mr. 
Irving  must  have  something  superior  in  him,  to  look 
over  the  shining  close-packed  heads  of  his  congrega- 
tion to  have  a  hit  at  the  Great  Jurisconsult  in  his 
study.  He  next,  ere  the  report  of  the  former  blow  had 
subsided,  made  a  lunge  at  Mr.  Brougham,  and  glanced 
an  eye  at  Mr.  Canning;  mystified  Mr.  Coleridge,  and 
stultified  Lord  Liverpool  in  his  place — in  the  Gallery. 
It  was  rare  sport  to  see  him,  "like  an  eagle  in  a  dove- 
cote, flutter  the  Volscians  in  Corioli."  He  has  found 
out  the  secret  of  attracting  by  repelling.  Those  whom 
he  is  likely  to  attack  are  curious  to  hear  what  he  says 
of  them:  they  go  again,  to  show  that  they  do  not 
mind  it.  It  is  no  less  interesting  to  the  bystanders, 
who  like  to  witness  this  sort  of  onslaught — like  a  charge 
of  cavalry — the  shock  and  the  resistance.  Mr.  Irving 
has,  in  fact,  without  leave  asked  or  a  licence  granted, 
converted  the  Caledonian  Chapel  into  a  Westminster 
Forum  or  Debating  Society,  with  the  sanctity  of  re- 
ligion added  to  it.  Our  spirited  polemic  is  not  con- 
tented to  defend  the  citadel  of  orthodoxy  against  all 
impugners,  and  shut  himself  up  in  texts  of  Scripture 
and  huge  volumes  of  the  Commentators  as  an  impreg- 
nable fortress.  He  merely  makes  use  of  the  stronghold 
of  religion  as  a  resting-place,  from  which  he  sallies 
forth,  armed   with   modern  topics   and   with  penal   fire, 
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like  Achilles  of  old  rushing  from  the  Grecian  tents 
against  the  adversaries  of  God  and  man.  Peter  Aretine 
is  said  to  have  laid  the  Princes  of  Europe  under  con- 
tribution by  penning  satires  against  them;  so  Mr.  Ir- 
ving keeps  the  public  in  awe  by  insulting  all  their 
favourite  idols.  He  does  not  spare  their  politicians, 
their  rulers,  their  moralists,  their  poets,  their  players, 
their  critics,  their  reviewers,  their  magazine-writers ; 
he  levels  their  resorts  of  business,  their  places  of 
amusement,  at  a  blow — their  cities,  churches,  palaces, 
ranks  and  professions,  refinements  and  elegances — and 
leaves  nothing  standing  but  himself,  a  mighty  land- 
mark in  a  degenerate  age,  overlooking  the  wide  havoc- 
he  has  made  !  He  makes  war  upon  all  arts  and  sciences, 
upon  the  faculties  and  nature  of  man,  on  his  vices  and 
his  virtues,  on  all  existing  institutions,  and  all  possible 
improvements,  that  nothing  may  be  left  but  the  Kirk  of 
Scotland,  and  that  he  may  be  the  head  of  it.  He 
literally  sends  a  challenge  to  all  London  in  the  name 
of  the  King  of  Heaven,  to  evacuate  its  streets,  to 
disperse  its  population,  to  lay  aside  its  employments, 
to  burn  its  wealth,  to  renounce  its  vanities  and  pomp; 
and  for  what? — that  he  may  enter  in  as  the  King  of 
Glory;  or  after  enforcing  his  threat  with  the  batter- 
ing-ram of  logic,  the  grape-shot  of  rhetoric,  and  the 
cross-fire  of  his  double  vision,  reduce  the  British 
metropolis  to  a  Scottish  heath,  with  a  few  miserable 
hovels  upon  it,  where  they  may  worship  God  accord- 
ing to  the  root  of  the  matter,  and  where  an  old  man 
with  a  blue  bonnet,  a  fair-haired  girl,  and  a  little 
child  would  form  the  flower  of  his  flock!  Such  is  the 
pretension  and  the  boast  of  this  new  Peter  the  Hermit, 
who  would  get  rid  of  all  we  have  done  in  the  way  of 
improvement  on  a  state  of  barbarous  ignorance,  or  still 
more   barbarous   prejudice,  in   order  to   begin  again  on 
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a  tabula  rasa  of  Calvinism,  and  have  a  world  of  his 
own  making.  It  is  not  very  surprising  that  when  nearly 
the  whole  mass  and  texture  of  civil  society  is  indicted 
as  a  nuisance,  and  threatened  to  be  pulled  down  as  a 
rotten  building  ready  to  fall  on  the  heads  of  the  in- 
habitants, that  all  classes  of  people  run  to  hear  the 
crash,  and  to  see  the  engines  and  levers  at  work  which 
are  to  effect  this  laudable  purpose.  What  else  can  be 
the  meaning  of  our  preacher's  taking  upon  himself  to 
denounce  the  sentiments  of  the  most  serious  professors 
in  great  cities,  as  vitiated  and  stark-naught,  of  relegat- 
ing religion  to  his  native  glens,  and  pretending  that 
the  hymn  of  praise  or  the  sigh  of  contrition  cannot 
ascend  acceptably  to  the  throne  of  grace  from  the 
crowded  street  as  well  as  from  the  barren  rock  or 
silent  valley?  Why  put  this  affront  upon  his  hearers? 
Why    belie    his    own    aspirations? 

"God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town." 

So  says  the  poet;  does  Mr.  Irving  say  so?  If  he  does, 
and  finds  the  air  of  the  city  death  to  his  piety,  why 
does  he  not  return  home  again?  But  if  he  can  breathe 
it  with  impunity,  and  still  retain  the  fervour  of  his 
early  enthusiasm,  and  the  simplicity  and  purity  of 
the  faith  that  was  once  delivered  to  the  saints,  why 
not  extend  the  benefit  of  his  own  experience  to  others, 
instead  of  taunting  them  with  a  vapid  pastoral  theory? 
Or,  if  our  popular  and  eloquent  divine  finds  a  change 
in  himself,  that  flattery  prevents  the  growth  of  grace, 
that  he  is  becoming  the  God  of  his  own  idolatry  by 
being  that  of  others,  that  the  glittering  of  coronet- 
coaches  rolling  down  Holborn  Hill  to  Hatton  Garden, 
that  titled  beauty,  that  the  parliamentary  complexion 
of  his  audience,  the  compliments  of  poets,  and  the 
stare    of    peers    discompose    his    wandering    thoughts    a 
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little;  and  yet  that  he  cannot  give  up  these  strong 
temptations  tugging  at  his  heart:  why  not  extend  more 
charity  to  others,  and  show  more  candour  in  speaking 
of  himself?  There  is  either  a  good  deal  of  bigoted 
intolerance  with  a  deplorable  want  of  self-knowledge 
in  all  this,  or  at  least  an  equal  degree  of  cant  and 
quackery. 

To  whichever  cause  we  are  to  attribute  this  hyper- 
bolical tone,  we  hold  it  certain  he  could  not  have 
adopted  it,  if  he  had  been  a  little  man.  But  his  im- 
posing figure  and  dignified  manner  enable  him  to 
hazard  sentiments  or  assertions  that  would  be  fatal  to 
others.  His  controversial  daring  is  backed  by  his 
bodily  prowess ;  and  by  bringing  his  intellectual  pre- 
tensions boldly  into  a  line  with  his  physical  accom- 
plishments, he,  indeed,  presents  a  very  formidable 
front  to  the  sceptic  or  the  scoffer.  Take  a  cubit  from 
his  stature,  and  his  whole  manner  resolves  itself  into 
an  impertinence.  But  with  that  addition,  he  over- 
crozes  the  town,  browbeats  their  prejudices,  and  bullies 
them  out  of  their  senses,  and  is  not  afraid  of  being 
contradicted  by  any  one  less  than  himself.  It  may  be 
said,  that  individuals  with  great  personal  defects  have 
made  a  considerable  figure  as  public  speakers ;  and 
Mr.  Wilberforce,  among  others,  may  be  held  out  as  an 
instance.  Nothing  can  be  more  insignificant  as  to 
mere  outward  appearance,  and  yet  he  is  listened  to  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  But  he  does  not  wield  it,  he 
does  not  insult  or  bully  it.  He  leads  by  following 
opinion,  he  trims,  he  shifts,  he  glides  on  the  silvery 
sounds  of  his  undulating,  flexible,  cautiously  modulated 
voice,  winding  his  way  betwixt  heaven  and  earth,  now 
courting  popularity,  now  calling  servility  to  his  aid, 
and  with  a  large  estate,  the  "saints."  and  the  popula- 
tion of  Yorkshire  to  swell  his  influence,  never  ventur- 
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ing  on  the  forlorn  hope,  or  doing  any  thing  more  than 
"hitting  the  house  between  wind  and  water."  Yet  he 
is  probably  a  cleverer  man  than  Mr.  Irving. 

There  is  a  Mr.  Fox,  a  Dissenting  Minister,  as  fluent 
a  speaker,  with  a  sweeter  voice  and  a  more  animated 
and  beneficent  countenance  than  Mr.  Irving,  who  ex- 
presses himself  with  manly  spirit  at  a  public  meeting, 
takes  a  hand  at  whist,  and  is  the  darling  of  his  congre- 
gation; but  he  is  no  more,  because  he  is  diminutive 
in  person.  His  head  is  not  seen  above  the  crowd 
the  length  of  a  street  off.  He  is  the  Duke  of  Sussex 
in  miniature,  but  the  Duke  of  Sussex  does  not  go  to 
hear  him  preach,  as  he  attends  Mr.  Irving,  who  rises 
up  against  him  like  a  martello  tower,  and  is  nothing 
loth  to  confront  the  spirit  of  a  man  of  genius  with  the 
blood-royal.  We  allow  there  are,  or  may  be,  talents 
sufficient  to  produce  this  equality  without  a  single  per- 
sonal advantage;  but  we  deny  that  this  would  be  the 
effect  of  any  that  our  great  preacher  possesses.  We 
conceive  it  not  improbable  that  the  consciousness  of 
muscular  power,  that  the  admiration  of  his  person 
by  strangers  might  first  have  inspired  Mr.  Irving  with 
an  ambition  to  be  something,  intellectually  speaking, 
and  have  given  him  confidence  to  attempt  the  greatest 
things.  He  has  not  failed  for  want  of  courage.  The 
public,  as  well  as  the  fair,  are  won  by  a  show  of 
gallantry.  Mr.  Irving  has  shrunk  from  no  opinion, 
however  paradoxical.  He  has  scrupled  to  avow  no 
sentiment,  however  obnoxious.  He  has  revived  ex- 
ploded prejudices,  he  has  scouted  prevailing  fashions. 
He  has  opposed  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  not  con- 
sulted the  esprit  de  corps.  He  has  brought  back  the 
doctrines  of  Calvinism  in  all  their  inveteracy,  and  re- 
laxed the  inveteracy  of  his  northern  accents.  He  has 
turned  religion  and  the  Caledonian  Chapel  topsy-turvy. 


338  ESSAYS  BY  HAZLITT 

He  has  held  a  play-book  in  one  hand  and  a  Bible  in  the 
other,  and  quoted  Shakespeare  and  Melancthon  in  the 
same  breath.  The  tree  of  the  knowledge  of  good  and 
evil  is  no  longer,  with  his  grafting,  a  dry  withered 
stump;  it  shoots  its  branches  to  the  skies,  and  hangs 
out  its   blossoms   to  the  gale — 

"Miraturque  novos  fructus,  et  non  sua  poma.,, 

He  has  taken  the  thorns  and  briars  of  scholastic 
divinity,  and  garlanded  them  with  the  flowers  of 
modern  literature.  He  has  done  all  this,  relying  on 
the  strength  of  a  remarkably  fine  person  and  manner, 
and  through  that  he  has  succeeded — otherwise  he  would 
have  perished  miserably. 

Dr.  Chalmers  is  not  by  any  means  so  good  a  looking 
man,  nor  so  accomplished  a  speaker  as  Mr.  Irving; 
yet  he  at  one  time  almost  equalled  his  oratorical 
celebrity,  and  certainly  paved  the  way  for  him.  He 
has  therefore  more  merit  than  his  admired  pupil,  as 
he  has  done  as  much  with  fewer  means.  He  has  more 
scope  of  intellect  and  more  intensity  of  purpose.  Both 
his  matter  and  his  manner,  setting  aside  his  face  and 
figure,  are  more  impressive.  Take  the  volume  of 
"Sermons  on  Astronomy,"  by  Dr.  Chalmers,  and  the 
"Four  Orations  for  the  Oracles  of  God"  which  Mr. 
Irving  lately  published,  and  we  apprehend  there  can 
be  no  comparison  as  to  their  success.  The  first  ran 
like  wild-fire  through  the  country,  were  the  darlings 
of  watering-places,  were  laid  in  the  windows  of  inns,1 
and  were  to  be  met  with  in  all  places  of  public  resort; 
while   the    "Orations"   get   on   but   slowly,   on    Milton's 

*  1  We  remember  finding  the  volume  in  the  orchard  at  Burford-bridge 
near  Boxhill,  and  passing  a  whole  and  very  delightful  morning  in 
reading  it,  without  quitting  the  shade  of  an  apple-tree.  We  have 
not  been  able  to  pay  Mr.  Irving's  book  the  same  compliment  of 
reading  it  at  a  sitting. 
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stilts,  and  are  pompously  announced  as  in  a  Third 
Edition.  We  believe  the  fairest  and  fondest  of  his 
admirers  would  rather  see  and  hear  Mr.  Irving  than 
read  him.  The  reason  is,  that  the  ground  work  of  his 
compositions  is  trashy  and  hackneyed,  though  set  off 
by  extravagant  metaphors  and  an  affected  phraseology; 
that  without  the  turn  of  his  head  and  wave  of  his 
hand,  his  periods  have  nothing  in  them;  and  that  he 
himself  is  the  only  idea  with  which  he  has  yet  en- 
riched the  public  mind !  He  must  play  off  his 
person,  as  Orator  Henley  used  to  dazzle  his  hearers 
with  his  diamond-ring.  The  small  frontispiece  pre- 
fixed to  the  "Orations"  does  not  serve  to  convey  an 
adequate  idea  of  the  magnitude  of  the  man,  nor  of  the 
ease  and  freedom  of  his  motions  in  the  pulpit.  How 
different  is  Dr.  Chalmers !  He  is  like  "a  monkey- 
preacher"  to  the  other.  He  cannot  boast  of  personal 
appearance  to  set  him  off.  But  then  he  is  like  the 
very  genius  or  demon  of  theological  controversy 
personified.  He  has  neither  airs  nor  graces  at  com- 
mand: he  thinks  nothing  of  himself:  he  has  nothing 
theatrical  about  him  (which  cannot  be  said  of  his 
successor  and  rival)  ;  but  you  see  a  man  in  mortal 
throes  and  agony  with  doubts  and  difficulties,  seizing 
stubborn  knotty  points  with  his  teeth,  tearing  them 
with  his  hands,  and  straining  his  eyeballs  till  they 
almost  start  out  of  their  sockets,  in  pursuit  of  a  train 
of  visionary  reasoning,  like  a  Highland-seer  with  his 
second  sight.  The  description  of  Balfour  of  Burley  in 
his  cave,  with  his  Bible  in  one  hand  and  his  sword  in 
the  other,  contending  with  the  imaginary  enemy  of 
mankind,  gasping  for  breath,  and  with  the  cold 
moisture  running  down  his  face,  gives  a  lively  idea  of 
Dr.  Chalmers's  prophetic  fury  in  the  pulpit.  If  we 
could   have  looked   in   to   have   seen   Burley    hard-beset 
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"by  the  coinage  of  his  heat-oppressed  brain,"  who 
would  have  asked  whether  he  was  a  handsome  man  or 
not  ?  It  would  be  enough  to  see  a  man  haunted  by  a 
spirit,  under  the  strong  and  entire  dominion  of  a  wilful 
hallucination.  So  the  integrity  and  vehemence  of  Dr. 
Chalmers's  manner,  the  determined  way  in  which  he 
gives  himself  up  to  his  subject,  or  lays  about  him 
and  buffets  sceptics  and  gainsayers,  arrests  attention 
in  spite  of  every  other  circumstance,  and  fixes  it  on 
that,  and  that  alone,  which  excites  such  interest  and 
such  eagerness  in  his  own  breast !  Besides,  he  is  a 
logician,  has  a  theory  in  support  of  whatever  he  chooses 
to  advance,  and  weaves  the  tissue  of  his  sophistry  so 
close  and  intricate,  that  it  is  difficult  not  to  be  en- 
tangled in  it,  or  to  escape  from  it.  "There's  magic 
in  the  web."  Whatever  appeals  to  the  pride  of  the 
human  understanding,  has  a  subtle  charm  in  it.  The 
mind  is  naturally  pugnacious,  cannot  refuse  a  challenge 
of  strength  or  skill,  sturdily  enters  the  lists  and  re- 
solves to  conquer,  or  to  yield  itself  vanquished  in  the 
forms.  This  is  the  chief  hold  Dr.  Chalmers  had  upon 
his  hearers,  and  upon  the  readers  of  his  "Astronomical 
Discourses. "  No  one  was  satisfied  with  his  arguments, 
no  one  could  answer  them;  but  every  one  wanted  to 
try  what  he  could  make  of  them,  as  we  try  to  find  out 
a  riddle.  "By  his  so  potent  art,"  the  art  of  laying 
down  problematical  premises,  and  drawing  from  them 
still  more  doubtful,  but  not  impossible,  conclusions, 
"he  could  bedim  the  noonday  sun,  betwixt  the  green 
sea  and  the  azure  vault  set  roaring  war,"  and  almost 
compel  the  stars  in  their  courses  to  testify  to  his 
opinions.  The  mode  in  which  he  undertook  to  make 
the  circuit  of  the  universe,  and  demand  categorical 
information  "now  of  the  planetary  and  now  of  the 
fixed,"    might    put    one    in    mind    of    Hecate's    mode    of 
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ascending  in  a  machine  from  the  stage,  "midst  troops 
of  spirits/'  in  which  you  now  admire  the  skill  of  the 
artist,  and  next  tremble  for  the  fate  of  the  performer, 
fearing  that  the  audacity  of  the  attempt  will  turn  his 
head  or  break  his  neck.  The  style  of  these  "Dis- 
courses" also,  though  not  elegant  or  poetical,  was, 
like  the  subject,  intricate  and  endless.  It  was  that  of 
a  man  pushing  his  way  through  a  labyrinth  of  difficul- 
ties, and  determined  not  to  flinch.  The  impression  on 
the  reader  was  proportionate;  for,  whatever  were  the 
merits  of  the  style  or  matter,  both  were  new  and 
striking;  and  the  train  of  thought  that  was  unfolded 
at  such  length  and  with  such  strenuousness,  was  bold, 
well-sustained,  and  consistent  with  itself. 

Mr.  Irving  wants  the  continuity  of  thought  and 
manner  which  distinguishes  his  rival,  and  shines  by 
patches  and  in  bursts.  He  does  not  warm,  or  acquire 
increasing  force  or  rapidity  with  his  progress.  He  is 
never  hurried  away  by  a  deep  or  lofty  enthusiasm, 
nor  touches  the  highest  point  of  genius  or  fanaticism; 
but  "in  the  very  storm  and  whirlwind  of  his  passion, 
he  acquires  and  begets  a  temperance  that  may  give  it 
smoothness. "  He  has  the  self-possession  and  masterly 
execution  of  an  experienced  player  or  fencer,  and 
does  not  seem  to  express  his  natural  convictions,  or 
to  be  engaged  in  a  mortal  struggle.  This  greater  ease 
and  indifference  is  the  result  of  vast  superiority  of 
personal  appearance,  which  "to  be  admired  needs  but 
to  be  seen,"  and  does  not  require  the  possessor  to  work 
himself  up  into  a  passion,  or  to  use  any  violent  con- 
tortions to  gain  attention  or  to  keep  it.  These  two 
celebrated  preachers  are  in  almost  all  respects  an 
antithesis  to  each  other.  If  Mr.  Irving  is  an  example 
of  what  can  be  done  by  the  help  of  external  advantages, 
Dr.  Chalmers  is  a  proof  of  what  can  be  done  without 
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them.  The  one  is  most  indebted  to  his  mind,  the  other 
to  his  body.  If  Mr.  Irving  inclines  one  to  suspect 
fashionable  or  popular  religion  of  a  little  anthropo- 
morphitism,  Dr.  Chalmers  effectually  redeems  it  from 
that   scandal. 


MR.  COLERIDGE 

The  present  age  is  an  age  of  talkers,  and  not  of 
doers ;  and  the  reason  is,  that  the  world  is  growing 
old.  We  are  so  far  advanced  in  the  Arts  and  Sciences, 
that  we  live  in  retrospect,  and  doat  on  past  achieve- 
ments. The  accumulation  of  knowledge  has  been  so 
great,  that  we  are  lost  in  wonder  at  the  height  it  has 
reached,  instead  of  attempting  to  climb  or  add  to  it; 
while  the  variety  of  objects  distracts  and  dazzles  the 
looker-on.  What  niche  remains  unoccupied?  What 
path  untried?  What  is  the  use  of  doing  anything, 
unless  we  could  do  better  than  all  those  who  have  gone 
before  us  ?  What  hope  is  there  of  this  ?  We  are  like 
those  who  have  been  to  see  some  noble  monument  of 
art,  who  are  content  to  admire  without  thinking  of 
rivalling  it;  or  like  guests  after  a  feast,  who  praise  the 
hospitality  of  the  donor  "and  thank  the  bounteous 
Pan" — perhaps  carrying  away  some  trifling  fragments ; 
or  like  the  spectators  of  a  mighty  battle,  who  still 
hear  its  sound  afar  off,  and  the  clashing  of  armour 
and  the  neighing  of  the  war-horse  and  the  shout  of 
victory  is  in  their  ears,  like  the  rushing  of  innumerable 
waters ! 

Mr.  Coleridge  has  "a  mind  reflecting  ages  past": 
his  voice  is  like  the  echo  of  the  congregated  roar  of 
the  "dark  rearward  and  abyss"  of  thought.  He  who 
has  seen  a  mouldering  tower  by  the  side  of  a  crystal 
lake,  hid  by  the  mist,  but  glittering  in  the  wave  below, 
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may  conceive  the  dim,  gleaming,  uncertain  intelligence 
of  his  eye:  he  who  has  marked  the  evening  clouds  up- 
rolled  (a  world  of  vapours)  has  seen  the  picture  of 
his  mind,  unearthly,  unsubstantial,  with  gorgeous  tints 
and   ever-varying   forms — 

"That  which  was  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought 
The  rack  dislimns,  and  makes  it  indistinct 
As   water   is   in   water." 

Our  author's  mind  is  (as  he  himself  might  express 
it)  tangential.  There  is  no  subject  on  which  he  has 
not  touched,  none  on  which  he  has  rested.  With  an 
understanding  fertile,  subtle,  expansive,  "quick,  for- 
getive,  apprehensive,,,  beyond  all  living  precedent,  few 
traces  of  it  will  perhaps  remain.  He  lends  himself  to 
all  impressions  alike ;  he  gives  up  his  mind  and  liberty 
of  thought  to  none.  He  is  a  general  lover  of  art  and 
science,  and  wedded  to  no  one  in  particular.  He 
pursues  knowledge  as  a  mistress,  with  outstretched 
hands  and  winged  speed;  but  as  he  is  about  to  em- 
brace her,  his  Daphne  turns — alas !  not  to  a  laurel ! 
Hardly  a  speculation  has  been  left  on  record  from 
the  earliest  time,  but  it  is  loosely  folded  up  in  Mr. 
Coleridge's  memory,  like  a  rich,  but  somewhat  tattered 
piece  of  tapestry:  we  might  add  (with  more  seeming 
than  real  extravagance)  that  scarce  a  thought  can 
pass  through  the  mind  of  man,  but  its  sound  has  at 
some  time  or  other  passed  over  his  head  with  rustling 
pinions.  On  whatever  question  or  author  you  speak, 
he  is  prepared  to  take  up  the  theme  with  advantage — 
from  Peter  Abelard  down  to  Thomas  Moore,  from  the 
subtlest  metaphysics  to  the  politics  of  the  Courier. 
There  is  no  man  of  genius,  in  whose  praise  he  descants, 
but  the  critic  seems  to  stand  above  the  author,  and 
"what  in  him   is   weak,  to   strengthen,   what   is   low,   to 
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raise  and  support" :  nor  is  there  any  work  of  genius 
that  does  not  come  out  of  his  hands  like  an  illuminated 
Missal,  sparkling  even  in  its  defects.  If  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge had  not  been  the  most  impressive  talker  of  his 
age,  he  would  probably  have  been  the  finest  writer; 
but  he  lays  down  his  pen  to  make  sure  of  an  auditor, 
and  mortgages  the  admiration  of  posterity  for  the 
stare  of  an  idler.  If  he  had  not  been  a  poet,  he  would 
have  been  a  powerful  logician;  if  he  had  not  dipped 
his  wing  in  the  Unitarian  controversy,  he  might  have 
soared  to  the  very  summit  of  fancy.  But  in  writing 
verse,  he  is  trying  to  subject  the  Muse  to  trans- 
cendental theories:  in  his  abstract  reasoning,  he  misses 
his  way  by  strewing  it  with  flowers.  All  that  he  has 
done  of  moment,  he  had  done  twenty  years  ago:  since 
then,  he  may  be  said  to  have  lived  on  the  sound  of  his 
own  voice.  Mr.  Coleridge  is  too  rich  in  intellectual 
wealth,  to  need  to  task  himself  to  any  drudgery:  he 
has  only  to  draw  the  sliders  of  his  imagination,  and 
a  thousand  subjects  expand  before  him,  startling  him 
with  their  brilliancy,  or  losing  themselves  in  endless 
obscurity — 

"And  by  the  force  of  blear  illusion, 
They  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion/' 

What  is  the  little  he  could  add  to  the  stock,  compared 
with  the  countless  stores  that  lie  about  him,  that  he 
should  stoop  to  pick  up  a  name,  or  to  polish  an  idle 
fancy?  He  walks  abroad  in  the  majesty  of  an  uni- 
versal understanding,  eyeing  the  "rich  strond,"  or 
golden  sky  above  him,  and  "goes  sounding  on  his 
way,"  in  eloquent  accents,  uncompelled  and  free ! 

Persons  of  the  greatest  capacity  are  often  those, 
who  for  this  reason  do  the  least;  for  surveying  them- 
selves   from    the    highest    point    of    view,    amidst    the 
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infinite  variety  of  the  universe,  their  own  share  in  it 
seems  trifling,  and  scarce  worth  a  thought ;  and  they 
prefer  the  contemplation  of  all  that  is,  or  has  been, 
or  can  be,  to  the  making  a  coil  about  doing  what, 
when  done,  is  no  better  than  vanity.  It  is  hard  to 
concentrate  all  our  attention  and  efforts  on  one  pur- 
suit, except  from  ignorance  of  others ;  and  without 
this  concentration  of  our  faculties,  no  great  progress 
can  be  made  in  any  one  thing.  It  is  not  merely  that 
the  mind  is  not  capable  of  the  effort ;  it  does  not 
think  the  effort  worth  making.  Action  is  one ;  but 
thought  is  manifold.  He  whose  restless  eye  glances 
through  the  wide  compass  of  nature  and  art,  will  not 
consent  to  have  "his  own  nothings  monstered" ;  but 
he  must  do  this  before  he  can  give  his  whole  soul  to 
them.  The  mind,  after  "letting  contemplation  have 
its  fill,"  or 

"Sailing    with    supreme    dominion 
Through  the   azure  deep  of  air," 

sinks  down  on  the  ground,  breathless,  exhausted, 
powerless,  inactive ;  or  if  it  must  have  some  vent  to 
its  feelings,  seeks  the  most  easy  and  obvious ;  is 
soothed  by  friendly  flattery,  lulled  by  the  murmur  of 
immediate  applause,  thinks,  as  it  were,  aloud,  and 
babbles  in  its  dreams !  A  scholar  (so  to  speak)  is  a 
more  disinterested  and  abstracted  character  than  a 
mere  author.  The  first  looks  at  the  numberless  vol- 
umes of  a  library,  and  says,  "All  these  are  mine":  the 
other  points  to  a  single  volume  (perhaps  it  may  be  an 
immortal  one)  and  says,  "My  name  is  written  on  the 
back  of  it."  This  is  a  puny  and  grovelling  ambition, 
beneath  the  lofty  amplitude  of  Mr.  Coleridge's  mind. 
No,  he  revolves  in  his  wayward  soul,  or  utters  to  the 
passing  wind,  or  discourses  to  his  own  shadow,  things 
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mightier  and  more  various  ! — Let  us  draw  the  curtain, 
and  unlock  the  shrine. 

Learning  rocked  him  in  his  cradle,  and  while  yet  a 
child, 

"He  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came." 

At  sixteen  he  wrote  his  Ode  on  Chatterton,  and  he  still 
reverts  to  that  period  with  delight,  not  so  much  as  it 
relates  to  himself  (for  that  string  of  his  own  early 
promise  of  fame  rather  jars  than  otherwise)  but  as 
exemplifying  the  youth  of  a  poet.  Mr.  Coleridge  talks 
of  himself  without  being  an  egotist,  for  in  him  the 
individual  is  always  merged  in  the  abstract  and  gen- 
eral. He  distinguished  himself  at  school  and  at  the 
University  by  his  knowledge  of  the  classics,  and  gained 
several  prizes  for  Greek  epigrams.  How  many  men 
are  there  (great  scholars,  celebrated  names  in  litera- 
ture) who  having  done  the  same  thing  in  their  youth, 
have  no  other  idea  all  the  rest  of  their  lives  but  of 
this  achievement,  of  a  fellowship  and  dinner,  and  who, 
installed  in  academic  honours,  would  look  down  on  our 
author  as  a  mere  strolling  bard !  At  Christ's  Hospital, 
where  he  was  brought  up,  he  was  the  idol  of  those 
among  his  schoolfellows,  who  mingled  with  their  book- 
ish studies  the  music  of  thought  and  of  humanity;  and 
he  was  usually  attended  round  the  cloisters  by  a  group 
of  these  (inspiring  and  inspired)  whose  hearts,  even 
then,  burnt  within  them  as  he  talked,  and  where  the 
sounds  yet  linger  to  mock  Elia  on  his  way,  still  turn- 
ing pensive  to  the  past !  One  of  the  finest  and  rarest 
parts  of  Mr.  Coleridge's  conversation,  is  when  he  ex- 
patiates on  the  Greek  tragedians  (not  that  he  is  not 
well  acquainted,  when  he  pleases,  with  the  epic  poets, 
or  the  philosophers,  or  orators,  or  historians  of  an- 
tiquity)— on  the  subtle  reasonings  and  melting  pathos 
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of  Euripides,  on  the  harmonious  gracefulness  of  Soph- 
ocles, tuning  his  love-laboured  song,  like  sweetest 
warblings  from  a  sacred  grove;  on  the  high-wrought 
trumpet-tongued  eloquence  of  iEschylus,  whose  Pro- 
metheus, above  all,  is  like  an  Ode  to  Fate,  and  a  plead- 
ing with  Providence,  his  thoughts  being  let  loose  as  his 
body  is  chained  on  his  solitary  rock,  and  his  afflicted 
will    (the  emblem  of  mortality) 

"Struggling    in    vain    with    ruthless    destiny. " 

As  the  impassioned  critic  speaks  and  rises  in  his  theme, 
you  would  think  you  heard  the  voice  of  the  Man  hated 
by  the  Gods,  contending  with  the  wild  winds  as  they 
roar,  and  his  eye  glitters  with  the  spirit  of  Antiquity ! 
Next,  he  was  engaged  with  Hartley's  tribes  of 
mind,  "etherial  braid,  thought-woven/' — and  he  busied 
himself  for  a  year  or  two  with  vibrations  and  vibra- 
tiuncles,  and  the  great  law  of  association  that  binds  all 
things  in  its  mystic  chain,  and  the  doctrine  of  Neces- 
sity (the  mild  teacher  of  Charity)  and  the  Millennium, 
anticipative  of  a  life  to  come — and  he  plunged  deep 
into  the  controversy  on  Matter  and  Spirit,  and,  as  an 
escape  from  Dr.  Priestley's  Materialism,  where  he  felt 
himself  imprisoned  by  the  logician's  spell,  like  Ariel  in 
"the  cloven  pine-tree,  he  became  suddenly  enamoured  of 
Bishop  Berkeley's  fairy-world,1  and  used  in  all  com- 
panies to  build  the  universe,  like  a  brave  poetical  fic- 
tion,   of   fine   words — and    he    was    deep-read    in    Male- 

1  Mr.  Coleridge  named  his  eldest  son  (the  writer  of  some  beautiful 
Sonnets)  after  Hartley,  and  the  second  after  Berkeley.  The  third 
was  called  Derwent,  after  the  river  of  that  name.  Nothing  can  be 
more  characteristic  of  his  mind  than  this  circumstance.  All  his 
ideas  indeed  are  like  a  river,  flowing  on  for  ever,  and  still  murmuring 
as  it  flows,  discharging  its  waters  and  still  replenished — 

"And  so  by  many  winding  nooks  it  strays, 
With  willing  sport  to  the  wild  ocean!" 
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branche,  and  in  Cudworth's  Intellectual  System  (a  huge 
pile  of  learning,  unwieldy,  enormous)  and  in  Lord 
Brook's  hieroglyphic  theories,  and  in  Bishop  Butler's 
Sermons,  and  in  the  Duchess  of  Newcastle's  fantastic 
folios,  and  in  Clarke  and  South  and  Tillotson,  and  all 
the  fine  thinkers  and  masculine  reasoners  of  that  age — 
and  Leibnitz's  Pre-established  Harmony  reared  its  arch 
above  his  head,  like  the  rainbow  in  the  cloud,  covenant- 
ing with  the  hopes  of  man — and  then  he  fell  plump, 
ten  thousand  fathoms  down  (but  his  wings  saved  him 
harmless)  into  the  hortus  siccus  of  Dissent,  where  he 
pared  religion  down  to  the  standard  of  reason,  and 
stripped  faith  of  mystery,  and  preached  Christ  crucified 
and  the  Unity  of  the  Godhead,  and  so  dwelt  for  a  while 
in  the  spirit  with  John  Huss  and  Jerome  of  Prague 
and  Socinus  and  old  John  Zisca,  and  ran  through  Neal's 
History  of  the  Puritans  and  Calamy's  Non-Confor- 
mists' Memorial,  having  like  thoughts  and  passions 
with  them — jut  then  Spinoza  became  his  God,  and 
he  took  up  the  vast  chain  of  being  in  his  hand,  and 
the  round  world  became  the  centre  and  the  soul  of  all 
things  in  some  shadowy  sense,  forlorn  of  meaning, 
and  around  him  he  beheld  the  living  traces  and  the 
sky-pointing  proportions  of  the  mighty  Pan — but 
poetry  redeemed  him  from  this  spectral  philosophy, 
and  he  bathed  his  heart  in  beauty,  and  gazed  at  the 
golden  light  of  heaven,  and  drank  of  the  spirit  of  the 
universe,  and  wandered  at  eve  by  fairy-stream  or 
fountain, 

" When  he  saw  nought  but  beauty, 

When  he  heard  the  voice  of  that  Almighty  One 

In  every  breeze  that  blew,  or  wave  that  murmured" — 

and   wedded   with   truth   in    Plato's    shade,    and    in   the 
writings    of    Proclus    and    Plotinus    saw    the    ideas    of 
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things  in  the  eternal  mind,  and  unfolded  all  mysteries 
with  the  Schoolmen  and  fathomed  the  depths  of  Duns 
Scotus  and  Thomas  Aquinas,  and  entered  the  third 
heaven  with  Jacob  Behmen,  and  walked  hand  in  hand 
with  Swedenborg  through  the  pavilions  of  the  New 
Jerusalem,  and  sang  his  faith  in  the  promise  and  in 
the  word  in  his  Religious  Musings — and  lowering  him- 
self from  that  dizzy  height,  poised  himself  on  Mil- 
ton's wings,  and  spread  out  his  thoughts  in  charity 
with  the  glad  prose  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  and  wept  over 
Bowles's  Sonnets,  and  studied  Cowper's  blank  verse, 
and  betook  himself  to  Thomson's  Castle  of  Indolence, 
and  sported  with  the  wits  of  Charles  the  Second's  days 
and  of  Queen  Anne,  and  relished  Swift's  style  and 
that  of  the  John  Bull  (Arbuthnot's  we  mean,  not  Mr. 
Croker's),  and  dallied  with  the  British  Essayists  and 
Novelists,  and  knew  all  qualities  of  more  modern 
writers  with  a  learned  spirit,  Johnson,  and  Goldsmith, 
and  Junius,  and  Burke,  and  Godwin,  and  the  Sorrows 
of  Werter,  and  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau,  and  Voltaire, 
and  Marivaux,  and  Crebillon,  and  thousands  more — 
now  "laughed  with  Rabelais  in  his  easy  chair"  or 
pointed  to  Hogarth,  or  afterwards  dwelt  on  Claude's 
classic  scenes,  or  spoke  with  rapture  of  Raphael,  and 
compared  the  women  at  Rome  to  figures  that  had 
walked  out  of  his  pictures,  or  visited  the  Oratory  of 
Pisa,  and  described  the  works  of  Giotto  and  Ghirlandaio 
and  Massaccio,  and  gave  the  moral  of  the  picture  of 
the  Triumph  of  Death,  where  the  beggars  and  the 
wretched  invoke  his  dreadful  dart,  but  the  rich  and 
mighty  of  the  earth  quail  and  shrink  before  it;  and 
in  that  land  of  siren  sights  and  sounds,  saw  a  dance 
of  peasant  girls,  and  was  charmed  with  lutes  and  gon- 
dolas,— or  wandered  into  Germany  and  lost  himself  in 
the  labyrinths  of  the  Hartz  Forest  and  of  the  Kantean 
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philosophy,  and  amongst  the  cabalistic  names  of  Fichte 
and  Schelling  and  Lessing,  and  God  knows  who.  This 
was  long  after,  but  all  the  former  while,  he  had  nerved 
his  heart  and  filled  his  eyes  with  tears,  as  he  hailed 
the  rising  orb  of  liberty,  since  quenched  in  darkness 
and  in  blood,  and  had  kindled  his  affections  at  the 
blaze  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  sang  for  joy  when 
the  towers  of  the  Bastille  and  the  proud  places  of  the 
insolent  and  the  oppressor  fell,  and  would  have  floated 
his  bark,  freighted  with  fondest  fancies,  across  the 
Atlantic  wave  with  Southey  and  others  to  seek  for 
peace  and  freedom — 

"In    PhilarmomVs    undivided   dale !" 

Alas!  "Frailty,  thy  name  is  Genius!" — What  is  be- 
come of  all  this  mighty  heap  of  hope,  of  thought,  of 
learning;  and  humanity?  It  has  ended  in  swallowing 
doses  of  oblivion  and  in  writing  paragraphs  in  the 
Courier. — Such  and  so  little  is  the  mind  of  man ! 

It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  Mr.  Coleridge  could 
keep  on  at  the  rate  he  set  off;  he  could  not  realize 
all  he  knew  or  thought,  and  less  could  not  fix  his 
desultory  ambition ;  •  other  stimulants  supplied  the 
place,  and  kept  up  the  intoxicating  dream,  the  fever 
and  the  madness  of  his  early  impressions.  Liberty 
(the  philosopher's  and  the  poet's  bride)  had  fallen  a 
victim,  meanwhile,  to  the  murderous  practices  of  the 
hag,  Legitimacy.  Proscribed  by  court-hirelings,  too 
romantic  for  the  herd  of  vulgar  politicians,  our  en- 
thusiast stood  at  bay,  and  at  last  turned  on  the  pivot 
of  a  subtle  casuistry  to  the  unclean  side:  but  his  dis- 
cursive reason  would  not  let  him  trammel  himself  into 
a  poet-laureate  or  stamp-distributor;  and  he  stopped, 
ere  he  had  quite  passed  that  well-known  "bourne  from 
whence    no    traveller    returns" — and    so    has    sunk    into 


MR.   COLERIDGE  351 

torpid,  uneasy  repose,  tantalized  by  useless  resources, 
haunted  by  vain  imaginings,  his  lips  idly  moving,  but 
his  heart  for  ever  still,  or,  as  the  shattered  chords 
vibrate  of  themselves,  making  melancholy  music  to  the 
ear  of  memory !  Such  is  the  fate  of  genius  in  an  age 
when,  in  the  unequal  contest  with  sovereign  wrong, 
every  man  is  ground  to  powder  who  is  not  either  a 
born  slave,  or  who  does  not  willingly  and  at  once  offer 
up  the  yearnings  of  humanity  and  the  dictates  of  reason 
as  a  welcome  sacrifice  to  besotted  prejudice  and  loath- 
some  power. 

Of  all  Mr.  Coleridge's  productions,  the  Ancient 
Mariner  is  the  only  one  that  we  could  with  confidence 
put  into  any  person's  hands,  on  whom  we  wished  to 
impress  a  favourable  idea  of  his  extraordinary  powers. 
Let  whatever  other  objections  be  made  to  it,  it  is  un- 
questionably a  work  of  genius — of  wild,  irregular, 
overwhelming  imagination,  and  has  that  rich,  varied 
movement  in  the  verse,  which  gives  a  distant  idea  of 
the  lofty  or  changeful  tones  of  Mr.  Coleridge's  voice. 
In  the  Christabel,  there  is  one  splendid  passage  on 
divided  friendship.  The  Translation  of  Schiller's 
Wallenstein  is  also  a  masterly  production  in  its  kind, 
faithful  and  spirited.  Among  his  smaller  pieces  there 
are  occasional  bursts  of  pathos  and  fancy,  equal  to 
what  we  might  expect  from  him;  but  these  form  the 
exception,  and  not  the  rule.  Such,  for  instance,  is 
his  affecting  Sonnet  to  the  author  of  the  Robbers. 

"Schiller  !  that  hour  I  would  have  wish'd  to  die, 
If  through  the  shudd'ring  midnight  I  had  sent 
From  the  dark  dungeon  of  the  tower  time-rent, 
That  fearful   voice,  a   famish'd   father's   cry — 

That   in   no   after-moment   aught   less    vast 

Might  stamp  me  mortal  !     A  triumphant  shout 
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Black  horror  scream'd,  and  all  her  goblin  rout 
From  the  more  withering  scene  diminished  pass'd. 

Ah !  Bard  tremendous  in  sublimity ! 

Could  I  behold  thee  in  thy  loftier  mood, 
Wand'ring  at  eve,  with  finely  frenzied  eye, 

Beneath  some  vast  old  tempest-swinging  wood ! 

Awhile,  with  mute  awe  gazing,  I  would  brood, 
Then  weep  aloud  in  a  wild  ecstasy. " 

His  Tragedy,  entitled  Remorse,  is  full  of  beautiful 
and  striking  passages,  but  it  does  not  place  the  author 
in  the  first  rank  of  dramatic  writers.  But  if  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge's works  do  not  place  him  in  that  rank,  they  in- 
jure instead  of  conveying  a  just  idea  of  the  man,  for 
he  himself  is  certainly  in  the  first  class  of  general 
intellect. 

If  our  author's  poetry  is  inferior  to  his  conversation, 
his  prose  is  utterly  abortive.  Hardly  a  gleam  is  to  be 
found  in  it  of  the  brilliancy  and  richness  of  those 
stores  of  thought  and  language  that  he  pours  out  inces- 
santly, when  they  are  lost  like  drops  of  water  in  the 
ground.  The  principal  work,  in  which  he  has  at- 
tempted to  embody  his  general  views  of  things,  is  the 
Friend,  of  which,  though  it  contains  some  noble 
passages  and  fine  trains  of  thought,  prolixity  and 
obscurity    are    the    most    frequent    characteristics. 

No  two  persons  can  be  conceived  more  opposite  in 
character  or  genius  than  the  subject  of  the  present 
and  of  the  preceding  sketch.  Mr.  Godwin,  with  less 
natural  capacity,  and  with  fewer  acquired  advantages, 
by  concentrating  his  mind  on  some  given  object,  and 
doing  what  he  had  to  do  with  all  his  might,  has  ac- 
complished much,  and  will  leave  more  than  one  monu- 
ment of  a  powerful  intellect  behind  him;  Mr.  Coleridge, 
by  dissipating  his,  and  dallying  with  every  subject  by 
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turns,  has  done  little  or  nothing  to  justify  to  the  world 
or  to  posterity  the  high  opinion  which  all  who  have 
ever  heard  him  converse,  or  known  him  intimately,  with 
one  accord  entertain  of  him.  Mr.  Godwin's  faculties 
have  kept  at  home,  and  plied  their  task  in  the  work- 
shop of  the  brain,  diligently  and  effectually:  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge's have  gossiped  away  their  time,  and  gadded 
about  from  house  to  house,  as  if  life's  business  were  to 
melt  the  hours  in  listless  talk.  Mr.  Godwin  is  intent 
on  a  subject,  only  as  it  concerns  himself  and  his  reputa- 
tion; he  works  it  out  as  a  matter  of  duty,  and  discards 
from  his  mind  whatever  does  not  forward  his  main 
object  as  impertinent  and  vain.  Mr.  Coleridge,  on  the 
other  hand,  delights  in  nothing  but  episodes  and  digres- 
sions, neglects  whatever  he  undertakes  to  perform,  and 
can  act  only  on  spontaneous  impulses  without  object  or 
method.  "He  cannot  be  constrained  by  mastery." 
While  he  should  be  occupied  with  a  given  pursuit,  he 
is  thinking  of  a  thousand  other  things :  a  thousand 
tastes,  a  thousand  objects  tempt  him,  and  distract  his 
mind,  which  keeps  open  house,  and  entertains  all 
comers ;  and  after  being  fatigued  and  amused  with 
morning  calls  from  idle  visitors,  finds  the  day  con- 
sumed and  its  business  unconcluded.  Mr.  Godwin,  on 
the  contrary,  is  somewhat  exclusive  and  unsocial  in  his 
habits  of  mind,  entertains  no  company  but  what  he 
gives  his  whole  time  and  attention  to,  and  wisely  writes 
over  the  doors  of  his  understanding,  his  fancy,  and  his 
senses — "No  admittance  except  on  business."  He  has 
none  of  that  fastidious  refinement  and  false  delicacy, 
which  might  lead  him  to  balance  between  the  endless 
variety  of  modern  attainments.  He  does  not  throw 
away  his  life  (nor  a  single  half-hour  of  it)  in  adjusting 
the  claims  of  different  accomplishments,  and  in  choos- 
ing between  them  or  making  himself  master  of  them  all. 
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He  sets  about  his  task  (whatever  it  may  be),  and  goes 
through  it  with  spirit  and  fortitude.  He  has  the  hap- 
piness to  think  an  author  the  greatest  character  in  the 
world,  and  himself  the  greatest  author  in  it.  Mr. 
Coleridge,  in  writing  an  harmonious  stanza,  would  stop 
to  consider  whether  there  was  not  more  grace  and 
beauty  in  a  Pas  de  trois,  and  would  not  proceed  till  he 
had  resolved  this  question  by  a  chain  of  metaphysical 
reasoning  without  end.  Not  so  Mr.  Godwin.  That  is 
best  to  him,  which  he  can  do  best.  He  does  not  waste 
himself  in  vain  aspirations  and  effeminate  sympathies. 
He  is  blind,  deaf,  insensible  to  all  but  the  trump  of 
Fame.  Plays,  operas,  painting,  music,  ball-rooms, 
wealth,  fashion,  titles,  lords,  ladies,  touch  him  not. 
All  these  are  no  more  to  him  than  to  the  magician  in 
his  cell,  and  he  writes  on  to  the  end  of  the  chapter, 
through  good  report  and  evil  report.  Pingo  in 
etemttatem  is  his  motto.  He  neither  envies  nor  ad- 
mires what  others  are,  but  is  contented  to  be  what  he  is, 
and  strives  to  do  the  utmost  he  can.  Mr.  Coleridge  has 
flirted  with  the  Muses  as  with  a  set  of  mistresses :  Mr. 
Godwin  has  been  married  twice,  to  Reason  and  to 
Fancy,  and  has  to  boast  no  short-lived  progeny  by  each. 
So  to  speak,  he  has  valves  belonging  to  his  mind,  to 
regulate  the  quantity  of  gas  admitted  into  it,  so  that 
like  the  bare,  unsightly,  but  well-compacted  steam- 
vessel,  it  cuts  its  liquid  way,  and  arrives  at  its  promised 
end:  while  Mr.  Coleridge's  bark,  "taught  with  the  lit- 
tle nautilus  to  sail/'  the  sport  of  every  breath,  dancing 
to   every   wave, 

"Youth  at  its  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  its  helm/' 

flutters  its  gaudy  pennons  in  the  air,  glitters  in  the 
sun,  but  we  wait  in  vain  to  hear  of  its  arrival  in  the 
destined  harbour.      Mr.   Godwin,  with  less   variety  and 


MR.  COLERIDGE  355 

vividness,  with  less  subtlety  and  susceptibility  both  of 
thought  and  feeling,  has  had  firmer  nerves,  a  more 
determined  purpose,  a  more  comprehensive  grasp  of 
his  subject;  and  the  results  are  as  we  find  them.  Each 
has  met  with  his  reward:  for  justice  has,  after  all, 
been  done  to  the  pretensions  of  each:  and  we  must,  in 
all   cases,  use   means   to  ends ! 

It  was  a  misfortune  to  any  man  of  talent  to  be  born 
in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century.  Genius  stopped 
the  way  of  Legitimacy,  and  therefore  it  was  to  be 
abated,  crushed,  or  set  aside  as  a  nuisance.  The  spirit 
of  the  monarchy  was  at  variance  with  the  spirit  of  the 
age.  The  flame  of  liberty,  the  light  of  intellect,  was 
to  be  extinguished  with  the  sword — or  with  slander, 
whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword.  The  war  be- 
tween power  and  reason  was  carried  on  by  the  first 
of  these  abroad,  by  the  last  at  home.  No  quarter 
was  given  (then  or  now)  by  the  Government-critics, 
the  authorised  censors  of  the  press,  to  those  who  fol- 
lowed the  dictates  of  independence,  who  listened  to 
the  voice  of  the  tempter  Fancy.  Instead  of  gathering 
fruits  and  flowers,  immortal  fruits  and  amaranthine 
flowers,  they  soon  found  themselves  beset  not  only  by 
a  host  of  prejudices,  but  assailed  with  all  the  engines 
of  power:  by  nicknames,  by  lies,  by  all  the  arts  of 
malice,  interest  and  hypocrisy,  without  the  possibility 
of  their  defending  themselves  "from  the  pelting  of  the 
pitiless  storm/'  that  poured  down  upon  them  from  the 
strongholds  of  corruption  and  authority.  The  philos- 
ophers, the  dry  abstract  reasoners,  submitted  to  this 
reverse  pretty  well,  and  armed  themselves  with 
patience  "as  with  triple  steel,"  to  bear  discomfiture, 
persecution,  and  disgrace.  But  the  poets,  the  creatures 
of  sympathy,  could  not  stand  the  frowns  both  of  king 
and   people.      They   did   not   like   to   be   shut   out   when 


356  ESSAYS   BY  HAZLITT 

places  and  pensions,  when  the  critic's  praises,  and  the 
laurel-wreath  were  about  to  be  distributed.  They  did 
not  stomach  being  sent  to  Coventry,  and  Mr.  Coleridge 
sounded  a  retreat  for  them  by  the  help  of  casuistry  and 
a  musical  voice. — "His  words  were  hollow,  but  they 
pleased  the  ear"  of  his  friends  of  the  Lake  School, 
who  turned  back  disgusted  and  panic-struck  from  the 
dry  desert  of  unpopularity,  like  Hassan  the  camel- 
driver, 

"And  curs'd  the  hour,  and  curs'd  the  luckless  day, 
When  first  from  Shiraz'  walls  they  bent  their  way." 

They  are  safely  inclosed  there.  But  Mr.  Coleridge 
did  not  enter  with  them;  pitching  his  tent  upon  the 
barren  waste  without,  and  having  no  abiding  place 
nor   city  of  refuge ! 


ON  THE  PLEASURE  OF  HATING. 

There  is  a  spider  crawling  along  the  matted  floor  of 
the  room  where  I  sit  (not  the  one  which  has  been  so 
well  allegorised  in  the  admirable  Lines  to  a  Spider,  but 
another  of  the  same  edifying  breed)  ;  he  runs  with  heed- 
less, hurried  haste,  he  hobbles  awkwardly  towards  me 
he  stops:  he  sees  the  giant  shadow  before  him,  and,  at 
a  loss  whether  to  retreat  or  proceed,  meditates  his  huge 
foe.  But  as  I  do  not  start  up  and  seize  upon  the 
straggling  caitiff,  as  he  would  upon  a  hapless  fly  within 
his  toils,  he  takes  heart,  and  ventures  on,  with  mingled 
cunning,  impudence,  and  fear.  As  he  passes  me,  I  lift 
up  the  matting  to  assist  his  escape,  am  glad  to  get  rid 
of  the  unwelcome  intruder,  and  shudder  at  the  recol- 
lection after  he  is  gone.  A  child,  a  woman,  a  clown, 
or  a   moralist   a   century  ago,   would   have   crushed   the 


ON   THE   PLEASURE   OF   HATING        357 

little  reptile  to  death:  my  philosophy  has  got  beyond 
that.  I  bear  the  creature  no  ill-will,  but  still  I  hate 
the  very  sight  of  it.  The  spirit  of  malevolence  sur- 
vives the  practical  exertion  of  it.  We  learn  to  curb 
our  will  and  keep  our  overt  actions  within  the  bounds 
of  humanity,  long  before  we  can  subdue  our  senti- 
ments and  imaginations  to  the  same  mild  tone.  We 
give  up  the  external  demonstration,  the  brute  violence, 
but  cannot  part  with  the  essence  or  principle  of  hos- 
tility. We  do  not  tread  upon  the  poor  little  animal 
in  question  (that  seems  barbarous  and  pitiful!)  but  we 
regard  it  with  a  sort  of  mystic  horror  and  superstitious 
loathing.  It  will  ask  another  hundred  years  of  fine 
writing  and  hard  thinking  to  cure  us  of  the  prejudice, 
and  make  us  feel  towards  this  ill-omened  tribe  with 
something  of  "the  milk  of  human  kindness,,,  instead 
of  their  own  shyness  and  venom. 

Nature  seems  (the  more  we  look  into  it)  made  up  of 
antipathies :  without  something  to  hate,  we  should  lose 
the  very  spring  of  thought  and  action.  Life  would 
turn  to  a  stagnant  pool,  were  it  not  ruffled  by  the 
jarring  interests,  the  unruly  passions,  of  men.  The 
white  streak  in  our  own  fortunes  is  brightened  (or 
just  rendered  visible)  by  making  all  around  it  as  dark 
as  possible ;  so  the  rainbow  paints  its  form  upon  the 
cloud.  Is  it  pride?  Is  it  envy?  Is  it  the  force  of 
contrast?  Is  it  weakness  or  malice?  But  so  it  is,  that 
there  is  a  secret  affinity,  a  hankering  after  evil  in 
the  human  mind,  and  that  it  takes  a  perverse,  but  a 
fortunate  delight  in  mischief,  since  it  is  a  never-failing 
source  of  satisfaction.  Pure  good  soon  grows  insipid, 
wants  variety  and  spirit.  Pain  is  a  bitter-sweet,  which 
never  surfeits.  Love  turns,  with  a  little  indulgence,  to 
indifference  or  disgust:  hatred  alone  is  immortal.  Do 
we  not  see  this  principle  at  work  every  where?    Animals 
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torment  and  worry  one  another  without  mercy:  chil- 
dren kill  flies  for  sport:  every  one  reads  the  accidents 
and  offences  in  a  newspaper,  as  the  cream  of  the  jest: 
a  whole  town  runs  to  be  present  at  a  fire,  and  the 
spectator  by  no  means  exults  to  see  it  extinguished.  It 
is  better  to  have  it  so,  but  it  diminishes  the  interest; 
and  our  feelings  take  part  with  our  passions  rather 
than  with  our  understandings.  Men  assemble  in  crowds, 
with  eager  enthusiasm,  to  witness  a  tragedy:  but  if 
there  were  an  execution  going  forward  in  the  next 
street,  as  Mr.  Burke  observes,  the  theatre  would  be  left 
empty.  A  strange  cur  in  a  village,  an  idiot,  a  crazy 
woman,  are  set  upon  and  baited  by  the  whole  com- 
munity. Public  nuisances  are  in  the  nature  of  public 
benefits.  How  long  did  the  Pope,  the  Bourbons,  and 
the  Inquisition  keep  the  people  of  England  in  breath, 
and  supply  them  with  nick-names  to  vent  their  spleen 
upon !  Had  they  done  us  any  harm  of  late  ?  No :  but 
we  have  always  a  quantity  of  superfluous  bile  upon 
the  stomach,  and  we  wanted  an  object  to  let  it  out 
upon.  How  loth  were  we  to  give  up  our  pious  belief 
in  ghosts  and  witches,  because  we  liked  to  persecute 
the  one,  and  frighten  ourselves  to  death  with  the  other ! 
It  is  not  the  quality  so  much  as  the  quantity  of  excite- 
ment that  we  are  anxious  about:  we  cannot  bear  a 
state  of  indifference  and  ennui:  the  mind  seems  to 
abhor  a  vacuum  as  much  as  ever  matter  was  supposed 
to  do.  Even  when  the  spirit  of  the  age  (that  is,  the 
progress  of  intellectual  refinement,  warring  with  our 
natural  infirmities)  no  longer  allows  us  to  carry  our 
vindictive  and  headstrong  humours  into  effect,  we  try 
to  revive  them  in  description,  and  keep  up  the  old 
bugbears,  the  phantoms  of  our  terror  and  our  hate,  in 
imagination.  We  burn  Guy  Fawkes  in  effigy,  and  the 
hooting   and   buffeting   and   maltreating   that   poor   tat- 
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tered  figure  of  rags  and  straw  makes  a  festival  in 
every  village  in  England  once  a  year.  Protestants 
and  Papists  do  not  now  burn  one  another  at  the  stake: 
but  we  subscribe  to  new  editions  of  Fox's  Book  of 
Martyrs;  and  the  secret  of  the  success  of  the  Scotch 
Novels  is  much  the  same:  they  carry  us  back  to  the 
feuds,  the  heart-burnings,  the  havoc,  the  dismay,  the 
wrongs  and  the  revenge  of  a  barbarous  age  and  peo- 
ple— to  the  rooted  prejudices  and  deadly  animosities 
of  sects  and  parties  in  politics  and  religion,  and  con- 
tending chiefs  and  clans  in  war  and  intrigue.  We  feel 
the  full  force  of  the  spirit  of  hatred  with  all  of  them 
in  turn.  As  we  read,  we  throw  aside  the  trammels  of 
civilisation,  the  flimsy  veil  of  humanity.  "Off,  you 
lendings  \"  The  wild  beast  resumes  its  sway  within 
us,  we  feel  like  hunting-animals,  and  as  the  hound 
starts  in  his  sleep  and  rushes  on  the  chase  in  fancy,  the 
heart  rouses  itself  in  its  native  lair,  and  utters  a  wild 
cry  of  joy,  at  being  restored  once  more  to  freedom 
and  lawless,  unrestrained  impulses.  Every  one  has  his 
full  swing,  or  goes  to  the  Devil  his  own  way.  Here 
are  no  Jeremy  Bentham  Panopticons,  none  of  Mr. 
Owen's  impassable  Parallelograms,  (Rob  Roy  would 
have  spurned  and  poured  a  thousand  curses  on  them), 
no  long  calculations  of  self-interest:  the  will  takes  its 
instant  way  to  its  object,  as  the  mountain-torrent  flings 
itself  over  the  precipice :  the  greatest  possible  good 
of  each  individual  consists  in  doing  all  the  mischief  he 
can  to  his  neighbour :  that  is  charming,  and  finds  a  sure 
and  sympathetic  chord  in  every  breast !  So  Mr.  Irving, 
the  celebrated  preacher,  has  rekindled  the  old,  original, 
almost  exploded  hell-fire  in  the  aisles  of  the  Caledonian 
Chapel,  as  they  introduce  the  real  water  of  the  New 
River  at  Sadler's  Wells,  to  the  delight  and  astonish- 
ment   of    his    fair    audience.       'Tis    pretty,    though    a 
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plague,  to  sit  and  peep  into  the  pit  of  Tophet,  to  play 
at  snap-dragon  with  flames  and  brimstone  (it  gives  a 
smart  electrical  shock,  a  lively  fillip  to  delicate  con- 
stitutions), and  to  see  Mr.  Irving,  like  a  huge  Titan, 
looking  as  grim  and  swarthy  as  if  he  had  to  forge  tor- 
tures for  all  the  damned !  What  a  strange  being  man 
is !  Not  content  with  doing  all  he  can  to  vex  and  hurt 
his  fellows  here,  "upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time,', 
where  one  would  think  there  were  heart-aches,  pain, 
disappointment,  anguish,  tears,  sighs,  and  groans 
enough,  the  bigoted  maniac  takes  him  to  the  top  of 
the  high  peak  of  school  divinity  to  hurl  him  down 
the  yawning  gulf  of  penal  fire;  his  speculative  malice 
asks  eternity  to  wreak  its  infinite  spite  in,  and  calls  on 
the  Almighty  to  execute  its  relentless  doom !  The  can- 
nibals burn  their  enemies  and  eat  them  in  good-fellow- 
ship with  one  another :  meek  Christian  divines  cast  those 
who  differ  from  them  but  a  hair's  breadth,  body  and 
soul,  into  hell-fire,  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the  good 
of  his  creatures !  It  is  well  that  the  power  of  such 
persons  is  not  co-ordinate  with  their  wills :  indeed,  it 
is  from  the  sense  of  their  weakness  and  inability  to 
control  the  opinions  of  others,  that  they  thus  "outdo 
termagant/'  and  endeavour  to  frighten  them  into  con- 
formity by  big  words  and  monstrous   denunciations. 

The  pleasure  of  hating,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  eats 
into  the  heart  of  religion,  and  turns  it  to  rankling 
spleen  and  bigotry;  it  makes  patriotism  an  excuse  for 
carrying  fire,  pestilence,  and  famine  into  other  lands: 
it  leaves  to  virtue  nothing  but  the  spirit  of  censorious- 
ness,  and  a  narrow,  jealous,  inquisitorial  watchfulness 
over  the  actions  and  motives  of  others.  What  have  the 
different  sects,  creeds,  doctrines  in  religion  been  but 
so  many  pretexts  set  up  for  men  to  wrangle,  to  quarrel, 
to  tear  one  another  in  pieces  about,  like  a  target  as  a 


OX   THE   PLEASURE   OF   HATING        361 

mark  to  shoot  at?  Does  any  one  suppose  that  the  love 
of  country  in  an  Englishman  implies  any  friendly  feel- 
ing or  disposition  to  serve  another  bearing  the  same 
name  ?  No,  it  means  only  hatred  to  the  French  or 
the  inhabitants  of  any  other  country  that  we  happen 
to  be  at  war  with  for  the  time.  Does  the  love  of 
virtue  denote  any  wish  to  discover  or  amend  our  own 
faults  ?  No,  but  it  atones  for  an  obstinate  adherence 
to  our  own  vices  by  the  most  virulent  intolerance  to 
human  frailties.  This  principle  is  of  a  most  universal 
application.  It  extends  to  good  as  well  as  evil :  if  it 
makes  us  hate  folly,  it  makes  us  no  less  dissatisfied  with 
distinguished  merit.  If  it  inclines  us  to  resent  the 
wrongs  of  others,  it  impels  us  to  be  as  impatient  of 
their  prosperity.  We  revenge  injuries:  we  repay  bene- 
fits with  ingratitude.  Even  our  strongest  partialities 
and  likings  soon  take  this  turn.  "That  which  was 
luscious  as  locusts,  anon  becomes  bitter  as  coloquin- 
tida;"  and  love  and  friendship  melt  in  their  own  fires. 
We  hate  old  friends :  we  hate  old  books :  we  hate  old 
opinions ;  and  at  last  we  come  to  hate  ourselves. 

I  have  observed  that  few  of  those,  whom  I  have 
formerly  known  most  intimate,  continue  on  the  same 
friendly  footing,  or  combine  the  steadiness  with  the 
warmth  of  attachment.  I  have  been  acquainted  with 
two  or  three  knots  of  inseparable  companions,  who  saw 
each  other  "six  days  in  the  week,"  that  have  broken 
up  and  dispersed.  I  have  quarrelled  with  almost  all 
my  old  friends,  (they  might  say  this  is  owing  to  my 
bad  temper,  but)  they  have  also  quarrelled  with  one 
another.  What  is  become  of  "that  set  of  whist- 
players,"  celebrated  by  Elia  in  his  notable  Epistle  to 
Robert  Southey,  Esq.  (and  now  I  think  of  it — that  I 
myself  have  celebrated  in  this  very  volume)  "that  for 
so  many  years  called  Admiral  Burney  friend?"     They 
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are  scattered,  like  last  year's  snow.  Some  of  them 
are  dead,  or  gone  to  live  at  a  distance,  or  pass  one 
another  in  the  street  like  strangers;  or  if  they  stop  to 
speak,  do  it  as  coolly  and  try  to  cut  one  another  as 
soon  as  possible.  Some  of  us  have  grown  rich,  others 
poor.  Some  have  got  places  under  Government,  others 
a  niche  in  the  Quarterly  Review.  Some  of  us  have 
dearly  earned  a  name  in  the  world;  whilst  others  re- 
main in  their  original  privacy.  We  despise  the  one, 
and  envy  and  are  glad  to  mortify  the  other.  Times 
are  changed ;  we  cannot  revive  our  old  feelings ;  and 
we  avoid  the  sight  and  are  uneasy  in  the  presence  of 
those  who  remind  us  of  our  infirmity,  and  put  us  upon 
an  effort  at  seeming  cordiality,  which  embarrasses  our- 
selves and  does  not  impose  upon  our  quondam  asso- 
ciates. Old  friendships  are  like  meats  served  up  re- 
peatedly, cold,  comfortless,  and  distasteful.  The  stom- 
ach turns  against  them.  Either  constant  intercourse 
and  familiarity  breed  weariness  and  contempt;  or  if 
we  meet  again  after  an  interval  of  absence,  we  appear 
no  longer  the  same.  One  is  too  wise,  another  too  fool- 
ish, for  us ;  and  we  wonder  we  did  not  find  this  out 
before.  We  are  disconcerted  and  kept  in  a  state  of 
continual  alarm  by  the  wit  of  one,  or  tired  to  death  of 
the  dullness  of  another.  The  good  things  of  the  first 
(besides  leaving  stings  behind  them)  by  repetition  grow 
stale,  and  lose  their  startling  effect;  and  the  insipidity 
of  the  last  becomes  intolerable.  The  most  amusing  or 
instructive  companion  is  at  best  like  a  favourite  vol- 
ume, that  we  wish  after  a  time  to  lay  upon  the  shelf; 
but  as  our  friends  are  not  willing  to  be  laid  there,  this 
produces  a  misunderstanding  and  ill-blood  between  us. 
Or  if  the  zeal  and  integrity  of  friendship  is  not  abated, 
or   its   career   interrupted   by   any   obstacle   arising   out 
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of  its  own  nature,  we  look  out  for  other  subjects  of 
complaint  and  sources  of  dissatisfaction.  We  begin  to 
criticise  each  other's  dress,  looks,  and  general  char- 
acter. "Such  a  one  is  a  pleasant  fellow,  but  it  is  a 
pity  he  sits  so  late !"  Another  fails  to  keep  his  ap- 
pointments, and  that  is  a  sore  that  never  heals.  We 
get  acquainted  with  some  fashionable  young  men  or 
with  a  mistress,  and  wish  to  introduce  our  friend;  but 
he  is  awkward  and  a  sloven,  the  interview  does  not 
answer,  and  this  throws  cold  water  on  our  intercourse. 
Or  he  makes  himself  obnoxious  to  opinion — and  we 
shrink  from  our  own  convictions  on  the  subject  as  an 
excuse  for  not  defending  him.  All  or  any  of  these 
causes  mount  up  in  time  to  a  ground  of  coolness  or 
irritation — and  at  last  they  break  out  into  open  violence 
as  the  only  amends  we  can  make  ourselves  for  sup- 
pressing them  so  long,  or  the  readiest  means  of  banish- 
ing recollections  of  former  kindness  so  little  compatible 
with  our  present  feelings.  We  may  try  to  tamper  with 
the  wounds  or  patch  up  the  carcase  of  departed  friend- 
ship; but  the  one  will  hardly  bear  the  handling,  and 
the  other  is  not  worth  the  trouble  of  embalming !  The 
only  way  to  be  reconciled  to  old  friends  is  to  part 
with  them  for  good:  at  a  distance  we  may  chance  to  be 
thrown  back  (in  a  waking  dream)  upon  old  times  and 
old  feelings:  or  at  any  rate  we  should  not  think  of 
renewing  our  intimacy,  till  we  have  fairly  spit  our 
spite,  or  said,  thought,  and  felt  all  the  ill  we  can  of 
each  other.  Or  if  we  can  pick  a  quarrel  with  some  one 
else,  and  make  him  the  scapegoat,  this  is  an  excellent 
contrivance  to  heal  a  broken  bone.  I  think  I  must  be 
friends  with  Lamb  again,  since  he  has  written  that 
magnanimous  Letter  to  Southey,  and  told  him  a  piece 
of  his  mind !     I  don't  know  what  it  is  that  attaches  me 
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to  H so  much,  except  that  he  and  I,  whenever  we 

meet,  sit  in  judgment  on  another  set  of  old  friends, 
and   "carve  them   as   a   dish   fit   for   the   gods/'      There 

was    L H ,   John    Scott,    Mrs.    M ,   whose 

dark  raven  locks  made  a  picturesque  background  to  our 

discourse,  B ,  who  is  grown  fat,  and  is,  they  say, 

married,    R ;    these    had    all    separated    long    ago, 

and  their  foibles  are  the  common  link  that  holds  us  to- 
gether. We  do  not  affect  to  condole  or  whine  over 
their  follies;  we  enjoy,  we  laugh  at  them  till  we  are 
ready  to  burst  our  sides,  "sans  intermission,  for  hours 
by  the  dial."  We  serve  up  a  course  of  anecdotes, 
traits,  master-strokes  of  character,  and  cut  and  hack  at 
them  till  we  are  weary.  Perhaps  some  of  them  are 
even  with  us.  For  my  own  part,  as  I  once  said,  I  like 
a  friend  the  better  for  having  faults  that  one  can  talk 

about.      "Then,"    said    Mrs.    M ,    "you    will    never 

cease  to  be  a  philanthropist !"  Those  in  question  were 
some  of  the  choice-spirits  of  the  age,  not  "fellows  of 
no  mark  or  likelihood;"  and  we  so  far  did  them  justice: 
but  it  is  well  they  did  not  hear  what  we  sometimes  said 
of  them.  I  care  little  what  any  one  says  of  me,  par- 
ticularly behind  my  back,  and  in  the  way  of  critical 
and  analytical  discussion:  it  is  looks  of  dislike  and 
scorn  that  I  answer  with  the  worst  venom  of  my  pen. 
The  expression  of  the  face  wounds  me  more  than  the 
expressions  of  the  tongue.  If  I  have  in  one  instance 
mistaken  this  expression,  or  resorted  to  this  remedy 
where  I  ought  not,  I  am  sorry  for  it.  But  the  face 
was  too  fine  over  which  it  mantled,  and  I  am  too  old 
to  have   misunderstood  it !   ...   I   sometimes   go   up   to 

's;  and  as  often  as  I  do,  resolve  never  to  go  again. 

I  do  not  find  the  old  homely  welcome.  The  ghost  of 
friendship  meets  me  at  the  door,  and  sits  with  me  all 
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dinner-time.      They  have  got  a  set  of  fine  notions  and 
new   acquaintance.      Allusions    to   past   occurrences    are 
thought   trivial,   nor   is    it    always    safe    to    touch   upon 
more    general    subjects.       M.    does    not    begin    as    he 
formerly    did    every    five    minutes,    "Fawcett    used    to 
say/'   &c.      That   topic   is   something   worn.      The   girls 
are  grown  up,   and  have   a   thousand   accomplishments. 
I   perceive   there   is    a   jealousy    on   both    sides.      They 
think  I  give  myself  airs,  and  I  fancy  the  same  of  them. 
Every  time  I  am  asked,  "If  I  do  not  think  Mr.  Wash- 
ington   Irving    a    very    fine    writer?"      I    shall    not    go 
again  till  I  receive  an  invitation  for  Christmas  Day  in 
company  with  Mr.  Liston.     The  only  intimacy  I  never 
found  to   flinch  or  fade  was   a  purely  intellectual  one. 
There    was    none    of    the    cant    of    candour    in   it,    none 
of    the    whine    of    mawkish    sensibility.       Our    mutual 
acquaintance    were    considered    merely    as    subjects    of 
conversation    and    knowledge,    not    at    all    of    affection. 
We   regarded   them   no   more   in   our    experiments    than 
"mice  in  an  air-pump :"  or  like  malefactors,  they  were 
regularly   cut   down   and   given   over   to   the   dissecting- 
knife.     We   spared  neither   friend  nor   foe.      We  sacri- 
ficed   human   infirmities    at    the    shrine    of    truth.      The 
skeletons    of   character   might   be   seen,   after   the   juice 
was  extracted,  dangling  in  the  air  like  flies  in  cobwebs : 
or  they  were  kept  for  future  inspection  in  some  refined 
acid.      The   demonstration   was    as   beautiful   as   it   was 
new.     There  is  no  surfeiting  on  gall :  nothing  keeps  so 
well  as  a  decoction  of  spleen.     We  grow  tired  of  every 
thing  but  turning  others  into  ridicule,  and  congratulat- 
ing ourselves  on  their  defects. 

We  take  a  dislike  to  our  favourite  books,  after  a 
time,  for  the  same  reason.  We  cannot  read  the  same 
works  for  ever.     Our  honeymoon,  even  though  we  wed 
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the   Muse,   must   come   to   an   end;    and   is    followed   by 
indifference,  if  not  by  disgust.     There  are  some  works, 
those   indeed   that  produce   the   most   striking   effect   at 
first  by  novelty  and  boldness   of  outline,  that  will  not 
bear  reading  twice:  others  of  a  less  extravagant  char- 
acter, and  that  excite  and  repay  attention  by  a  greater 
nicety  of  details,  have  hardly  interest  enough  to  keep 
alive  our  continued  enthusiasm.     The  popularity  of  the 
most  successful  writers  operates  to  wean  us  from  them, 
by  the  cant  and  fuss  that  is  made  about  them,  by  hear- 
ing   their    names    everlastingly    repeated,    and    by    the 
number   of   ignorant   and   indiscriminate   admirers   they 
draw   after   them: — we   as   little   like   to    have   to    drag 
others   from  their   unmerited   obscurity,  lest  we   should 
be  exposed  to  the  charge  of  affectation  and  singularity 
of  taste.      There   is   nothing  to   be   said   respecting   an 
author   that   all   the   world   have   made   up    their   minds 
about:    it    is    a    thankless    as    well    as    hopeless    task   to 
recommend   one   that   nobody   has    ever   heard   of.      To 
cry  up   Shakespeare  as  the  god  of  our  idolatry,  seems 
like  a  vulgar  national  prejudice:  to  take  down  a  volume 
of  Chaucer,  or  Spenser,  or  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  or 
Ford,  or  Marlowe,  has  very  much  the  look  of  pedantry 
and  egotism.     I  confess  it  makes  me  hate  the  very  name 
of  Fame  and  Genius  when  works  like  these  are  "gone 
into  the  wastes  of  time,,,  while  each  successive  genera- 
tion of  fools  is  busily  employed  in  reading  the  trash 
of  the   day,   and  women   of   fashion   gravely   join   with 
their    waiting-maids    in    discussing    the    preference    be- 
tween the  Paradise  Lost  and  Mr.  Moore's  Loves  of  the 
Angels.     I  was  pleased  the  other  day  on  going  into  a 
shop  to  ask,  "If  they  had  any  of  the  Scotch  Novels?" 
to  be  told — "That  they  had  just  sent  out  the  last,  Sir 
Andrew  Wylie !" — Mr.   Gait  will  also  be  pleased  with 
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this  answer  !  The  reputation  of  some  books  is  raw  and 
unaired:  that  of  others  is  worm-eaten  and  mouldy.  Why 
fix  our  affections  on  that  which  we  cannot  bring  our- 
selves to  have  faith  in,  or  which  others  have  long  ceased 
to  trouble  themselves  about?  I  am  half  afraid  to  look 
into  Tom  Jones,  lest  it  should  not  answer  my  expecta- 
tions at  this  time  of  day;  and  if  it  did  not,  I  should 
certainly  be  disposed  to  fling  it  into  the  fire,  and  never 
look  into  another  novel  while  I  lived.  But  surely,  it 
may  be  said,  there  are  some  works  that,  like  nature, 
can  never  grow  old;  and  that  must  always  touch  the 
imagination  and  passions  alike  !  Or  there  are  passages 
that  seem  as  if  we  might  brood  over  them  all  our  lives, 
and  not  exhaust  the  sentiments  of  love  and  admiration 
they  excite :  they  become  favourites,  and  we  are  fond 
of  them  to  a  sort  of  dotage.     Here  is  one: 

"Sitting  in  my  window 

Printing  my  thoughts  in  lawn,  I  saw  a  god, 
I  thought   (but  it  was   you),  enter  our  gates; 
My  blood  flew  out  and  back  again,  as  fast 
As  I  had  puffed  it  forth  and  sucked  it  in 
Like  breath;  then  was  I  called  away  in  haste 
To   entertain   you:   never   was    a   man 
Thrust  from  a  sheepcote  to  a   sceptre,  raised 
So  high  in  thoughts  as  I ;  you  left  a  kiss 
Upon  these  lips  then,  which  I   mean  to  keep 
From  you   for  ever.      I  did  hear   you  talk 
Far  above  singing!" 

A  passage  like  this  indeed  leaves  a  taste  on  the 
palate  like  nectar,  and  we  seem  in  reading  it  to  sit  with 
the  gods  at  their  golden  tables :  but  if  we  repeat  it  often 
in  ordinary  moods,  it  loses  its  flavour,  becomes  vapid, 
"the  wine  of  poetry  is  drank,  and  but  the  lees  remain." 
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Or,  on  the  other  hand,  if  we  call  in  the  aid  of  ex- 
traordinary circumstances  to  set  it  off  to  advantage,  as 
the  reciting  it  to  a  friend,  or  after  having  our  feelings 
excited  by  a  long  walk  in  some  romantic  situation,  or 
while  we 

"play  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade, 


Or  with  the  tangles   of   Neaera's   hair" — 

we  afterwards  miss  the  accompanying  circumstances, 
and  instead  of  transferring  the  recollection  of  them  to 
the  favourable  side,  regret  what  we  have  lost,  and  strive 
in  vain  to  bring  back  "the  irrevocable  hour" — won- 
dering in  some  instances  how  we  survive  it,  and  at  the 
melancholy  blank  that  is  left  behind !  The  pleasure 
rises  to  its  height  in  some  moment  of  calm  solitude  or 
intoxicating  sympathy,  declines  ever  after,  and  from 
the  comparison  and  a  conscious  falling-off,  leaves  rather 
a  sense  of  satiety  and  irksomeness  behind  it.  .  .  .  "Is 
it  the  same  in  pictures  ?"  I  confess  it  is,  with  all  but 
those  from  Titian's  hand.  I  don't  know  why,  but  an 
air  breathes  from  his  landscapes,  pure,  refreshing,  as 
if  it  came  from  other  years ;  there  is  a  look  in  his  faces 
that  never  passes  away.  I  saw  one  the  other  day. 
Amidst  the  heartless  desolation  and  glittering  finery  of 
Fonthill,  there  is  a  portfolio  of  the  Dresden  Gallery. 
It  opens,  and  a  young  female  head  looks  from  it;  a 
child,  yet  woman  grown;  with  an  air  of  rustic  innocence 
and  the  graces  of  a  princess,  her  eyes  like  those  of 
doves,  the  lips  about  to  open,  a  smile  of  pleasure 
dimpling  the  whole  face,  the  jewels  sparkling  in  her 
crisped  hair,  her  youthful  shape  compressed  in  a  rich 
antique  dress,  as  the  bursting  leaves  contain  the  April 
buds !  Why  do  I  not  call  up  this  image  of  gentle 
sweetness,  and  place  it  as  a  perpetual  barrier  between 
mischance    and    me? — It    is    because    pleasure    asks    a 


ON   THE   PLEASURE   OF   HATING        369 

greater  effort  of  the  mind  to  support  it  than  pain;  and 
we  turn,  after  a  little  idle  dalliance,  from  what  we  love 
to  what  we  hate ! 

As  to  my  old  opinions,  I  am  heartily  sick  of  them. 
I  have  reason,  for  they  have  deceived  me  sadly.  I 
was  taught  to  think,  and  I  was  willing  to  believe,  that 
genius  was  not  a  bawd,  that  virtue  was  not  a  mask, 
that  liberty  was  not  a  name,  that  love  had  its  seat  in 
the  human  heart.  Now  I  would  care  little  if  these 
words  were  struck  out  of  the  dictionary,  or  if  I  had 
never  heard  them.  They  are  become  to  my  ears  a 
mockery  and  a  dream.  Instead  of  patriots  and  friends 
of  freedom,  I  see  nothing  but  the  tyrant  and  the  slave, 
the  people  linked  with  kings  to  rivet  on  the  chains  of 
despotism  and  superstition.  I  see  folly  join  with 
knavery,  and  together  make  up  public  spirit  and  public 
opinions.  I  see  the  insolent  Tory,  the  blind  Reformer, 
the  coward  Whig !  If  mankind  had  wished  for  what 
is  right,  they  might  have  had  it  long  ago.  The  theory 
is  plain  enough;  but  they  are  prone  to  mischief,  "to 
every  good  work  reprobate. "  I  have  seen  all  that  had 
been  done  by  the  mighty  yearnings  of  the  spirit  and 
intellect  of  men,  "of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy," 
and  that  promised  a  proud  opening  to  truth  and  good 
through  the  vista  of  future  years,  undone  by  one  man, 
with  just  glimmering  of  understanding  enough  to  feel 
that  he  was  a  king,  but  not  to  comprehend  how  he  could 
be  king  of  a  free  people !  I  have  seen  this  triumph 
celebrated  by  poets,  the  friends  of  my  youth  and  the 
friends  of  man,  but  who  were  carried  away  by  the  in- 
furiate tide  that,  setting  in  from  a  throne,  bore  down 
every  distinction  of  right  reason  before  it;  and  I  have 
seen  all  those  who  did  not  join  in  applauding  this 
insult  and  outrage  on  humanity  proscribed,  hunted  down 
(they  and  their  friends  made  a  bye-word  of),  so  that  it 
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has  become  an  understood  thing  that  no  one  can  live 
by  his  talents  or  knowledge  who  is  not  ready  to  prosti- 
tute those  talents  and  that  knowledge  to  betray  his 
species,  and  prey  upon  his  fellow-man.  "This  was 
some  time  a  mystery:  but  the  time  gives  evidence  of  it." 
The  echoes  of  liberty  had  awakened  once  more  in  Spain, 
and  the  morning  of  human  hope  dawned  again:  but 
that  dawn  has  been  overcast  by  the  foul  breath  of 
bigotry,  and  those  reviving  sounds  stifled  by  fresh  cries 
from  the  time-rent  towers  of  the  Inquisition:  man  yield- 
ing (as  it  is  fit  he  should)  first  to  brute  force,  but  more 
to  the  innate  perversity  and  dastard  spirit  of  his  own 
nature,  which  leaves  no  room  for  farther  hope  or  dis- 
appointment. And  England,  that  arch-reformer,  that 
heroic  deliverer,  that  mouther  about  liberty  and  tool  of 
power,  stands  gaping  by,  not  feeling  the  blight  and 
mildew  coming  over  it,  nor  its  very  bones  crack  and 
turn  to  a  paste  under  the  grasp  and  circling  folds  of 
this  new  monster — Legitimacy !  In  private  life  do  we 
not  see  hypocrisy,  servility,  selfishness,  folly,  and 
impudence  succeed,  while  modesty  shrinks  from  the  en- 
counter, and  merit  is  trodden  under  foot?  How  often 
is  "the  rose  plucked  from  the  forehead  of  a  virtuous 
love  to  plant  a  blister  there  I"  What  chance  is  there 
of  the  success  of  real  passion?  What  certainty  of  its 
continuance  ?  Seeing  all  this  as  I  do,  and  unravelling 
the  web  of  human  life  into  its  various  threads  of  mean- 
ness, spite,  cowardice,  want  of  feeling,  and  want  of 
understanding,  of  indifference  towards  others  and 
ignorance  of  ourselves — seeing  custom  prevail  over  all 
excellence,  itself  giving  way  to  infamy — mistaken  as  I 
have  been  in  my  public  and  private  hopes,  calculating 
others  from  myself,  and  calculating  wrong;  always  dis- 
appointed where  I  placed  most  reliance;  the  dupe  of 
friendship,  and  the  fool  of  love; — have  I  not  reason  to 
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hate  and  to  despise  myself?     Indeed  I  do;  and  chiefly 
for  not  having  hated  and  despised  the  world  enough.1 


ON  THE  FEELING  OF  IMMORTALITY 
IN  YOUTH. 

"Life   is   a   pure   flame,   and   we   live   by   an 
invisible    sun    within    us." 

— Sir  Thomas  Browne. 

No  young  man  believes  he  shall  ever  die.  It  was 
a  saying  of  my  brother's,  and  a  fine  one.  There  is  a 
feeling  of  Eternity  in  youth,  which  makes  us  amends 
for  every  thing.  To  be  young  is  to  be  as  one  of  the 
Immortal  Gods.  One  half  of  time  indeed  is  flown — 
the  other  half  remains  in  store  for  us  with  all  its 
countless    treasures ;    for    there    is    no    line    drawn,    and 

1  The  only  exception  to  the  general  drift  of  this  Essay  (and  that 
is  an  exception  in  theory — I  know  of  none  in  practice)  is,  that  in 
reading  we  always  take  the  right  side,  and  make  the  case  properly 
our  own.  Our  imaginations  are  sufficiently  excited,  we  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  matter  but  as  a  pure  creation  of  the  mind,  and  we 
therefore  yield  to  the  natural,  unwarped  impression  of  good  and 
evil.  Our  own  passions,  interests,  and  prejudices  out  of  the  question, 
or  in  an  abstracted  point  of  view,  we  judge  fairly  and  conscientiously; 
for  conscience  is  nothing  but  the  abstract  idea  of  right  and  wrong. 
But  no  sooner  have  we  to  act  or  suffer,  than  the  spirit  of  contradiction 
or  some  other  demon  comes  into  play,  and  there  is  an  end  of  common 
sense  and  reason.  Even  the  very  strength  of  the  speculative  faculty, 
or  the  desire  to  square  things  with  an  ideal  standard  of  perfection 
(whether  we  can  or  no)  leads  perhaps  to  half  the  absurdities  and 
miseries  of  mankind.  We  are  hunting  after  what  we  cannot  find, 
and  quarrelling  with  the  good  within  our  reach.  Among  the  thou- 
sands that  have  read  The  Heart  of  Midlothian  there  assuredly  never 
was  a  single  person  who  did  not  wish  Jeanie  Deans  success.  Even 
Gentle  George  was  sorry  for  what  he  had  done,  when  it  was  over, 
though  he  would  have  played  the  same  prank  the  next  day:  and  the 
unknown  author,  in  his  immediate  character  of  contributor  to  Black- 
wood and  the  Sentinel  is  about  as  respectable  a  personage  as  Daddy 
Ratton  himself.  On  the  stage,  every  one  takes  part  with  Othello 
against  Iago.  Do  boys  at  school,  in  reading  Homer,  generally  side 
with  the  Greeks  or  Trojans? 
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we  see  no  limit  to  our  hopes  and  wishes.  We  make 
the  coming  age   our  own. — 

"The  vast,  the  unbounded  prospect  lies  before  us/' 

Death,  old  age,  are  words  without  a  meaning,  that  pass 
by  us  like  the  idle  air  which  we  regard  not.  Others 
may  have  undergone,  or  may  still  be  liable  to  them — 
we  "bear  a  charmed  life,"  which  laughs  to  scorn  all 
such  sickly  fancies.  As  in  setting  out  on  a  delightful 
journey,  we   strain   our   eager   gaze   forward — 

"Bidding  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  hail,,, — 

and  see  no  end  to  the  landscape,  new  objects  present- 
ing themselves  as  we  advance;  so,  in  the  commence- 
ment of  life,  we  set  no  bounds  to  our  inclinations,  nor 
to  the  unrestricted  opportunities  of  gratifying  them. 
We  have  as  yet  found  no  obstacle,  no  disposition  to 
flag;  and  it  seems  that  we  can  go  on  so  for  ever.  We 
look  round  in  a  new  world,  full  of  life,  and  motion, 
and  ceaseless  progress ;  and  feel  in  ourselves  all  the 
vigour  and  spirit  to  keep  pace  with  it,  and  do  not 
foresee  from  any  present  symptoms  how  we  shall  be 
left  behind  in  the  natural  course  of  things,  decline  into 
old  age,  and  drop  into  the  grave.  It  is  the  simplicity, 
and  as  it  were  abstractedness  of  our  feelings  in  youth, 
that  (so  to  speak)  identifies  us  with  nature,  and  (our 
experience  being  slight  and  our  passions  strong)  deludes 
us  into  a  belief  of  being  immortal  like  it.  Our  short- 
lived connection  with  existence,  we  fondly  flatter  our- 
selves, is  an  indissoluble  and  lasting  union — a  honey- 
moon that  knows  neither  coldness,  jar,  nor  separation. 
As  infants  smile  and  sleep,  we  are  rocked  in  the  cradle 
of  our  wayward  fancies,  and  lulled  into  security  by  the 
roar  of  the  universe  around  us — we  quaff  the  cup  of 
life   with   eager   haste    without    draining   it,    instead    of 
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which  it  only  overflows  the  more — objects  press  around 
us,  filling  the  mind  with  their  magnitude  and  with  the 
throng  of  desires  that  wait  upon  them,  so  that  we 
have  no  room  for  the  thoughts  of  death.  From  the 
plenitude  of  our  being,  we  cannot  change  all  at  once 
to  dust  and  ashes,  we  cannot  imagine  "this  sensible, 
warm  motion,  to  become  a  kneaded  clod" — we  are  too 
much  dazzled  by  the  brightness  of  the  waking  dream 
around  us  to  look  into  the  darkness  of  the  tomb.  We 
no  more  see  our  end  than  our  beginning:  the  one  is 
lost  in  oblivion  and  vacancy,  as  the  other  is  hid  from 
us  by  the  crowd  and  hurry  of  approaching  events. 
Or  the  grim  shadow  is  seen  lingering  in  the  horizon, 
which  we  are  doomed  never  to  overtake,  or  whose 
last,  faint,  glimmering  outline  touches  upon  Heaven 
and  translates  us  to  the  skies !  Nor  would  the  hold 
that  life  has  taken  of  us  permit  us  to  detach  our 
thoughts  from  present  objects  and  pursuits,  even  if 
we  would.  What  is  there  more  opposed  to  health, 
than  sickness ;  to  strength  and  beauty,  than  decay  and 
dissolution;  to  the  active  search  of  knowledge  than 
mere  oblivion?  Or  is  there  none  of  the  usual  ad- 
vantage to  bar  the  approach  of  Death,  and  mock  his 
idle  threats ;  Hope  supplies  their  place,  and  draws  a 
veil  over  the  abrupt  termination  of  all  our  cherished 
schemes.  While  the  spirit  of  youth  remains  unim- 
paired, ere  the  "wine  of  life  is  drank  up,"  we  are  like 
people  intoxicated  or  in  a  fever,  who  are  hurried  away 
by  the  violence  of  their  own  sensations :  it  is  only  as 
present  objects  begin  to  pall  upon  the  sense,  as  we 
have  been  disappointed  in  our  favourite  pursuits,  cut 
off  from  our  closest  ties,  that  passion  loosens  its  hold 
upon  the  breast,  that  we  by  degrees  become  weaned 
from  the  world,  and  allow  ourselves  to  contemplate, 
"as  in  a  glass,  darkly,"  the  possibility  of  parting  with 
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it  for  good.  The  example  of  others,  the  voice  of 
experience,  has  no  effect  upon  us  whatever.  Casualties 
we  must  avoid:  the  slow  and  deliberate  advances  of 
age  we  can  play  at  hide-and-seek  with.  We  think 
ourselves  too  lusty  and  too  nimble  for  that  blear-eyed 
decrepid  old  gentleman  to  catch  us.  Like  the  foolish 
fat  scullion,  in  Sterne,  when  she  hears  that  Master 
Bobby  is  dead,  our  only  reflection  is — "So  am  not  I !" 
The  idea  of  death,  instead  of  staggering  our  confidence, 
rather  seems  to  strengthen  and  enhance  our  possession 
and  our  enjoyment  of  life.  Others  may  fall  around  us 
like  leaves,  or  be  mowed  down  like  flowers  by  the 
scythe  of  Time:  these  are  but  tropes  and  figures  to 
the  unreflecting  ears  and  overweening  presumption  of 
youth.  It  is  not  till  we  see  the  flowers  of  Love,  Hope, 
and  Joy,  withering  around  us,  and  our  own  pleasures 
cut  up  by  the  roots,  that  we  bring  the  moral  home  to 
ourselves,  that  we  abate  something  of  the  wanton  ex- 
travagance of  our  pretensions,  or  that  the  emptiness 
and  dreariness  of  the  prospect  before  us  reconciles  us 
to  the  stillness  of  the  grave! 

"Life !  thou  strange  thing,  that  hast  a  power 
to    feel 
Thou  art,  and  to  perceive  that  others  are."1 

Well  might  the  poet  begin  his  indignant  invective 
against  an  art,  whose  professed  object  is  its  destruc- 
tion, with  this  animated  apostrophe  to  life.  Life  is 
indeed  a  strange  gift,  and  its  privileges  are  most 
miraculous.  Nor  is  it  singular  that  when  the  splendid 
boon  is  first  granted  us,  our  gratitude,  our  admiration, 
and  our  delight  should  prevent  us  from  reflecting  on 
our  own  nothingness,  or  from  thinking  it  will  ever  be 
recalled.  Our  first  and  strongest  impressions  are  taken 
1  Fawcett's  Art  of  War,  a  poem,  1794. 
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from  the  mighty  scene  that  is  opened  to  us,  and  we 
very  innocently  transfer  its  durability  as  well  as  mag- 
nificence to  ourselves.  So  newly  found,  we  cannot 
make  up  our  minds  to  parting  with  it  yet  and  at  least 
put  off  that  consideration  to  an  indefinite  term.  Like 
a  clown  at  a  fair,  we  are  full  of  amazement  and  rapture, 
and  have  no  thoughts  of  going  home,  or  that  it  will 
soon  be  night.  We  know  our  existence  only  from 
external  objects,  and  we  measure  it  by  them.  We  can 
never  be  satisfied  with  gazing;  and  nature  will  still 
want  us  to  look  on  and  applaud.  Otherwise,  the  sump- 
tuous entertainment,  "the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow 
of  soul,"  to  which  they  were  invited,  seems  little  better 
than  a  mockery  and  a  cruel  insult.  We  do  not  go  from 
a  play  till  the  scene  is  ended,  and  the  lights  are  ready 
to  be  extinguished.  But  the  fair  face  of  things  still 
shines  on;  shall  we  be  called  away,  before  the  curtain 
falls,  or  ere  we  have  scarce  had  a  glimpse  of  what 
is  going  on?  Like  children,  our  step-mother  Nature 
holds  us  up  to  see  the  raree-show  of  the  universe; 
and  then,  as  if  life  were  a  burthen  to  support,  lets  us 
instantly  down  again.  Yet  in  that  short  interval,  what 
"brave  sublunary  things"  does  not  the  spectacle  un- 
fold ;  like  a  bubble,  at  one  minute  reflecting  the  uni- 
verse, and  the  next,  shook  to  air ! — To  see  the  golden 
sun  and  the  azure  sky,  the  outstretched  ocean,  to  walk 
upon  the  green  earth,  and  to  be  lord  of  a  thousand 
creatures,  to  look  down  giddy  precipices  or  over 
distant  flowery  vales,  to  see  the  world  spread  out 
under  one's  finger  in  a  map,  to  bring  the  stars  near, 
to  view  the  smallest  insects  in  a  microscope,  to  read 
history,  and  witness  the  revolutions  of  empires  and  the 
succession  of  generations,  to  hear  of  the  glory  of  Sidon 
and  Tyre,  of  Babylon  and  Susa,  as  of  a  faded  pageant, 
and   to    say   all    these    were,    and   are    now    nothing,    to 
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think  that  we  exist  in  such  a  point  of  time,  and  in 
such  a  corner  of  space,  to  be  at  once  spectators  and 
a  part  of  the  moving  scene,  to  watch  the  return  of 
the  seasons,  of  spring  and  autumn,  to  hear 

" The  stockdove  plain  amid  the  forest  deep, 


That   drowsy   rustles    to    the    sighing    gale" — 

to  traverse  desert  wildernesses,  to  listen  to  the  midnight 
choir,  to  visit  lighted  halls,  or  plunge  into  the  dungeon's 
gloom,  or  sit  in  crowded  theatres  and  see  life  itself 
mocked,  to  feel  heat  and  cold,  pleasure  and  pain,  right 
and  wrong,  truth  and  falsehood,  to  study  the  works 
of  art  and  refine  the  sense  of  beauty  to  agony,  to 
worship  fame  and  to  dream  of  immortality,  to  have 
read  Shakespeare  and  belong  to  the  same  species  as 
Sir  Isaac  Newton;1  to  be  and  to  do  all  this,  and  then 

1  Lady  Wortley  Montagu  says,  in  one  of  her  letters,  that  "she 
would  much  rather  be  a  rich  e$endi>  with  all  his  ignorance,  than  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  with  all  his  knowledge."  This  was  not  perhaps  an 
impolitic  choice,  as  she  had  a  better  chance  of  becoming  one  than 
the  other,  there  being  many  rich  effendis  to  one  Sir  Isaac  Newton. 
The  wish  was  not  a  very  intellectual  one.  The  same  petulance  of 
rank  and  sex  breaks  out  every  where  in  these  "Letters."  She  is 
constantly  reducing  the  poets  or  philosophers  who  have  the  mis- 
fortune of  her  acquaintance,  to  the  figure  they  might  make  at  her 
Ladyship's  levee  or  toilette,  not  considering  that  the  public  mind  does 
not  sympathize  with  this  process  of  a  fastidious  imagination.  In  the 
same  spirit,  she  declares  of  Pope  and  Swift,  that  "had  it  not  been  for 
the  good-nature  of  mankind,  these  two  superior  beings  were  entitled, 
by  their  birth  and  hereditary  fortune,  to  be  only  a  couple  of  link- 
boys."  Gulliver's  Travels,  and  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  go  for  nothing 
in  this  critical  estimate,  and  the  world  raised  the  authors  to  the  rank 
of  superior  beings,  in  spite  of  their  disadvantages  of  birth  and  fortune, 
out  of  pure  good-nature!  So,  again,  she  says  of  Richardson,  that  he 
had  never  got  beyond  the  servant's  hall,  and  was  utterly  unfit  to 
describe  the  manners  of  people  of  quality;  till  in  the  capricious  work- 
ings of  her  vanity,  she  persuades  herself  that  Clarissa  is  very  like 
what  she  was  at  her  age,  and  that  Sir  Thomas  and  Lady  Grandison 
strongly  resembled  what  she  had  heard  of  her  mother  and  remembered 
of  her  father.  It  is  one  of  the  beauties  and  advantages  of  literature, 
that  it  is  the  means  of  abstracting  the  mind  from  the  narrowness  of 


FEELING  OF   IMMORTALITY   IN   YOUTH     377 

in  a  moment  to  be  nothing,  to  have  it  all  snatched 
from  one  like  a  juggler's  ball  or  a  phantasmagoria; 
there  is  something  revolting  and  incredible  to  sense  in 
the  transition,  and  no  wonder  that,  aided  by  youth  and 
warm  blood,  and  the  flush  of  enthusiasm,  the  mind  con- 
local  and  personal  prejudices,  and  of  enabling  us  to  judge  of  truth  and 
excellence  by  their  inherent  merits  alone.  Woe  be  to  the  pen  that 
would  undo  this  fine  illusion  (the  only  reality),  and  teach  us  to  regulate 
our  notions  of  genius  and  virtue  by  the  circumstances  in  which  they 
happen  to  be  placed!  You  would  not  expect  a  person  whom  you 
saw  in  a  servant's  hall,  or  behind  a  counter,  to  write  Clarissa;  but  after 
he  had  written  the  work,  to  pre-judge  it  from  the  situation  of  the 
writer,  is  an  unpardonable  piece  of  injustice  and  folly.  His  merit 
could  only  be  the  greater  from  the  contrast.  If  literature  is  an  elegant 
accomplishment,  which  none  but  persons  of  birth  and  fashion  should 
be  allowed  to  excel  in,  or  to  exercise  with  advantage  to  the  public, 
let  them  by  all  means  take  upon  them  the  task  of  enlightening  and 
refining  mankind:  if  they  decline  this  responsibility  as  too  heavy  for 
their  shoulders,  let  those  who  do  the  drudgery  in  their  stead,  however 
inadequately,  for  want  of  their  polite  example,  receive  the  meed  that 
is  their  due,  and  not  be  treated  as  low  pretenders  who  have  encroached 
upon  the  provinces  of  their  betters.  Suppose  Richardson  to  have 
been  acquainted  with  the  great  man's  steward,  or  valet,  instead  of 
the  great  man  himself,  I  will  venture  to  say  that  there  was  more 
difference  between  him  who  lived  in  an  ideal  world,  and  had  the 
genius  and  felicity  to  open  that  world  to  others,  and  his  friend  the 
steward,  than  between  the  lacquey  and  the  mere  lord,  or  between 
those  who  lived  in  different  rooms  of  the  same  house,  who  dined  on 
the  same  luxuries  at  different  tables,  who  rode  outside  or  inside  of 
the  same  coach,  and  were  proud  of  wearing  or  of  bestowing  the  same 
tawdry  livery.  If  the  lord  is  distinguished  from  his  valet  by  any 
thing  else,  it  is  by  education  and  talent,  which  he  has  in  common  with 
the  author.  But  if  the  latter  shews  these  in  the  highest  degree,  it 
is  asked  what  are  his  pretensions?  Not  birth  or  fortune,  for  neither 
of  these  would  enable  him  to  write  Clarissa.  One  man  is  born  with 
a  title  and  estate,  another  with  genius.  That  is  sufficient;  and  we 
have  no  right  to  question  the  genius  for  want  of  the  gentility,  unless 
the  former  ran  in  families,  or  could  be  bequeathed  with  a  fortune, 
which  is  not  the  case.  Were  it  so,  the  flowers  of  literature,  like 
jewels  and  embroidery,  would  be  confined  to  the  fashionable  circles; 
and  there  would  be  no  pretenders  to  taste  or  elegance  but  those 
whose  names  were  found  in  the  court  list.  No  one  objects  to  Claude's 
Landscapes  as  the  work  of  a  pastry-cook,  or  withholds  from  Raphael 
the  epithet  of  divine,  because  his  parents  were  not  rich.  This  im- 
pertinence is  confined  to  men  of  letters;  the  evidence  of  the  senses 
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trives  for  a  long  time  to  reject  it  with  disdain  and 
loathing  as  a  monstrous  and  improbable  fiction,  like 
a  monkey  on  a  house-top,  that  is  loath,  amidst  its  fine 
discoveries  and  specious  antics,  to  be  tumbled  head- 
long into  the  street,  and  crushed  to  atoms,  the  sport 
and  laughter   of  the  multitude ! 

The  change,  from  the  commencement  to  the  close  of 
life,  appears  like  a  fable,  after  it  has  taken  place ; 
how  should  we  treat  it  otherwise  than  as  a  chimera 
before  it  has  come  to  pass  ?  There  are  some  things 
that  happened  so  long  ago,  places  or  persons  we  have 
formerly  seen,  of  which  such  dim  traces  remain,  we 
hardly  know  whether  it  was  sleeping  or  waking  they 
occurred;  they  are  like  dreams  within  the  dream  of 
life,  a  mist,  a  film  before  the  eye  of  memory,  which, 
as    we    try   to    recall    them    more    distinctly,    elude    our 

baffles  the  envy  and  foppery  of  mankind.  Xo  quarter  ought  to  be 
given  to  this  aristocratic  tone  of  criticism  whenever  it  appears. 
People  of  quality  are  not  contented  with  carrying  all  the  external 
advantages  for  their  own  share,  but  would  persuade  you  that  all  the 
intellectual  ones  are  packed  up  in  the  same  bundle.  Lord  Byron 
was  a  later  instance  of  this  double  and  unwarrantable  style  of  pre- 
tension— monstrum  ingens,  biforme.  He  could  not  endure  a  lord 
who  was  not  a  wit,  nor  a  poet  who  was  not  a  lord.  Nobody  but  him- 
self answered  to  his  own  standard  of  perfection.  Mr.  Moore  carries 
a  proxy  in  his  pocket  from  some  noble  persons  to  estimate  literary 
merit  by  the  same  rule.  Lady  Mary  calls  Fielding  names,  but  she 
afterwards  makes  atonement  by  doing  justice  to  his  frank,  free, 
hearty  nature,  where  she  says  "his  spirits  gave  him  raptures  with  his 
cook-maid,  and  cheerfulness  when  he  was  starving  in  a  garret, 
and  his  happy  constitution  made  him  forget  everything  when  he  was 
placed  before  a  venison-pasty  or  over  a  flask  of  champagne."  She 
does  not  want  shrewdness  and  spirit  when  her  petulance  and  conceit 
do  not  get  the  better  of  her,  and  she  has  done  ample  and  merited 
execution  on  Lord  Bolingbroke.  She  is,  however,  very  angry  at  the 
freedoms  taken  with  the  Great;  smells  a  rat  in  this  indiscriminate 
scribbling,  and  the  familiarity  of  writers  with  the  reading  public; 
and  inspired  by  her  Turkish  costume,  foretells  a  French  and  English 
revolution  as  the  consequence  of  transferring  the  patronage  of  letters 
from  the  quality  to  the  mob,  and  of  supposing  that  ordinary  writers 
or  readers  can  have  any  notions  in  common  with  their  superiors. 
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notice    altogether.      It    is    but    natural    that    the    lone 
interval    that    we    thus    look    back    upon,    should    have 
appeared    long    and    endless    in    prospect.      There    are 
others   so  distinct  and  fresh,  they  seem  but  of  yester- 
day— their    very    vividness    might    be   deemed   a    pledge 
of    their    permanence.      Then,    however    far    back    our 
impressions  may  go,  we  find  others  still  older   (for  our 
years  are  multiplied  in  youth);   descriptions   of  scenes 
that  we  had  read,  and  people  before   our  time,   Priam 
and  the   Trojan  war;   and   even   then,   Nestor   was    old 
and  dwelt  delighted  on  his  youth,  and  spoke  of  the  race 
of  heroes  that  were  no  more; — what  wonder  that,  see- 
ing this  long  line  of  being  pictured  in  our  minds,  and 
reviving  as  it  were  in  us,  we  should  give  ourselves  in- 
voluntary   credit    for    an    indeterminate    existence  ?      In 
the  Cathedral  at  Peterborough  there  is  a  monument  to 
Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  at  which  I  used  to  gaze  when 
a  boy,  while  the  events  of  the  period,  all  that  had  hap- 
pened since,  passed  in   review  before  me.      If   all   this 
mass  of  feeling  and  imagination  could  be  crowded  into 
a  moment's  compass,  what  might  not  the  whole  of  life 
be    supposed   to    contain?     We    are    heirs    of   the    past; 
we  count  on  the  future  as  our  natural  reversion.      Be- 
sides,   there    are    some    of    our    early    impressions    so 
exquisitely  tempered,  it  appears  that  they  must  always 
last — nothing  can  add  to  or  take  away  from  their  sweet- 
ness and  purity — the  first  breath  of  spring,  the  hyacinth 
dipped  in  the  dew,  the  mild  lustre  of  the  evening-star, 
the  rainbow  after  a  storm — while  we  have  the  full  en- 
joyment  of   these,   we   must   be    young;    and    what    can 
ever  alter  us  in  this  respect  ?      Truth,  friendship,  love, 
books,  are  also  proof  against  the  canker  of  time;   and 
while   we   live   but   for   them,   we   can   never   grow    old. 
We  take  out  a  new  lease  of  existence  from  the  objects 
on  which  we  set  our  affections,  and  become  abstracted, 
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impassive,  immortal  in  them.     We  cannot  conceive  how 
certain   sentiments   should  ever   decay  or   grow   cold  in 
our    breasts ;    and,    consequently,    to    maintain    them    in 
their  first  youthful  glow  and  vigour,  the  flame  of  life 
must  continue  to  burn  as  bright  as  ever,  or  rather,  they 
are  the  fuel  that  feed  the  sacred  lamp,  that  kindle  "the 
purple    light    of    love,"    and    spread    a    golden    cloud 
around  our  heads  !     Again,  we  not  only  flourish  and  sur- 
vive in  our  affections  (in  which  we  will  not  listen  to  the 
possibility  of  a  change,  any  more  than  we  foresee  the 
wrinkles   on   the   brow   of   a   mistress),   but   we   have   a 
farther  guarantee  against  the  thoughts  of  death  in  our 
favourite   studies    and   pursuits    and   in   their    continual 
advance.      Art  we  know  is   long;   life,  we   feel,   should 
be  so  too.     We  see  no  end  of  the  difficulties  we  have 
to  encounter:  perfection  is  slow  of  attainment,  and  we 
must  have  time  to  accomplish  it  in.     Rubens  complained 
that  when  he  had  just  learned  his  art,  he  was  snatched 
away  from  it :  we  trust  we  shall  be  more  fortunate !     A 
wrinkle   in  an  old  head   takes   whole   days   to   finish   it 
properly:  but  to  catch  "the   Raphael  grace,  the  Guido 
air,"  no  limit  should  be  put  to  our  endeavours.     What 
a  prospect  for  the  future !     What  a  task  we  have  en- 
tered upon !  and  shall  we  be  arrested  in  the  middle  of 
it?     We  do  not  reckon  our  time  thus  employed  lost,  or 
our  pains  thrown  away,  or  our   progress   slow — we  do 
not  droop  or  grow  tired,  but  "gain  a  new  vigour  at  our 
endless   task;" — and  shall   Time   grudge  us   the  oppor- 
tunity to  finish  what  we  have  auspiciously  begun,  and 
have  formed  a  sort  of  compact  with  nature  to  achieve? 
The  fame  of  the  great  names  we  look  up  to  is  also  im- 
perishable; and  shall  not  we,  who  contemplate  it  with 
such   intense    yearnings,   imbibe    a    portion   of    ethereal 
fire,  the  divince  parti cala  aurce,  which  nothing  can  ex- 
tinguish?     I    remember   to    have   looked   at   a    print   of 
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Rembrandt  for  hours  together,  without  being  conscious 
of  the  flight  of  time,  trying  to  resolve  it  into  its  com- 
ponent parts,  to  connect  its  strong  and  sharp  grada- 
tions, to  learn  the  secret  of  its  reflected  lights,  and 
found  neither  satiety  nor  pause  in  the  prosecution  of 
my  studits.  The  print  over  which  I  was  poring  would 
last  long  enough;  why  should  the  idea  in  my  mind, 
which  was  finer,  more  impalpable,  perish  before  it? 
At  this,  I  redoubled  the  ardour  of  my  pursuit,  and  by 
the  very  subtlety  and  refinement  of  my  inquiries,  seemed 
to  bespeak  for  them  an  exemption  from  corruption  and 
the  rude  grasp   of   Death.1 

Objects,  on  our  first  acquaintance  with  them,  have 
that  singleness  and  integrity  of  impression  that  it 
seems  as  if  nothing  could  destroy  or  obliterate  them,  so 
firmly  are  they  stamped  and  rivetted  on  the  brain.  We 
repose  on  them  with  a  sort  of  voluptuous  indolence,  in 
full  faith  and  boundless  confidence.  We  are  absorbed 
in  the  present  moment,  or  return  to  the  same  point — 
idling  away  a  great  deal  of  time  in  youth,  thinking  we 
have  enough  to  spare.  There  is  often  a  local  feeling 
in  the  air,  which  is  as  fixed  as  if  it  were  marble ;  we 
loiter  in  dim  cloisters,  losing  ourselves  in  thought  and 
in  their  glimmering  arches ;  a  winding  road  before  us 
seems  as  long  as  the  journey  of  life,  and  as  full  of 
events.  Time  and  experience  dissipate  this  illusion; 
and  by  reducing  them  to  detail,  circumscribe  the  limits 
of  our  expectations.  It  is  only  as  the  pageant  of  life 
passes  by  and  the  masques  turn  their  back  upon  us, 
that  we  see  through  the  deception,  or  believe  that  the 
train  will  have  an  end.  In  many  cases,  the  slow 
progress    and   monotonous   texture   of   our   lives,   before 

1  Is  it  not  this  that  frequently  keeps  artists  alive  so  long,  viz.  the 
constant  occupation  of  their  minds  with  vivid  images,  with  little 
of  the  wear-and-tear  of  the  body? 


382  ESSAYS   BY   HAZLITT 

we  mingle  with  the  world  and  are  embroiled  in  its 
affairs,  has  a  tendency  to  aid  the  same  feeling.  We 
have  a  difficulty,  when  left  to  ourselves,  and  without 
the  resource  of  books  or  some  more  lively  pursuit,  to 
"beguile  the  slow  and  creeping  hours  of  time,"  and 
argue  that  if  it  moves  on  always  at  this  tedious  snail's- 
pace,  it  can  never  come  to  an  end.  We  are  willing  to 
skip  over  certain  portions  of  it  that  separate  us  from 
favourite  objects,  that  irritate  ourselves  at  the  unneces- 
sary delay.  The  young  are  prodigal  of  life  from  a 
superabundance  of  it;  the  old  are  tenacious  on  the  same 
score,  because  they  have  little  left,  and  cannot  enjoy 
even  what  remains  of  it. 

For  my  part,  I  set  out  in  life  with  the  French  Revo- 
lution, and  that  event  had  considerable  influence  on 
my  early  feelings,  as  on  those  of  others.  Youth  was 
then  doubly  such.  It  was  the  dawn  of  a  new  era,  a 
new  impulse  had  been  given  to  men's  minds,  and  the 
sun  of  Liberty  rose  upon  the  sun  of  Life  in  the  same 
day,  and  both  were  proud  to  run  their  race  together. 
Little  did  I  dream,  while  my  first  hopes  and  wishes 
went  hand  in  hand  with  those  of  the  human  race,  that 
long  before  my  eyes  should  close,  that  dawn  would  be 
overcast,  and  set  once  more  in  the  night  of  despotism — 
"total  eclipse  I"  Happy  that  I  did  not.  I  felt  for 
years,  and  during  the  best  part  of  my  existence,  heart- 
whole  in  that  cause,  and  triumphed  in  the  triumphs  over 
the  enemies  of  man !  At  that  time,  while  the  fairest 
aspirations  of  the  human  mind  seemed  about  to  be 
realized,  ere  the  image  of  man  was  defaced  and  his 
breast  mangled  in  scorn,  philosophy  took  a  higher, 
poetry  could  afford  a  deeper  range.  At  that  time,  to 
read  the  "Robbers/'  was  indeed  delicious,  and  to  hear 

"From  the  dungeon  of  the  tower  time-rent, 
That  fearful  voice,  a  famish'd  father's  cry," 
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could  be  borne  only  amidst  the  fulness  of  hope,  the 
crash  of  the  fall  of  the  strong-holds  of  power,  and  the 
exulting  sounds  of  the  march  of  human  freedom.  What 
feelings  the  death-scene  in  Don  Carlos  sent  into  the 
soul !  In  that  headlong  career  of  lofty  enthusiasm,  and 
the  joyous  opening  of  the  prospects  of  the  world  and 
our  own,  the  thought  of  death  crossing  it,  smote  doubly 
cold  upon  the  mind;  there  was  a  stifling  sense  of  op- 
pression and  confinement,  an  impatience  of  our  pres- 
ent knowledge,  a  desire  to  grasp  the  whole  of  our  ex- 
istence in  one  strong  embrace,  to  sound  the  mystery  of 
life  and  death,  and  in  order  to  put  an  end  to  the 
agony  of  doubt  and  dread,  to  burst  through  our  prison- 
house,  and  confront  the  King  of  Terrors  in  his  grisly 
palace !  ...  As  I  was  writing  out  this  passage,  my 
miniature-picture  when  a  child  lay  on  the  mantle-piece, 
and  I  took  it  out  of  the  case  to  look  at  it.  I  could 
perceive  few  traces  of  myself  in  it;  but  there  was  the 
same  placid  brow,  the  dimpled  mouth,  the  same  timid, 
inquisitive  glance  as  ever.  But  its  careless  smile  did 
not  seem  to  reproach  me  with  having  become  recreant 
to  the  sentiments  that  were  then  sown  in  my  mind,  or 
with  having  written  a  sentence  that  could  call  up  a 
blush  in  this  image  of  ingenuous  youth ! 

"That  time  is  past  with  all  its  giddy  raptures." 
Since  the  future  was  barred  to  my  progress,  I  have 
turned  for  consolation  to  the  past,  gathering  up  the 
fragments  of  my  early  recollections,  and  putting  them 
into  a  form  that  might  live.  It  is  thus,  that  when  we  find 
our  personal  and  substantial  identity  vanishing  from 
us,  we  strive  to  gain  a  reflected  and  substituted  one  in 
our  thoughts :  we  do  not  like  to  perish  wholly,  and 
wish  to  bequeath  our  names  at  least  to  posterity.  As 
long  as  we  can  keep  alive  our  cherished  thoughts  and 
nearest   interests    in   the    minds    of    others,    we    do   not 
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appear  to  have  retired  altogether  from  the  stage,  we 
still  occupy  a  place  in  the  estimation  of  mankind,  exer- 
cise a  powerful  influence  over  them,  and  it  is  only  our 
bodies  that  are  trampled  into  dust  or  dispersed  to  air. 
Our  darling  speculations  still  find  favour  and  encour- 
agement, and  we  make  as  good  a  figure  in  the  eyes  of 
our  descendants,  nay,  perhaps,  a  better  than  we  did  in 
our  life-time.  This  is  one  point  gained;  the  demands  of 
our  self-love  are  so  far  satisfied.  Besides,  if  by  the 
proofs  of  intellectual  superiority  we  survive  ourselves 
in  this  world,  by  exemplary  virtue  or  unblemished  faith, 
we  are  taught  to  ensure  an  interest  in  another  and 
a  higher  state  of  being,  and  to  anticipate  at  the  same 
time  the  applauses  of  men  and  angels. 

"Even  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries; 
Even  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. " 

As  we  advance  in  life,  we  acquire  a  keener  sense  of  the 
value  of  time.  Nothing  else,  indeed,  seems  of  any 
consequence;  and  we  become  misers  in  this  respect. 
We  try  to  arrest  its  few  last  tottering  steps,  and  to 
make  it  linger  on  the  brink  of  the  grave.  We  can  never 
leave  off  wondering  how  that  which  has  ever  been 
should  cease  to  be,  and  would  still  live  on,  that  we  may 
wonder  at  our  own  shadow,  and  when  "all  the  life  of 
life  is  flown/'  dwell  on  the  retrospect  of  the  past.  This 
is  accompanied  by  a  mechanical  tenaciousness  of  what- 
ever we  possess,  by  a  distrust  and  a  sense  of  fallacious 
hollowness  in  all  we  see.  Instead  of  the  full,  pulpy 
feeling  of  youth,  every  thing  is  flat  and  insipid.  The 
world  is  a  painted  witch,  that  puts  us  off  with  false 
shews  and  tempting  appearances.  The  ease,  the  jocund 
gaiety,  the  unsuspecting  security  of  youth  are  fled:  nor 
can  we,  without  flying  in  the  face  of  common  sense, 
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"From  the  last  dregs  of  life,  hope  to  receive 
What  its  first  sprightly  runnings  could  not  give." 

If  we  can  slip  out  of  the  world  without  notice  or  mis- 
chance, can  tamper  with  bodily  infirmity,  and  frame  our 
minds  to  the  becoming  composure  of  still-life,  before 
we  sink  into  total  insensibility,  it  is  as  much  as  we 
ought  to  expect.  We  do  not  in  the  regular  course  of 
nature  die  all  at  once :  we  have  mouldered  away  gradu- 
ally long  before;  faculty  after  faculty,  attachment 
after  attachment,  we  are  torn  from  ourselves  piece-meal 
while  living;  year  after  year  takes  something  from  us; 
and  death  only  consigns  the  last  remnant  of  what  we 
were  to  the  grave.  The  revulsion  is  not  so  great,  and  a 
quiet  euthanasia  is  a  winding-up  of  the  plot,  that  is  not 
out    of   reason   or   nature. 

That  we  should  thus  in  a  manner  outlive  ourselves, 
and  dwindle  imperceptibly  into  nothing,  is  not  surpris- 
ing, when  even  in  our  prime  the  strongest  impressions 
leave  so  little  traces  of  themselves  behind,  and  the  last 
object  is  driven  out  by  the  succeeding  one.  How  little 
effect  is  produced  on  us  at  any  time  by  the  books  we 
have  read,  the  scenes  we  have  witnessed,  the  sufferings 
we  have  gone  through !  Think  only  of  the  variety  of 
feelings  we  experience  in  reading  an  interesting  ro- 
mance, or  being  present  at  a  fine  play — what  beauty, 
what  sublimity,  what  soothing,  what  heart-rending  emo- 
tions !  You  would  suppose  these  would  last  for  ever, 
or  at  least  subdue  the  mind  to  a  correspondent  tone 
and  harmony — while  we  turn  over  the  page,  while  the 
scene  is  passing  before  us,  it  seems  as  if  nothing  could 
ever  after  shake  our  resolution,  that  "treason  domestic, 
foreign  levy,  nothing  could  touch  us  farther!"  The 
first  splash  of  mud  we  get,  on  entering  the  street,  the 
first  pettifogging  shop-keeper  that  cheats  us  out  of  two- 
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pence,  and  the  whole  vanishes  clean  out  of  our  remem- 
brance^ and  we  become  the  idle  prey  of  the  most  petty 
and  annoying  circumstances.  The  mind  soars  by  an 
effort  to  the  grand  and  lofty:  it  is  at  home,  in  the* 
grovelling,  the  disagreeable,  and  the  little.  This  hap- 
pens in  the  height  and  hey-day  of  our  existence,  when 
novelty  gives  a  stronger  impulse  to  the  blood  and  takes 
a  faster  hold  of  the  brain,  (I  have  known  the  impres- 
sion on  coming  out  of  a  gallery  of  pictures  then  last 
half  a  day) — as  we  grow  old,  we  become  more  feeble 
and  querulous,  every  object  "reverbs  its  own  hollow- 
ness,"  and  both  worlds  are  not  enough  to  satisfy  the 
peevish  importunity  and  extravagant  presumption  of 
our  desires  !  There  are  a  few  superior,  happy  beings, 
who  are  born  with  a  temper  exempt  from  every  trifling 
annoyance.  This  spirit  sits  serene  and  smiling  as  in 
its  native  skies,  and  a  divine  harmony  (whether  heard 
or  not)  plays  around  them.  This  is  to  be  at  peace. 
Without  this,  it  is  in  vain  to  fly  into  deserts,  or  to  build 
a  hermitage  on  the  top  of  rocks,  if  regret  and  ill-humour 
follow  us  there :  and  with  this,  it  is  needless  to  make 
the  experiment.  The  only  true  retirement  is  that  of  the 
heart;  the  only  true  leisure  is  the  repose  of  the  pas- 
sions. To  such  persons  it  makes  little  difference 
whether  they  are  young  or  old;  and  they  die  as  they 
have  lived,  with  graceful  resignation. 


ON  THE  FEAR  OF  DEATH 

"And  our  little  life  is  rounded  with  a  sleep." 

Perhaps  the  best  cure  for  the  fear  of  death  is  to  reflect 
that  life  has  a  beginning  as  well  as  an  end.  There  was 
a  time  when  we  were  not:  this  gives  us  no  concern — 
why  then   should  it  trouble  us   that   a   time  will   come 
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when  we  shall  cease  to  be?  I  have  no  wish  to  have 
been  alive  a  hundred  years  ago,  or  in  the  reign  of 
Queen  Anne :  why  should  I  regret  and  lay  it  so  much 
to  heart  that  I  shall  not  be  alive  a  hundred  years  hence, 
in  the  reign  of  I  cannot  tell  whom  ? 

When  Bickerstaff  wrote  his  Essays.  I  knew  nothing 
of  the  subjects  of  them;  nay,  much  later,  and  but  the 
other  day,  as  it  were,  in  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of 
George  III.,  when  Goldsmith,  Johnson,  Burke,  used  to 
meet  at  the  Globe,  when  Garrick  was  in  his  glory,  and 
Reynolds  was  over  head  and  ears  with  his  portraits, 
and  Sterne  brought  out  the  volumes  of  Tristram  Shandy 
year  by  year,  it  was  without  consulting  me :  I  had  not 
the  slightest  intimation  of  what  was  going  on :  the 
debates  in  the  House  of  Commons  on  the  American 
War,  or  the  firing  at  Bunker's  Hill,  disturbed  not  me : 
yet  I  thought  this  no  evil — I  neither  ate,  drank,  nor 
was  merry,  yet  I  did  not  complain :  I  had  not  then 
looked  out  into  this  breathing  world,  yet  I  was  well ; 
and  the  world  did  quite  as  well  without  me  as  I  did 
without  it !  Why  then  should  I  make  all  this  outcry 
about  parting  with  it,  and  being  no  worse  off  than  I 
was  before?  There  is  nothing  in  the  recollection  that 
at  a  certain  time  we  were  not  come  into  the  world,  that 
"the  gorge  rises  at" — why  should  we  revolt  at  the 
idea  that  we  must  one  day  go  out  of  it  ?  To  die  is  only 
to  be  as  we  were  before  we  were  born ;  yet  no  one 
feels  any  remorse,  or  regret,  or  repugnance,  in  con- 
templating this  last  idea.  It  is  rather  a  relief  and 
disburdening  of  the  mind:  it  seems  to  have  been  holi- 
day-time with  us  then:  we  were  not  called  to  appear 
upon  the  stage  of  life,  to  wear  robes  or  tatters,  to 
laugh  or  cry,  be  hooted  or  applauded;  we  had  lain 
perdus  all  this  while,  snug,  out  of  harm's  wav;  and 
had  slept  out  our  thousands  of  centuries  without  want- 
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ing  to  be  waked  up;  at  peace  and  free  from  care,  in 
a  long  nonage,  in  a  sleep  deeper  and  calmer  than  that 
of  infancy,  wrapped  in  the  softest  and  finest  dust. 
And  the  worst  that  we  dread  is,  after  a  short,  fretful, 
feverish  being,  after  vain  hopes,  and  idle  fears,  to  sink 
to  final  repose  again,  and  forget  the  troubled  dream 
of  life !  .  .  .  Ye  armed  men,  knights  templars,  that 
sleep  in  the  stone  aisles  of  that  old  Temple  church, 
where  all  is  silent  above,  and  where  a  deeper  silence 
reigns  below  (not  broken  by  the  pealing  organ),  are  ye 
not  contented  where  ye  lie?  Or  would  you  come  out 
of  your  long  homes  to  go  to  the  Holy  War?  Or  do  ye 
complain  that  pain  no  longer  visits  you,  that  sickness 
has  done  its  worst,  that  you  have  paid  the  last  debt 
to  nature,  that  you  hear  no  more  of  the  thickening 
phalanx  of  the  foe,  or  your  lady's  waning  love;  and 
that  while  this  ball  of  earth  rolls  its  eternal  round,  no 
sound  shall  ever  pierce  through  to  disturb  your  lasting 
repose,  fixed  as  the  marble  over  your  tombs,  breathless 
as  the  grave  that  holds  you !  And  thou,  oh !  thou,  to 
whom  my  heart  turns,  and  will  turn  while  it  has  feeling 
left,  who  didst  love  in  vain,  and  whose  first  was  thy 
last  sigh,  wilt  not  thou  too  rest  in  peace  (or  wilt  thou 
cry  to  me  complaining  from  thy  clay-cold  bed)  when 
that  sad  heart  is  no  longer  sad,  and  that  sorrow  is  dead 
which  thou  wert  only  called  into  the  world  to  feel ! 

It  is  certain  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  idea  of  a 
pre-existent  state  that  excites  our  longing  like  the 
prospect  of  a  posthumous  existence.  We  are  satisfied 
to  have  begun  life  when  we  did;  we  have  no  ambition 
to  have  set  out  on  our  journey  sooner;  and  feel  that 
we  have  had  quite  enough  to  do  to  battle  our  way 
through  since.     We  cannot  say, 

"The  wars  we  well  remember  of  King  Nine, 
Of  old  Assaracus  and  Inachus  divine/' 
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Neither  have  we  any  wish:  we  are  contented  to  read  of 
them  in  story,  and  to  stand  and  gaze  at  the  vast  sea  of 
time  that  separates  us  from  them.  It  was  early  days 
then :  the  world  was  not  well-aired  enough  for  us :  we 
have  no  inclination  to  have  been  up  and  stirring.  We 
do  not  consider  the  six  thousand  years  of  the  world 
before  we  were  born  as  so  much  time  lost  to  us :  we 
are  perfectly  indifferent  about  the  matter.  We  do  not 
grieve  and  lament  that  we  did  not  happen  to  be  in  time 
to  see  the  grand  mask  and  pageant  of  human  life  going 
on  in  all  that  period;  though  we  are  mortified  at  being 
obliged  to  quit  our  stand  before  the  rest  of  the  proces- 
sion passes. 

It  may  be  suggested  in  explanation  of  this  difference, 
that  we  know  from  various  records  and  traditions  what 
happened  in  the  time  of  Queen  Anne,  or  even  in  the 
reigns  of  the  Assyrian  monarchs :  but  that  we  have  no 
means  of  ascertaining  what  is  to  happen  hereafter  but 
by  awaiting  the  event,  and  that  our  eagerness  and 
curiosity  are  sharpened  in  proportion  as  we  are  in  the 
dark  about  it.  This  is  not  at  all  the  case ;  for  at  that 
rate  we  should  be  constantly  wishing  to  make  a  voy- 
age of  discovery  to  Greenland  or  to  the  Moon,  neither 
of  which  we  have,  in  general,  the  least  desire  to  do. 
Neither,  in  truth,  have  we  any  particular  solicitude  to 
pry  into  the  secrets  of  futurity,  but  as  a  pretext  for 
prolonging  our  own  existence.  It  is  not  so  much  that 
we  care  to  be  alive  a  hundred  or  a  thousand  years 
hence,  any  more  than  to  have  been  alive  a  hundred  or 
a  thousand  years  ago:  but  the  thing  lies  here,  that  we 
would  all  of  us  wish  the  present  moment  to  last  for 
ever.  We  would  be  as  we  are,  and  would  have  the 
world  remain  just  as  it  is,  to  please  us. 

"The  present  eye  catches  the  present  object" — 
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to  have  and  to  hold  while  it  may;  and  abhors,  on  any 
terms,  to  have  it  torn  from  us,  and  nothing  left  in  its 
room.  It  is  the  pang  of  parting,  the  unloosing  our 
grasp,  the  breaking  asunder  some  strong  tie,  the  leav- 
ing some  cherished  purpose  unfulfilled,  that  creates 
the  repugnance  to  go,  and  "makes  calamity  of  so  long 
life,"  as  it  often  is. 

"Oh  !  thou  strong  heart ! 

There's  such  a  convenant  'twixt  the  world  and  thee 
They're  loth  to  break!" 

The  love  of  life,  then,  is  an  habitual  attachment,  not 
an  abstract  principle.  Simply  to  be  does  not  "content 
man's  natural  desire" :  we  long  to  be  in  a  certain  time, 
place,  and  circumstance.  We  would  much  rather  be 
now,  "on  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time,"  than  have  our 
choice  of  any  future  period,  than  take  a  slice  of  fifty 
or  sixty  years  out  of  the  Millennium,  for  instance.  This 
shows  that  our  attachment  is  not  confined  either  to 
being  or  to  well-being;  but  that  we  have  an  inveterate 
prejudice  in  favour  of  our  immediate  existence,  such  as 
it  is.  The  mountaineer  will  not  leave  his  rock,  nor 
the  savage  his  hut;  neither  are  we  willing  to  give  up 
our  present  mode  of  life,  with  all  its  advantages  and 
disadvantages,  for  any  other  that  could  be  substituted 
for  it.  No  man  would,  I  think,  exchange  his  existence 
with  any  other  man,  however  fortunate.  We  had  as 
lief  not  be,  as  not  be  ourselves.  There  are  some  per- 
sons of  that  reach  of  soul  that  they  would  like  to  live 
two  hundred  and  fifty  years  hence,  to  see  to  what 
height  of  empire  America  will  have  grown  up  in  that 
period,  or  whether  the  English  constitution  will  last  so 
long.  These  are  points  beyond  me.  But  I  confess  I 
should   like   to  live   to   see   the   downfall   of  the   Bour- 
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bons.      That  is   a   vital  question  with  me;   and   I   shall 
like  it  the  better,  the  sooner  it  happens  ! 

No  young  man  ever  thinks  he  shall  die.  He  may- 
believe  that  others  will,  or  assent  to  the  doctrine  that 
"all  men  are  mortal"  as  an  abstract  proposition,  but  he 
is  far  enough  from  bringing  it  home  to  himself  indi- 
vidually.1 Youth,  buoyant  activity,  and  animal  spirits, 
hold  absolute  antipathy  with  old  age  as  well  as  with 
death;  nor  have  we,  in  the  hey-day  of  life,  any  more 
than  in  the  thoughtfulness  of  childhood,  the  remotest 
conception  how 

"This   sensible  warm  motion  can  become 
A  kneaded  clod" — 

nor  how  sanguine,  florid  health  and  vigour,  shall  "turn 
to  withered,  weak,  and  grey."  Or  if  in  a  moment  of 
idle  speculation  we  indulge  in  this  notion  of  the  close 
of  life  as  a  theory,  it  is  amazing  at  what  a  distance  it 
seems;  what  a  long,  leisurely  interval  there  is  between; 
what  a  contrast  its  slow  and  solemn  approach  affords 
to  our  present  gay  dreams  of  existence !  We  eye  the 
farthest  verge  of  the  horizon,  and  think  what  a  way 
we  shall  have  to  look  back  upon,  ere  we  arrive  at 
our  journey's  end;  and  without  our  in  the  least  sus- 
pecting it,  the  mists  are  at  our  feet,  and  the  shadows 
of  age  encompass  us.  The  two  divisions  of  our  lives 
have  melted  into  each  other:  the  extreme  points  close 
and  meet  with  none  of  that  romantic  interval  stretch- 
ing out  between  them  that  we  had  reckoned  upon;  and 
for  the  rich,  melancholy,  solemn  hues  of  age,  "the  sear, 
the  yellow  leaf,"  the  deepening  shadows  of  an  autumnal 
evening,  we  only  feel  a  dank,  cold  mist,  encircling  all 
objects,  after  the  spirit  of  youth  is  fled.  There  is  no 
inducement  to  look  forward;  and  what  is  worse,  little 
1"A11  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves." — Young. 
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interest  in  looking  back  to  what  has  become  so  trite  and 
common.  The  pleasures  of  our  existence  have  worn 
themselves  out,  are  "gone  into  the  wastes  of  time/'  or 
have  turned  their  indifferent  side  to  us :  the  pains  by 
their  repeated  blows  have  worn  us  out,  and  have  left 
us  neither  spirit  nor  inclination  to  encounter  them 
again  in  retrospect.  We  do  not  want  to  rip  up  old 
grievances,  nor  to  renew  our  youth  like  the  phoenix, 
nor  to  live  our  lives  twice  over.  Once  is  enough.  As 
the  tree  falls,  so  let  it  lie.  Shut  up  the  book  and*  close 
the  account  once  for  all ! 

It  has  been  thought  by  some  that  life  is  like  the 
exploring  of  a  passage  that  grows  narrower  and  darker 
the  farther  we  advance,  without  a  possibility  of  ever 
turning  back,  and  where  we  are  stifled  for  want  of 
breath  at  last.  For  myself,  I  do  not  complain  of  the 
greater  thickness  of  the  atmosphere  as  I  approach  the 
narrow  house.  I  felt  it  more  formerly,1  when  the 
idea  alone  seemed  to  suppress  a  thousand  rising  hopes, 
and  weighed  upon  the  pulses  of  the  blood.  At  present 
I  rather  feel  a  thinness  and  want  of  support,  I  stretch 
out  my  hand  to  some  object  and  find  none,  I  am  too 
much  in  a  world  of  abstraction;  the  naked  map  of  life 
is  spread  out  before  me,  and  in  the  emptiness  and 
desolation  I  see  Death  coming  to  meet  me.  In  my 
youth  I  could  not  behold  him  for  the  crowd  of  objects 
and  feelings,  and  Hope  stood  always  between  us,  say- 
ing, "Never  mind  that  old  fellow !"  If  I  had  lived 
indeed,  I  should  not  care  to  die.  But  I  do  not  like  a 
contract  of  pleasure  broken  off  unfulfilled,  a  marriage 
with  joy  unconsummated,  a  promise  of  happiness  re- 
scinded.    My  public  and  private  hopes  have  been  left 

1 1  remember  once,  in  particular,  having  this  feeling  in  reading 
Schiller's  Don  Carlos,  where  there  is  a  description  of  death,  in  a 
degree  that  almost  stifled  me. 
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a  ruin,  or  remain  only  to  mock  me.  I  would  wish 
them  to  be  re-edified.  I  should  like  to  see  some  pros- 
pect of  good  to  mankind,  such  as  my  life  began  with. 
I  should  like  to  leave  some  sterling  work  behind  me. 
I  should  like  to  have  some  friendly  hand  to  consign 
me  to  the  grave.  On  these  conditions  I  am  ready,  if 
not  willing,  to  depart.  I  shall  then  write  on  my  tomb — 
Grateful  and  Contented  !  But  I  have  thought  and 
suffered  too  much  to  be  willing  to  have  thought  and 
suffered  in  vain. — In  looking  back,  it  sometimes  ap- 
pears to  me  as  if  I  had  in  a  manner  slept  out  my  life 
in  a  dream  or  shadow  on  the  side  of  the  hill  of  knowl- 
edge, where  I  have  fed  on  books,  on  thoughts,  on  pic- 
tures, and  only  heard  in  half-murmurs  the  trampling 
of  busy  feet,  or  the  noises  of  the  throng  below.  Waked 
out  of  this  dim,  twilight  existence,  and  startled  with 
the  passing  scene,  I  have  felt  a  wish  to  descend  to  the 
world  of  realities,  and  join  in  the  chase.  But  I  fear 
too  late,  and  that  I  had  better  return  to  my  bookish 
chimeras  and  indolence  once  more!  Zanetto,  lascia  le 
donne,  et  studia  la  matematica.      I   will  think  of  it. 

It  is  not  wonderful  that  the  contemplation  and  fear 
of  death  become  more  familiar  to  us  as  we  approach 
nearer  to  it:  that  life  seems  to  ebb  with  the  decay  of 
blood  and  youthful  spirits ;  and  that  as  we  find  every- 
thing about  us  subject  to  chance  and  change,  as  our 
strength  and  beauty  die,  as  our  hopes  and  passions, 
our  friends  and  our  affections  leave  us,  we  begin  by 
degrees  to  feel  ourselves  mortal ! 

I  have  never  seen  death  but  once,  and  that  was  in  an 
infant.  It  is  years  ago.  The  look  was  calm  and  placid, 
and  the  face  was  fair  and  firm.  It  was  as  if  a  waxen 
image  had  been  laid  out  in  the  coffin,  and  strewed  with 
innocent  flowers.  It  was  not  like  death,  but  more  like 
an  image  of  life  !     No  breath  moved  the  lips,  no  pulse 
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stirred,  no  sight  or  sound  would  enter  those  eyes  or 
ears  more.  While  I  looked  at  it,  I  saw  no  pain  was 
there;  it  seemed  to  smile  at  the  short  pang  of  life  which 
was  over :  but  I  could  not  bear  the  coffin-lid  to  be  closed 
— it  seemed  to  stifle  me;  and  still  as  the  nettles  wave  in 
a  corner  of  the  churchyard  over  his  little  grave,  the 
welcome  breeze  helps  to  refresh  me,  and  ease  the  tight- 
ness at  my  breast ! 

An  ivory  or  marble  image,  like  Chantry's  monument 
of  the  two  children,  is  contemplated  with  pure  delight. 
Why  do  we  not  grieve  and  fret  that  the  marble  is  not 
alive,  or  fancy  that  it  has  a  shortness  of  breath?  It 
never  was  alive;  and  it  is  the  difficulty  of  making  the 
transition  from  life  to  death,  the  struggle  between  the 
two  in  our  imagination,  that  confounds  their  properties 
painfully  together,  and  makes  us  conceive  that  the 
infant  that  is  but  just  dead,  still  wants  to  breathe,  to 
enjoy,  and  look  about  it,  and  is  prevented  by  the  icy 
hand  of  death,  locking  up  its  faculties  and  benumbing 
its  senses ;  so  that,  if  it  could,  it  would  complain  of  its 
own  hard  state.  Perhaps  religious  considerations  rec- 
oncile the  mind  to  this  change  sooner  than  any  others, 
by  representing  the  spirit  as  fled  to  another  sphere,  and 
leaving  the  body  behind  it.  So  in  reflecting  on  death 
generally,  we  mix  up  the  idea  of  life  with  it,  and  thus 
make  it  the  ghastly  monster  it  is.  We  think,  how  we 
should  feel,  not   how  the   dead  feel. 

"Still  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries; 
Even  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires  \" 

There  is  an  admirable  passage  on  this  subject  in 
Tucker's  Light  of  Nature  Pursued,  which  I  shall 
transcribe,  as  by  much  the  best  illustration  I  can  offer 
of    it. 

"The  melancholy  appearance  of  a  lifeless  body,  the 
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mansion  provided  for  it  to  inhabit,  dark,  cold,  close 
and  solitary,  are  shocking  to  the  imagination;  but  it 
is  to  the  imagination  only,  not  the  understanding;  for 
whoever  consults  this  faculty  will  see  at  first  glance, 
that  there  is  nothing  dismal  in  all  these  circumstances : 
if  the  corpse  were  kept  wrapped  up  in  a  warm  bed, 
with  a  roasting  fire  in  the  chamber,  it  would  feel  no 
comfortable  warmth  therefrom;  were  store  of  tapers 
lighted  up  as  soon  as  day  shuts  in,  it  would  see  no 
objects  to  divert  it;  were  it  left  at  large  it  would  have 
no  liberty,  nor  if  surrounded  with  company  would  be 
cheered  thereby;  neither  are  the  distorted  features,  ex- 
pressions of  pain,  uneasiness,  or  distress.  This  every 
one  knows,  and  will  readily  allow  upon  being  suggested, 
yet  still  cannot  behold,  nor  even  cast  a  thought  upon 
those  objects  without  shuddering;  for  knowing  that  a 
living  person  must  suffer  grievously  under  such  appear- 
ances, they  become  habitually  formidable  to  the  mind, 
and  strike  a  mechanical  horror,  which  is  increased  by 
the  customs  of  the  world  around  us." 

There  is  usually  one  pang  added  voluntarily  and 
unnecessarily  to  the  fear  of  death,  by  our  affecting  to 
compassionate  the  loss  which  others  will  have  in  us. 
If  that  were  all,  we  might  reasonably  set  our  minds  at 
rest.  The  pathetic  exhortation  on  country  tombstones, 
"Grieve  not  for  me,  my  wife  and  children  dear,"  &c, 
is  for  the  most  part  speedily  followed  to  the  letter. 
We  do  not  leave  so  great  a  void  in  society  as  we  are 
inclined  to  imagine,  partly  to  magnify  our  own  impor- 
tance, and  partly  to  console  ourselves  by  sympathy. 
Even  in  the  same  family  the  gap  is  not  so  great;  the 
wound  closes  up  sooner  than  we  should  expect.  Nay, 
our  room  is  not  unfrequently  thought  better  than  our 
company.  People  walk  along  the  streets  the  day  after 
our  deaths  just  as  they  did   before,   and  the   crowd   is 
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not  diminished.  While  we  were  living,  the  world 
seemed  in  a  manner  to  exist  only  for  us,  for  our  delight 
and  amusement,  because  it  contributed  to  them.  But 
our  hearts  cease  to  beat,  and  it  goes  on  as  usual,  and 
thinks  no  more  about  us  than  it  did  in  our  life-time. 
The  million  are  devoid  of  sentiment,  and  care  as  little 
for  you  or  me  as  if  we  belonged  to  the  moon.  We  live 
the  week  over  in  the  Sunday's  paper,  or  are  decently 
interred  in  some  obituary  at  the  month's  end !  It  is 
not  surprising  that  we  are  forgotten  so  soon  after  we 
quit  this  mortal  stage;  we  are  scarcely  noticed  while 
we  are  on  it.  It  is  not  merely  that  our  names  are  not 
known  in  China — they  have  hardly  been  heard  of  in 
the  next  street.  We  are  hand  and  glove  with  the  uni- 
verse, and  think  the  obligation  is  mutual.  This  is  an 
evident  fallacy.  If  this,  however,  does  not  trouble  us 
now,  it  will  not  hereafter.  A  handful  of  dust  can  have 
no  quarrel  to  pick  with  its  neighbours,  or  complaint  to 
make  against  Providence,  and  might  well  exclaim,  if  it 
had  but  an  understanding  and  a  tongue,  "Go  thy  ways, 
old  world,  swing  round  in  blue  ether,  voluble  to  every 
age,  you  and  I  shall  no  more  jostle !" 

It  is  amazing  how  soon  the  rich  and  titled,  and  even 
some  of  those  who  have  wielded  great  political  power, 
are  forgotten. 

"A  little   rule,  a  little  sway, 
Is  all  the  great  and  mighty  have 
Betwixt  the  cradle  and  the  grave" — 

and,  after  its  short  date,  they  hardly  leave  a  name 
behind  them.  "A  great  man's  memory  may,  at  the 
common  rate,  survive  him  half  a  year."  His  heirs  and 
successors  take  his  titles,  his  power,  and  his  wealth — 
all  that  made  him  considerable  or  courted  by  others ; 
and  he  has  left  nothing  else  behind  him  either  to  de- 
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light  or  benefit  the  world.  Posterity  are  not  by  any 
means  so  disinterested  as  they  are  supposed  to  be. 
They  give  their  gratitude  and  admiration  only  in  re- 
turn for  benefits  conferred.  They  cherish  the  memory 
of  those  to  whom  they  are  indebted  for  instruction  and 
delight;  and  they  cherish  it  just  in  proportion  to  the 
instruction  and  delight  they  are  conscious  they  re- 
ceive. The  sentiment  of  admiration  springs  im- 
mediately from  this  ground,  and  cannot  be  otherwise 
than   well   founded.1 

The  effeminate  clinging  to  life  as  such,  as  a  general 
or  abstract  idea,  is  the  effect  of  a  highly  civilised  and 
artificial  state  of  society.  Men  formerly  plunged  into 
all  the  vicissitudes  and  dangers  of  war,  or  staked  their 
all  upon  a  single  die,  or  some  one  passion,  which  if 
they  could  not  have  gratified,  life  became  a  burden  to 
them — now  our  strongest  passion  is  to  think,  our  chief 
amusement  is  to  read  new  plays,  new  poems,  new 
novels,  and  this  we  may  do  at  our  leisure,  in  perfect 
security,  ad  infinitum.  If  we  look  into  the  old  histo- 
ries and  romances,  before  the  belles-lettres  neutralised 
human  affairs  and  reduced  passion  to  a  state  of  mental 
equivocation,  we  find  the  heroes  and  heroines  not  set- 
ting their  lives  "at  a  pin's  fee,"  but  rather  courting 
opportunities  of  throwing  them  away  in  very  wanton- 
ness of  spirit.  They  raise  their  fondness  for  some 
favourite  pursuit  to  its  height,  to  a  pitch  of  madness, 
and  think  no  price  too  dear  to  pay  for  its  full  gratifica- 

1  It  has  been  usual  to  raise  a  very  unjust  clamour  against  the 
enormous  salaries  of  public  singers,  actors,  and  so  on.  This  matter 
seems  reducible  to  a  moral  equation.  They  are  paid  out  of  money 
raised  by  voluntary  contributions  in  the  strictest  sense;  and  if  they 
did  not  bring  certain  sums  into  the  treasury,  the  Managers  would 
not  engage  them.  These  sums  are  exactly  in  proportion  to  the 
number  of  individuals  to  whom  their  performance  gives  an  extraor- 
dinary degree  of  pleasure.  The  talents  of  a  singer,  actor,  &c,  are 
therefore  worth  just  as  much  as  they  will  fetch. 
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tion.  Every  thing  else  is  dross.  They  go  to  death  as 
to  a  bridal  bed,  and  sacrifice  themselves  or  others 
without  remorse  at  the  shrine  of  love,  of  honour,  of 
religion,  or  any  other  prevailing  feeling.  Romeo  runs 
his  "sea-sick,  weary  bark  upon  the  rocks"  of  death, 
the  instant  he  finds  himself  deprived  of  his  Juliet; 
and  she  clasps  his  neck  in  their  last  agonies,  and  fol- 
lows him  to  the  same  fatal  shore.  One  strong  idea 
takes  possession  of  the  mind  and  overrules  every  other; 
and  even  life  itself,  joyless  without  that,  becomes  an 
object  of  indifference  or  loathing.  There  is  at  least 
more  of  imagination  in  such  a  state  of  things,  more 
vigour  of  feeling  and  promptitude  to  act  than  in  our 
lingering,  languid,  protracted  attachment  to  life  for 
its  own  poor  sake.  It  is,  perhaps,  also  better,  as  well 
as  more  heroical,  to  strike  at  some  daring  or  darling 
object,  and  if  we  fail  in  that,  to  take  the  consequences 
manfully,  than  to  renew  the  lease  of  a  tedious,  spirit- 
less, charmless  existence,  merely  (as  Pierre  says)  "to 
lose  it  afterwards  in  some  vile  brawl"  for  some  worth- 
less object.  Was  there  not  a  spirit  of  martyrdom  as 
well  as  a  spice  of  reckless  energy  of  barbarism  in  this 
bold  defiance  of  death?  Had  not  religion  something 
to  do  with  it:  the  implicit  belief  in  a  future  life,  which 
rendered  this  of  less  value,  and  embodied  something 
beyond  it  to  the  imagination;  so  that  the  rough  soldier, 
the  infatuated  lover,  the  valorous  knight,  &c,  could  af- 
ford to  throw  away  the  present  venture,  and  take  a 
leap  into  the  arms  of  futurity,  which  the  modern  sceptic 
shrinks  back  from,  with  all  his  boasted  reason  and  vain 
philosophy,  weaker  than  a  woman !  I  cannot  help 
thinking  so  myself;  but  I  have  endeavoured  to  explain 
this  point  before,  and  will  not  enlarge  farther  on  it 
here. 

A  life  of  action  and  danger  moderates  the  dread  of 
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death.  It  not  only  gives  us  fortitude  to  bear  pain,  but 
teaches  us  at  every  step  the  precarious  tenure  on  which 
we  hold  our  present  being.  Sedentary  and  studious 
men  are  the  most  apprehensive  on  this  score.  Dr. 
Johnson  was  an  instance  in  point.  A  few  years  seemed 
to  him  soon  over,  compared  with  those  sweeping  con- 
templations on  time  and  infinity  with  which  he  had 
been  used  to  pose  himself.  In  the  still-life  of  a  man  of 
letters  there  was  no  obvious  reason  for  a  change.  He 
might  sit  in  an  arm-chair  and  pour  out  cups  of  tea 
to  all  eternity.  Would  it  had  been  possible  for  him  to 
do  so !  The  most  rational  cure  after  all  for  the  in- 
ordinate fear  of  death  is  to  set  a  just  value  on  life. 
If  we  merely  wish  to  continue  on  the  scene  to  indulge 
our  headstrong  humours  and  tormenting  passions,  we 
had  better  begone  at  once;  and  if  we  only  cherish  a 
fondness  for  existence  according  to  the  good  we  derive 
from  it,  the  pang  we  feel  at  parting  with  it  will  not  be 
very   severe ! 


KEY  TO  INITIALED  NAMES 


P.  1.     W m,  Wem. 

P.  43.     W ,  Richard  Wilson,  as  again  on  p.  44. 

P.  79.     Dr. ,  Dr. ,  Dr.  Burney  and  Dr.  Parr. 

P.  92.     Miss  ■ ,  probably  Fanny  Burney. 

P.  93.  G ,  probably  William  Godwin.  C ,  probably  Cole- 
ridge. 

P.  101.     C ,  Coleridge,  as  throughout. 

P.  102.     L 's,  Lamb's. 

P.  104.     Xed   P ,   Edward   Phillips.      Captain  ,   Captain 

Burney,  afterwards  Rear  Admiral  Burney. 

P.  105.     A ,  William  Ayrton.     Mrs.  R ,   Mrs.  Reynolds, 

Lamb's  old  schoolmistress.     P ,  Phillips,  as  throughout.     M.  B., 

Martin  Burney,  son  of  Captain  Burney. 

P.  106.     L^ H ,  Leigh  Hunt,"  as  throughout. 

P.  112.     Mrs.   M ,    Mrs.    Montagu,   wife   of   Basil   Montagu. 

H 's,  Leigh  Hunt's.     X — 's,  James  Xorthcote's.     H — yd — n's, 

Benjamin  Robert  Haydon's. 

P.  115.     B ,  Lamb,  as  throughout. 

P.  116.     A ,  William  Ayrton,  as  throughout. 

P.  122.  Captain  C,  Captain  Burney.  M.  C,  Martin  Burney. 
Miss  D ,  probably  Mrs.  Reynolds. 

P.  125.     E- .  probablv  Edward  Phillips. 

P.  126.     J.  F. ,  Barron  Field. 

P.  128.     G ,  probably  Godwin.    H ,  probably  Leigh  Hunt. 

P.  129.     J ,  has  not  been  identified. 

P.  137.     C. ,  Coleridge. 

P.  138.     L ,  Lamb. 

P.  319.     Mr. ,  probably  Lord  Brougham. 

P.  364.     H ,  possibly  Joseph  Hume,  of  the  Pipe  Office.    L 

H ,  Leigh  Hunt.     Mrs.  M ,  Mrs.  Montagu.     B ,  probably 

Martin  Burney.     R ,  has  not  been  identified. 

P.  365.     M.,  has  not  been  identified. 


401 


THE  MODERN 
STUDENTS  LIBRARY 

Each  volume  edited  with  an  introduction  by  a  leading 
American  authority 


This  series  is  composed  of  such  works  as  are  conspicuous  in  the 
province  of  literature  for  their  enduring  influence.  Every  volume 
is  recognized  as  essential  to  a  liberal  education  and  will  tend  to  in- 
fuse a  love  for  true  literature  and  an  appreciation  of  the  qualities 
which  cause  it  to  endure. 


A  WEEK  OX  THE  CONCORD  AND 
MERBIMAC  RIVERS 

By  Henry  David  Thoreau 

With  an  Introduction  by 
ODELL  SHEPARD 

Professor  of  English  at  Trinity  College 

".  .  .  Here  was  a  man  who  stood  with  his  head  in  the  clouds, 
perhaps,  but  with  his  feet  firmly  planted  on  rubble  and  grit.  He 
was  true  to  the  kindred  points  of  Heaven  and  Home.  Thoreau's 
eminently  practical  thought  was  really  concerned  in  the  last  anal- 
ysis with  definite  human  problems.  The  major  question  how  to  live 
was  at  the  end  of  all  his  vistas." 

EMERSON'S  ESSAYS 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
ARTHUR  HOBSON  QUINN 

Professor  of  English  and  Dean  of  the  College  University  of 
Pennsylvania 

"  Among  the  shifting  values  in  our  literary  history,  Emerson  stands 
secure.  As  a  people  we  are  rather  prone  to  underestimate  our  native 
writers  in  relation  to  English  and  continental  authors,  but  even 
among  those  who  have  been  content  to  treat  our  literature  as  a  by- 
product of  British  letters,  Emerson's  significance  has  become  only 
more  apparent  with  time." 
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THE  ESSAYS  OF 
ADDISON  AND  STEELE 

Selected  and  edited  by 
WILL  D.  HOWE 

Professor  of  English  at  Indiana  University 

With  the  writings  of  these  two  remarkable  essayists  modern  prose 
began.  It  is  not  merely  that  their  style  even  to-day,  after  two  cen- 
turies, commands  attention,  it  is  equally  noteworthy  that  these 
men  were  among  the  first  to  show  the  possibilities  of  our  language 
in  developing  a  reading  public. 

BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN  AND 
JONATHAN  EDWARDS 

With  an  Introduction  by 
CARL  VAN  DOREN 

Franklin  and  Edwards  often  sharply  contrasted  in  thought  are, 
however,  in  the  main,  complementary  to  each  other.  In  religion, 
Franklin  was  the  utilitarian,  Edwards  the  mystic.  Franklin  was 
more  interested  in  practical  morality  than  in  revelation;  Edwards 
sought  a  spiritual  exaltation  in  religious  ecstasy.  In  science  Frank- 
lin was  the  practical  experimenter,  Edwards  the  detached  observer, 
the  theoretical  investigator  of  causes. 

THE 
HEART  OF  MIDLOTHIAN 

By  Sir  Walter  Scott 

With  an  Introduction  by 
WILLIAM  P.  TRENT 

Professor  of  English  at  Columbia  University 

Universally  admitted  one  of  the  world's  greatest  story-tellers, 
Scott  himself  considered  "The  Heart  of  Midlothian"  his  master- 
piece, and  it  has  been  accepted  as  such  by  most  of  his  admirers. 
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THE   ORDEAL  OF 
RICHARD   FEVEREL 

By  George  Meredith 

With  an  Introduction  by 
FRANK  W.  CHAXDLER 

Professor  of  English  at  the  University  of  Cincinnati 

"The  Ordeal  of  Richard  Feverel,"  published  in  1859,  was  Mere- 
dith's first  modern  novel  and  probably  his  best.  Certainly  it  was, 
and  has  remained,  the  most  generally  popular  of  all  this  author's 
books  and  among  the  works  of  its  type  it  stands  pre-eminent.  The 
story  embodies  in  the  most  beautiful  form  the  idea  that  in  life  the 
whole  truth  and  nothing  but  the  truth  is  best. 

MEREDITH'S 
ESSAY  OX  COMEDY 

With  an  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Biographical  Sketch  by 
LANE  COOPER 

Professor  of  English  at  Cornell  University 

"Good  comedies,"  Meredith  tells  us,  "are  such  rare  productions 
that,  notwithstanding  the  wealth  of  our  literature  in  the  comic 
element,  it  would  not  occupy  us  long  to  run  over  the  English  list." 

The  "Essay  on  Comedy"  is  in  a  peculiarly  intimate  way  the  ex- 
position of  Meredith's  attitude  toward  life  and  art.  It  helps  us  to 
understand  more  adequately  the  subtle  delicacies  of  his  novels. 

CRITICAL  ESSAYS   OF  THE 
NINETEENTH   CENTURY 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
RAYMOND  M.  ALDEX 

Professor  of  English  at  Leland  Stanford  University 

The  essays  in  this  volume  include  those  of  Wordsworth,  Copleston, 
Jeffrey,  Scott,  Coleridge,  Lockhart,  Lamb,  Hazlitt,  Byron,  Shelley, 
Newman,  DeQuincey,  Macaulay,  Wilson,  and  Hunt. 
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ENGLISH  POETS  OF  THE 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY 

Selected  and  Edited  by 
ERNEST  BERNBAUM 

Professor  of  English  at  the  University  of  Illinois 

The  great  age  of  the  eighteenth  century  is,  more  than  any  other, 
perhaps,  mirrored  in  its  poetry,  and  this  anthology  reveals  its  man- 
ners and  ideals. 

While  the  text  of  the  various  poems  is  authentic,  it  is  not  bur- 
dened with  scholastic  editing  and  marginal  comment.  The  collect 
tion  and  its  form  is  one  which  satisfies  in  an  unusual  way  the  in- 
terest of  the  general  reader  as  well  as  that  of  the  specialist. 

PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS 
By  John  Bunyan 

With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
DR.  S.  M.  CROTHERS 

This  book  is  one  of  the  most  vivid  and  entertaining  in  the  English 
language,  one  that  has  been  read  more  than  any  other  in  our  lan- 
guage, except  the  Bible. 

PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE 
By  Jane  Austen 

With  an  Introduction  by 
WILLIAM  DEAN  HOWELLS 

To  have  this  masterpiece  of  realistic  literature  introduced  by  so 
eminent  a  critic  as  William  Dean  Howells  is,  in  itself,  an  event  in 
the  literary  world.  We  cannot  better  comment  upon  the  edition 
than  by  quoting  from  Mr.  Howells's  introduction: 

He  says:  "When  I  came  to  read  the  book  the  tenth  or  fifteenth 
time  for  the  purposes  of  this  introduction,  I  found  it  as  fresh  as  when 
I  read  it  first  in  1889,  after  long  shying  off  from  it." 
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NINETEENTH  CENTURY  LETTERS 

Selected  and  edited  by 
BYRON  JOHNSON  REES 

Professor  of  English  at  Williams  College 

Contains  letters  from  Blake,  Wordsworth,  Smith,  Southey,  Lamb, 
Irving,  Keats,  Emerson,  Lincoln,  Thackeray,  Huxley,  Meredith, 
"Lewis  Carroll,"  Phillips  Brooks,  Sidney  Lanier,  and  Stevenson. 

PAST  AND  PRESENT 

By  Thomas  Carlyle 

With  an  Introduction  by 
EDWIN  W.  MIMS 

Professor  of  English  at  Vanderbilt  University 

"Past  and  Present,"  written  in  1843,  when  the  industrial  revolu- 
tions had  just  taken  place  in  England  and  when  democracy  and 
freedom  were  the  watchwords  of  liberals  and  progressives,  reads  like 
a  contemporary  volume  on  industrial  and  social  problems. 

BOSWELL'S  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON 

Abridged  and  edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
CHARLES  G.  OSGOOD 

Professor  of  English  at  Princeton  University 

Seldom  has  an  abridgment  been  made  with  as  great  skill  in  omit- 
ting nothing  vital  and  keeping  proper  proportions  as  this  edition  by 
Professor  Osgood. 

AMERICAN  BALLADS  AND  SONGS 

Collected  and  edited  by 
LOUISE  POUND 

Professor  of  English,  University  of  Nebraska 

An  anthology  intended  to  present  to  lovers  of  traditional  songs  such 
selections  as  illustrate  the  main  classics  and  types  having  currency  in 
English-speaking  North  America.  It  includes  a  number  of  imported 
ballads  and  songs,  Western  songs,  dialogue  and  nursery  songs,  etc. 
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BACON'S  ESSAYS 

Selected,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
MARY  AUGUSTA  SCOTT 

Late  Professor  of  English  Literature  at  Smith  College 

These  essays,  the  distilled  wisdom  of  a  great  observer  upon  the 
affairs  of  common  life,  are  of  endless  interest  and  profit.  The  more 
one  reads  them  the  more  remarkable  seem  their  compactness  and 
their  vitality. 


ADAM  BEDE 
By  George  Eliot 

With  an  Introduction  by 
LAURA  J.  WYLIE 

Professor  of  English  at  Vassar  College 

With  the  publication  of  "Adam  Bede"  in  1859,  it  was  evident 
both  to  England  and  America  that  a  great  novelist  had  appeared. 
"Adam  Bede"  is  the  most  natural  of  George  Eliot's  books,  simple 
in  problem,  direct  in  action,  with  the  freshness  and  strength  of  the 
Derbyshire  landscape  and  character  and  speech  in  its  pages. 


THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK 
By  Robert  Browning 

With  an  Introduction  by 
FREDERICK  MORGAN  PADELFORD 

Professor  of  English  at  Washington  University 

"  'The  Ring  and  the  Book,'  "  says  Dr.  Padelford  in  his  introduc- 
tion, "is  Browning's  supreme  literary  achievement.  It  was  written 
after  the  poet  had  attained  complete  mastery  of  his  very  individual 
style;  it  absorbed  his  creative  activity  for  a  prolonged  period;  and  it 
issued  with  the  stamp  of  his  characteristic  genius  on  every  page." 
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ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON'S 

ESSAYS 

With  an  Introduction  by 
WILLIAM  LYOX  PHELPS 

Professor  of  English  at  Yale  University 

This  volume  includes  not  only  essays  in  formal  literary  criticism, 
but  also  of  personal  monologue  and  gossip,  as  well  as  philosophical 
essays  on  the  greatest  themes  that  can  occupy  the  mind  of  man.  All 
reveal  the  complex,  whimsical,  humorous,  romantic,  imaginative, 
puritanical  personalitv  now  known  everywhere  by  the  formula 
R.  L.  S. 

PENDENNIS 

By  Thackeray 

With  an  Introduction  by 
ROBERT  MORSS  LOYETT 

Professor  of  English  at  the  University  of  Chicago 

"Pendennis"  stands  as  a  great  representative  of  biographical 
fiction  and  reflects  more  of  the  details  of  Thackeray's  life  than  all 
his  other  writings.  Of  its  kind  there  is  probably  no  more  interesting 
book  in  our  literature. 

THE 
RETURN  OF  THE  NATIVE 

By  Thomas  Hardy 

With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
JOHN  W.  CUNLIFFE 

Professor  of  English  at  Columbia  University 

"The  Return  of  the  Native"  is  probably  Thomas  Hardy's  great 
tragic  masterpiece.  It  carries  to  the  highest  perfection,  the  rare 
genius  of  the  finished  writer.  It  presents  in  the  most  remarkable 
way  Hardy's  interpretation  of  nature  in  which  there  is  a  perfect 
unison  between  the  physical  world  and  the  human  character. 
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SELECTIONS  FROM 
"THE  FEDERALIST" 

Edited  with  an  Introduction  by 
JOHN  SPENCER  BASSETT 

Professor  of  History  in  Smith  College 

A  careful  and  discriminating  selection  of  the  "Essays  written  in 
favor  of  the  new  constitution,  as  agreed  upon  by  the  federal  con- 
vention, September  17,  1787." 

HISTORICAL  ESSAYS 
By  Lord  Macaulay 

Selected  with  an  Introduction  by 
CHARLES  DOWNER  HAZEN 

Professor  of  History  at  Columbia  University 

A  group  of  the  better-known  historical  essays  which  includes  "John 
Hampden,"  "William  Pitt,"  "The  Earl  of  Chatham,"  "Lord  Clive," 
"Warren  Hastings."  "Machiavelli,"  and  ''Frederick  the  Great," 

SARTOR  RESARTUS 

By  Thomas  Carlyle 

Edited  with  an  Introduction  by 
ASHLEY  THORNDIKE 

Professor  of  English  at  Columbia  University 

This  6C Nonsense  on  Clothes,"  as  Carlyle  referred  to  it  in  one  entry 
of  his  journal,  reaches  into  all  the  human  realm  and  is  perhaps  the 
greatest  philosophical  expression  of  Carlyle's  genius.  Surely  there 
is  a  power  of  pure  thought  which  he  has  put  into  the  mind  of  Pro- 
fessor Teufelsdrockh  and  a  charm  of  words  which  he  has  given  him 
to  speak  which  he  has  nowhere  surpassed. 

A  glossary  in  this  edition  will  be  of  invaluable  service  to  the 
3tudent. 


THE  MODERN  STUDENTS  LIBRARY 

EVAN  HARRINGTON 

By  George  Meredith 

With  an  Introduction  by 
GEORGE  G.  REYNOLDS 

Professor  of  English  Literature,  University  of  Colorado 

Evan  Harrington,  one  of  the  greatest  demonstrations  of  George 
Meredith's  genius,  is  an  ironic  comment  on  English  society  and  man- 
ners in  the  latter  part  of  the  last  century,  done  with  amazing  pene- 
tration and  the  best  of  his  humor.  In  the  large,  it  reflects  the  strug- 
gle between  spiritual  and  moral  ideals  which  was  constantly  going  on 
in  Meredith's  mind  and  which  ends  in  the  triumph  of  the  spirit  of 
sacrifice. 

THE  MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE 

By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson 

With  an  Introduction  by 
H.  S.  CANBY 

Formerly  Professor  of  English  Literature  at  Yale  University,  and 
present  editor  of  the  New  York  Evening  Post  Literary  Review 

Here  is  one  of  the  most  absorbing  of  Stevenson's  romances,  full  of 
the  spice  of  adventure  and  exciting  incident,  the  thrill  of  danger  and 
the  chill  of  fear;  it  is,  beside,  a  powerful  and  subtle  study  of  Scotch 
character  of  different  types,  and  brings  into  being  one  of  the  most 
amazing  of  all  the  dramatis  persona?  of  romantic  fiction. 

POEMS  AND  PLAYS 

By  Robert  Browning 

Selected  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
HEWLETTE  ELWELL  JOYCE 

Assistant  Professor  of  English  in  Dartmouth  College 

A  volume  intended  for  the  student  or  less-advanced  reader  of 
Browning  who  does  not  require  a  complete  edition.  The  introduction 
suggests  an  approach  to  Browning,  points  out  such  difficulties  as  often 
perplex  one  who  reads  Browning  for  the  first  time,  and  states  simply 
a  few  of  the  poet's  fundamental  ideas. 
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THE  OREGON  TRAIL 

By  Francis  Parkman 

With  an  Introduction  by 
JAMES  CLOYD   BOWMAN 

Professor  of  English,  Northern  State  Normal  College,  Marquette,  Michigan 

Parkman's  account  of  life  among  the  pioneers  and  the  Indians 
paints  a  vivid  picture  of  conditions  which  have  vanished  forever. 
Here  is  history  told  in  a  style  as  fascinating  and  compelling  as  that 
of  Cooper  at  his  best.  As  Parkman  writes  in  his  preface  to  the  edi- 
tion of  1892,  "the  Wild  West  is  tamed,  and  its  savage  charms  have 
withered.  If  this  book  can  help  to  keep  their  memory  alive,  it  will 
have  done  its  part." 

ESSAYS  BY  WILLIAM  HAZLITT 

Selected,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
PERCY  VAN  DYKE  SHELLY 

Assistant  Professor  of  English,  University  of  Pennsylvania 

A  selection  of  the  best  of  Hazlitt,  showing  the  perfection  of  style 
and  the  versatility  of  interest  of  this  master  of  the  personal  essay. 
The  selections  here  brought  together  from  the  twelve  bulky  volumes 
of  his  collected  works  are  designed  to  illustrate  his  art  in  the  fields 
in  which  he  unquestionably  excelled.  He  is  a  literary  critic  of  the 
first  rank,  to  be  named  with  Dryden,  Coleridge,  and  Arnold.  As  a 
familiar  writer  he  stands  alone  with  Montaigne  and  Lamb.  His 
criticisms  of  the  stage  and  of  the  art  of  painting  are  among  the  best 
in  the  language.  He  could  truthfully  say:  "I  have  endeavored  to 
feel  what  is  good  and  to  give  a  reason  for  the  faith  that  was  in  me, 
when  necessary  and  when  in  my  power." 
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THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF 
DAVID  CROCKETT 

With  an  Introduction  by 
HAMLIN  GARLAND 


The  most  characteristic  figure  of  the  New  World  for  the  first  two 
centuries  was  the  man  of  the  "trace"  or  trail:  the  settler  who, 
carrying  a  rifle  and  an  axe,  adventured  into  the  wilderness  and 
there  hewed  out  a  clearing,  built  a  cabin,  and  planted  corn;  whose 
skill  with  the  flint-lock  provided  meat  for  his  family,  skins  for  his 
clothing,  and  literally  kept  the  wolf  from  the  door.  In  Crockett's 
autobiography  the  reader  will  find  the  picture  of  such  a  man,  a 
blunt,  bold,  prosaic  account  of  a  life,  epic  in  its  sweep,  in  a  crude 
sort  the  direct  progenitor  of  Lincoln  and  Mark  Twain. 

Included  in  this  volume  are:  "A  Narrative  of  the  Life  of  David 
Crockett,  of  the  State  of  Tennessee,"  "An  Account  of  Colonel 
Crockett's  Tour  to  the  North  and  Down  East,"  and  "Colonel 
Crockett's  Exploits  and  Adventures  in  Texas." 


AMERICAN  PROSE  MASTERS 
By  W.  C.  Brownell 

With  an  Introduction  by 
STUART  P.  SHERMAN 


A  book  of  vital  and  useful  criticism,  to  produce  which  "it  is  neces- 
sary" (to  use  Mr.  Brownell's  own  words)  "to  think,  think,  think, 
and  then,  when  tired  of  thinking,  to  think  more."  Here  one  finds  a 
critical  estimate  which  leads  him  to  a  true  appreciation  of  the  work 
of  Cooper,  Hawthorne,  Emerson,  Poe,  Lowell,  and  Henry  James. 

In  his  introduction,  Mr.  Sherman  points  out  that  "though  the 
table  of  contents  indicates  that  this  book  contains  but  six  Amer- 
ican prose  masters,  the  reflective  reader  soon  perceives  that  it  con- 
tains a  seventh,  to  whom  the  rest  are  indebted  for  no  small  part  of 
the  interest  which  they  seem  to  possess  in  their  own  right." 
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BARCHESTER  TOWERS 

By  Anthony  Trollope 

With  an  Introduction  by 
CLARENCE  DIMICK  STEVENS 

Professor  of  English  at  the  University  of  Cincinnati 

Trollope  covered  a  wide  range  of  subjects  in  the  more  than  thirty 
novels  that  he  wrote,  but  he  was  at  his  best  in  portraying  provincial 
life  among  the  clergy  and  the  gentry  in  a  cathedral  city.  "  Barchester 
Towers"  (1857),  the  most  widely  read  of  his  books,  is  a  classic  for 
its  unfailing  humor,  its  distinctly  drawn  characters,  and  its  unerr- 
ing accuracy  in  picturing  situations  that  are  true  to  life. 


POEMS  BY 
WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
GEORGE  McLEAN  HARPER 

Professor  of  English  at  Princeton  University 

Even  so  sincere  a  friend  of  Wordsworth  as  Matthew  Arnold  be- 
lieved that  it  was  essential  for  the  fame  of  the  poet  that  a  selection 
be  made  of  the  poems,  and  he  made  one.  There  is  no  person  better 
suited  to  prepare  a  selection,  after  his  long  study  and  valuable  dis- 
coveries, than  Professor  Harper. 
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